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All  Things  inuft  be  fulfilled  which  were  written  in  the 


PSALMS  concerning 
Luke ,  xxiv.  44. 

And  they  fung  a  new  Song,  faying.  Thou  art  worthy,  &c.  for  thou  waft  flain,  and 
haft  redeemed  us,  &c.  R.ev.  v.  9, 

SOL1T1  ESSENT  (i.  e.  CHRlSTUNJ)  CONVEN1RE,  CARMENQUE  CHRISTO 
QUASI  DEO  DICERE 


PI  ini  us  in  E 


-k.1  A.  .  I  U  -J.  ■■  » U.  J.  1  .1  I 

“  v  t  t  *1 


PSALMS  of  DAVID \ 

IMITATED 

Jn  the  Language  of  the  New  Testament. 

'  • 

AND 

Applied  to  the  Chrifiian  State  and  Worjhip. 

TOGETHER  WITH 

II  Y  M  N  S, 

AND 

SPIRITUAL  SONGS, 

i»  THREE  BOOKS. 

I.  Collefled  from  the  Scriptures. 

II,  Compofed  on  Divine  Subjects, 

III.  Prepared  for  the  Lord’s  Supper. 

With  INDEXES  and  TABLES  complete. 

by  ISAAC  WATTS,  D.  D. 
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ADVERTISEMENT  to  the  READERS  of  the  PSALMS. 

THE  chief  defign  of  this  work  was  to  improv*  Pfalmody ,  or  religious  finging ,  and  to  encourage 
the  frequent  practice  or  it  in  publick  alfemblies,  and  private  families,  with  more  honour  and 
delight  ;  yet  the  author  hopes  the  reading  of  it  may  alfo  entertain  the  parlour  and  the  clofet  with 
oevout  pleafure  and  holy  meditations.  I  herefore  he  would  requeft  his  readers,  at  proper  feafons, 
to  peru fe  it  through,  and  among  340  facred  hymns,  they  may  find  out  feveral  that  fuit  their  own 
safe  and  temper,  or  the  circumftances  of  their  families  and  friends '$  they  may  teach  their  chil¬ 
dren  luch  as  are  proper  for  their  age,  and  by  treafuDng  them  up  in  their  memory*  they  may  be 
Jurm/hed  for  pious  retirement,  or  may  entertain  their  friends  with  holy  melody. 

(  Of  Cbufr.g  or  finding  the  Pfalm . 

1  he  perufal  of  the  whole  book  will  acquaint  every  reader  with  the  author’s  method,  and  by  con- 
ulting  the  Index,  or  Table  of  Confers, annexed,  he  may  find  hymns  very  proper  for  many  occafions 
cf  the  Chriftian  life  and  wdrftiip,  though  no  copy  of  David's  P falter  can  orovide  for  all. 

Or,  if  he  remember  the  firft  line  of  any  Pfalm,  the  Table  of  the  fir fi  Lines  will  diredt  where  to 
find  it. 

Or  if  any  fhall  think  it  bed  to  fing  all  the  Pfalms  in  order,  in  churches  or  families,  it  may  be 
done  with  profit. 

Of  Dividing  the  Pfalm . 

If  the ‘Pfalm  he  too  long  for  the  time,  or  cuftom  of  finging,  there  are  paufes  in  many  of  them 
at  which  you  may  properly  reft  :  Or  you  may  leave  out  thofc  verfes  which  are  included  in  crotch¬ 
ets  [  J  without  difturbing  the  fenfe  :  Or  in  fome  places  you  may  begin  to  fing  at  a paufe . 

Do  not  always  confine  yourfelves  to  fix  ftanzas,  but  fing  feven  or  eight,  rather  than  confound  the 
feme,  and  abufe  the  Pfalm  in  folemn  worship. 

Of  the  Manner  of  Singing* 

It  were  to  be  wifhed  that  all  congregations  and  private  families  would.fing  as  they  do  iff  foreign 
proteftant  countries,  without  reading  line  by  line.  Though  the  author  has  done  what  he  could 
to  make  the  fenfe  complete  in  every  line  or  two,  yet  many  inconveniences  will  always  attend  this 
unhappy  manner  of  finging  ;  but  where  it  cannot  be  altered,  thefe  two  things  may  give  fome  relief. 

Dirfi ,  Let  as  many  as  can  do  it  bring  Pfalm  Books  with  them,  and  look  on  the  words  while  they 
fing,  fo  far  as  to  make  the  fenfe  complete. 

^  Secondly,  Let  the  clerk  read  the  whole  Pfalm  over  aloud  before  he  begins  to  parcel  out  the  lines, 
that  the  people  may  have  fome  notion  of  what  they  fing,  and  not  be  forced  to  drag  on  heavily 
through  eight  tedious  fyllables  without  any  meaning,  until  the  next  line  comei  to  give  the  fenfe 
of  them. 

It  were  to  be  wifhed  alfo  that  we  might  not  dwell  fo  long  upon  every  fingle  note,  and  produce 
the  fyllables  to  fuch  a  tirefome  extent  with  a  conftant  uniformity  of  time  ;  which difgraces  the 
mufick,  and  puts  the  congregation  quite  out  of  breath  in  finging  five  or  fix  ftanzas  :  Whereas  if 
the  method  of  finging  were  but  reformed  to  a  greater  fpeed  in  pronunciation,  we  might  often  en¬ 
joy  the  pleafure  of  a  longer  Pfalm  with  lefs  expenfe  of  time  and  breath  ;  and  our  Pfalmody  would 
be  more  agreeable  to  that  of  the  ancient  churches,  more  intelligible  to  others,  and  more  delightful 
to  ourfelves. 

Of  the  Dlvifton  of  the  Pfalms , 

In  many  of  thefe  facred  Songs  it  is  evident  that  the  Pfalmjft  had  feveral  dlftindl  cafes  in  view 
at  the  fame  time  :  As  pfalm  Ixv,  the  ftrft  four  or  five  verfes  deferibe  the  temple ,  nvorjhip  of  prayer 
and  praife  j  the  following  verfes  reprefent  the  providence  oj  God  in  the  feafons  of  the  year .  So  in 
DJalm  Ixviii,  the  firft  fix  verfes  declare  the  majefty  and  mercy  of  God,  and  from  the  7th  verfe  to 
the  i6ch,  IJrael  is  brought  from  Egypt  to  fix  divine  wor/hip  at  Jerufalem.  The  17th  and  18  th  are 
^  prophecy  of  the  afeenfon  of  Chri/t.  Verfe  24,  fef c.  describes  a  religious  proceffiony  &c.  The  like 
may  be  obierved  in  many  ocher  Pfalms,  efpeci ally  fuch  as  reprefenc  fome  complicated  forrovvs 
or  joys  of  the  P  fa  1  mi  ft.  Now  it  is  not  to  be  fuppofed  that  Chriftians  /hould  have  all  the  fame  dif- 
tindi  occafion  of  mcditacion,  complaint,  or  praife,  much  lefs  all  at  the  fame  time  to  be  mentioned 
before  God  $  therefore  J  have  divided  many  Pfalms  into  feveral  parts,  and  difpofed  them  into 
diftindl  Hymns  on  thofe  various  fubjedts,  that  may  be  proper  matter  for  Chriftian  Pfalmody . 

Befi ies,  that  exceffive  long  tone  of  voice,  that  ftretches  out  every  fyllable  in  our  publick  fing¬ 
ing,  allows  us  neither  time  nor  fpirits  to  fing  above  fix  or  eight  ftanzas  at  once,  and  fometimes 
we  make  ufe  of  but  three  or  four  ;  Therefore  I  have  reduced  almoft  all  the  work  into  Hymns  of 
fu  ch  a  length,  as  may  fuit  the  ufual  cuftom  of  the  churches,  that  they  may  not  fing  broken  frag¬ 
ments  of  fenfe, 'as  is  too  often  done,  a:ld  fpoil  the  beauty  of  this  worlhipj  but  may  finiih  the 
whole  f  >ng  and  fubjedl  at  once. 

For  this  end  I  have  been  forced  to  tranfpofe,  or  omit,  fome  verfes ;  yet  I  think  it  will  be  feldom 
found  that  1  have  omitted  any  ufeful  pfalm,  or  verfe,  whofe  fenfe  is  not  abundantly  repeated  in 
other  parts  of  the  book  :  and  what  I  have  left  out  In  one  metre,  I  have  often  inferted  in  another.^ 
Wfcen  the  occafion  or  lubjedl  are  much  the  fame  throughout  a  long  Pfalm,  I  have  either  abridg¬ 
ed  the  verfes,  or  divided  the  Pfcilm  by  paufes ,  that  the  worlhip  may  not  be  tirefome* 


INDEX:  Or,  T  A B  L E to  find  a  Psalm  fuited  to  particular 

Subjects  or  Occasions. 

Note  in  this  Table  I. hal  t  not  dirtfiai  to  the  fever al -Parts  or  Metres  of  the  Pfalin ,  left  kftifiuld  breed  too  g rect  a  Confufton 
trf  Figures.  What  is  fought  in  any  Pfalm  may  eaf/y  be  found  by  turning  a  Lepf  or. two  backward  or  forward,  to  the  dif . 

.tintt  Parts  or  Metres. 

ITxou  find  not  what  Word  you  feek  in  this  Table, _ feck  another  of  the  fame  Signification  :  Or,  feck  it  mdcifome  nftk*  mor  e 
J  general  Words  -ffuch  as,  God,  Chriil,  Church,  Saints,  Pfalm,  Prayer,  Paalfe,  A  21  it  non,  Gfacc,  Dehveranc  c,  Death, 
&c.  The  figures  refer  to  the  P fains  % 

.35  ;  his  death  and  refurrreftion,  22,  1 6,  69  j 
the  eternal  Creator,  102  ;  exalted  to  the  king¬ 
dom,  2,  8,  .21 ,  72,  1 1  o  \  our  example,  109  ; 


A. 

A  DAM, the  firft  and  fecond,  their  dominion, 
Pjalm  8. 

Afflided,  pity  to  them,  35,  41  i.  ar»d  tempted, 
fupported,  55,  I45>  *4”  J  the:r  prayer,  102, 
143  ;  faints  happy,  73,  119,  xivth  party  94. 
Afflictions,  hope  in  them,  13,  42,  77  ;  fupport 
and  profit,  119*  xivth  part  ;  initxu&ion  by 
them,  94,  119,  xviiith  part  j  fandtified,  94, 
1 19,  xviith  part  j  courage  in  them,  1 19,  xviith 
part  j  removed  by  prayer,  34,  107  j  lubnaif- 
fion  to  them,  39,  123,  1315  from  men,  fee 
P  erf e  cut  ion  j  in  mind  and  body,  143;  trying  our 
graces,  66,  1 19,  xviith^cw  t  ;  without  rejection, 
39  ;  of  faints  and  Tinners  different,  94  ;  gen¬ 
tle,  103  ;  moderated,  125  5  very  great,  77,  icz, 
143. 

Aged  faints  refledtion  and  hope,  71. 

All  feeing  God,  139.  . 

Angels,  guardian,  34,  91  »  fuhjecr  to  Cnrirr, 
89,  97  ;  praife  the  Lord,  103  j  prefent  in 
churches,  138. 

Appeal  to  God  againft  perfecutors,  7  ;  concern¬ 
ing  our  fincerity,  139  j  humility,  131. 
Afcenfion  of  Chrift,  24,  47>  68,  no. 

Afiiftance  from  God,  138,  144. 

Atheifm  pradlical,  12,  14,  36  5  punifhed,  10. 
Attributes  of  God,  36,  in,  145,  147. 

Authority  from  God,  75,  83. 

B.  f 

BACKSLIDING  foul  in  diftrefs,  3nd  defer- 
tion,  25  ;  reftored,  51  ;  pardoned,  78,  330. 
Bleffing  of  God  on  the  bufinefs  and  comforts  of 
life,  127. 

Bleffings  of  a  family,  128,  133  J  2  nation,  144, 
147  j  of  the  country,  65,  147  5  of  a  perfon,  1, 
32,112. 

Blood  of  Chrifl:  cleanfing  from  fin,  51,  69. 

Book  of  nature  and  feripture,  19,  119,  lvth part. 
Brotherly  love,  133  j  reproof,  141. 

Bufinefs  of  life  blelf,  127. 

C. 

CARE  of  God  over  his  faints,  34. 

Charity  to  the  poor,  37,  41,  112  ;  and  juf- 
tice,  15,  1 12  ;  mixt  with  imprecations,  35. 
Chaftifement.  See  AfjliElions. 

Children  praifing  God,  8  ;  made  bleflings,  127, 
128  ;  inftru&ed,  34,  78. 

Chrifl:  the  fecond  Adam ,  his  incarnation,  his 
dominion,  8  :  his  all-fufiiciency,  16  j  his  af 


faith  in  his  blood,  51  ;  God  and  man,  39  , 
his  God -head,  102  j  our  hope,  4,  51  j  ills  in¬ 
carnation  and  f Sacrifice,  40  j  the  King  and 
the  church  his  fpoufe,  45  ;  his  kingdom  a- 
mong  the  Gentiles,  72,  87,  132  j  his  love  to 
enemies,  35,  icg  ;  his  majelty,  97,  99  j  his 
mediatorial  kingdom,  89,  110;  his  obedience 
and  death,  69,  his  perfonal  glories  and  gov¬ 
ernment,  45 praifed  by  children,  8  ;  prieft 
and  king,  110  ;  his  refunedtion  on  the  Lord’s 
day,  1 18  ;  our  ltrength  and  righteoufnefs,  715 
his  fufferings  and  kingdom,  1,  22,  69  j  hia 
fuffering  for  our  fulvation,  69  j  his  zeal  and 
reproaches,  69. 

Chriftian  qualifications,  15,  24  j  church  made 
up  of  jews  and  Gentiles,  87/ 

Church,  its  beauty,  45,  48,  122  ;  the  birth  place 
of  faints,  87  5  built  on  Jefus  Chrifl,  1 18  j  de¬ 
light  and  fafety  in  it,  27  3  deftruCtion  of  cue- 
niies  proceeds  from  thence,  76  3  gathered  and 
fettled,  132  3  of  the  Gentiles ,  45,147  3  God 
lights  for  her,  10,20,46;  God's  prefence  there, 
84,  132  ;  God's  fpecial  delight,  87,  132  : 
God's  garden,  92  3  going  to  it,  122  3  the 
houfe  and  care  of  God,  135  3  of  the  Jews 
and  Gentiles,  87  j  its  increate,  67  ;  prayer  in 
diftrefs,  80  ^  perfecuted,  fee  P  erf ecu  tion  3  re¬ 
ftored  by  prayer, , 85,  102,  407  ;  its  fafety  in 
national  deflations,  46  3  is  the  fafety  and 
honour  of  a  nation,  48  3  the  fpoufe  of  Chrifl, 
45  5  its  worlhip  and  order,  48  j  wrath  againft 
enemies  proceeds  thence,  76. 

Colonies  planted,  307. 

Comfort,  holinefs  and  pardon,  4>  1 

and  xikh parts,  and  fupport  in  God,  16,  94 3 
from  ancient  Providences,  77,  143-  ;  of  lite 
bleft,  127  3  and  pardon,  139. 

Company  of  faints,  16,  109. 

Complaint  of  abfence  from  publick  worflup,  42  3 
of  licknefs,  6  ;  of  deferion,  13  5  pride,  athe¬ 
ifm,  oppreffion,  Sec.  J®,  12  3  0 1  temptation, 
13  3  general,  102  j  of  quarrell'ome  neighbours, 
120;  of  heavy  anions  in  mind  and  body, 143. 

Compafflon  of  God,  103,  14^?  J47* 

Communion  with  (aints,  100,  133. 

Confeflionof  our  poverty,  16;  ot  im,  repentance 
•  and  pardon,  32,  38,  51,  130,  143 


dominion*  o  *  nib  dij-iuiiiciciic y*  iu  %  m  ^  t  7  j  /  j  /  #  ...  «  •  t 

cenfion,  24,  &?,  no  ;  the  churches  founda,-tConfcience  tender,  1 19,  xiuth  part ,  its  gu.u 
.•  o  1  •  _ _ ^  C  r.  o  C  !*•  .  ‘32.  to.  130. 


tion,  118  ;  his  coming,  the  flgns  of  it,  12  5 
his  condefcenfion  and  glorification,  8  ;  cove¬ 
nant  made  with  him,  89  ;  firft  and  fecond 
coming,  or  his  incarnation,  kingdom,  and 
judgment,  96,  97,  98  \  the  true  David,  89, 


relieved,  32,  38,  51,  130. 

Contention  complained  ot,  120. 

Converfe  with  God,  63,  1 19,  iid  part. 
Converfion  and  joy,  120  ;  at  the  afcenfion  or 
Chrifl t  no  j  of  Jews  and  Gentiles,  87,  96,  ico. 


4 


INDEX. 


Cor  reft!  on.  See  AjjliBm. 

Corruption  of  manners  genera],  u,  12. 

Counfel  and  fupport  from  God,  16,119,  xivth 
part. 

Courage  in  death  16,  17,  71  •  in  perfecution, 
1 1 9,  xvnth  part. 

Covenant)  made  with  Cbrft,$ ,9  ;  of  grace  un¬ 
changeable,  S9,  106. 

Creation  and  Providence,  33,  104, 135,  136,  147, 
145. 

Creatures,  no  truft  in  them,  33,  62,  146  ;  vain, 
and  God  all  fufficient,  33;  praifing  God,  148. 

D. 

Daily  devotion,  55, 139. 

Day  of  humiliation  for  difappointments  in 

war,  60. 

Death  and  refurreftion  of  drift,  16,  69  ;  of 
faints  and  finners.,  17,  37,  49  j  and  fuffer- 
rngs  of  Chrift ,  22,  69  $  deliverance  from  it, 
31  i  anu  pride,  49  5  and  the  refurreftion,  49, 
71,  89  j  courage  in  it,  16,  17,  23  j  the  effeft 
-  of  fin,  90. 

Defence  in  God,  3,  121 ;  and  falvation  in  God, 
18,  ci . 

Delaying  finners  warning,  95. 

Delight  and  fafety  in  the  chuch,  27,  48,  84 ;  in 
the  law  ol  God,  119?  vth,  viiith,  and  xviiith 
/W7r  3  in  God,  18,  42,  63,  73,  84.  . 
Deliverance  begun  and  perfefted,  85  3  from  de- 
fpair,  18  3  from  deep  diftrefs,  34,  40  3  from 
death,  31,  118  5  from  oppreffion  and  falfhood, 
56  5  perfecution,  53,  94  3  by  prayer,  34,  40. 
05,  126  3  from  fhipwreck,  1073  from  flander, 
31  ;  furprifing,  126  3  from  temptation,  3,  6, 
13,  18  3  from, a  tumult,  nS. 

Deiertion  and  diftrefs  of  foul,  13,  25,  38,  143. 
Defire  of  knowledge,  1 19,  ixt apart  3  of  holinefs, 
1 19,  xith  part  3  of  comfort  and  deliverance, 
1:9,  xiith  part  ;  of  quickening  grace,  119’ 
%v\\x.\\part. 

Deflations,  the  churches  fafety  in  them,  46. 
Defpair  and  hope  in  death,  17,  49  j  deliverance, 
from  it,  18,  130. 

Devotion,  daily,  55,  134,  141  ;  on  a  fick  bed,  6, 
39.  _  See  morning ,  evening ,  Lord's  day. 
Direftion  and  pardon,  25  3  and  defence  prayed 
for,  5  3  and  hope,  42.  See  Knowledge.  ■ 
Difeafe  Set  Sicknsfs. 

Diftrefs  of  foul,  or  back-fliding  and  defertion, 
relieved,  51,  130. 

Dominion  of  man  over  creatures,  8. 

Doubts  and  fears  fupprefted,  3,  31,  143. 
Drunkard  and  glutton,  107. 

Duty  to  God  and  man,  15,  24. 

Dwelling  with  God.  See  Heaven,  Churchy  $cc. 

E. 

Education,  religious,  34, 78. 

Egypt’s  plagues,  105. 

End  of  righteous  and  wicked,  1,37. 

Enemies  overcome,  18  j  prayed  for,  35,  109  ; 

deftroyed,  12,  48,  76. 

Envy  and  unbelief  cured,  37,  49. 

Equity  and  wifdom  of  Providence,  9. 
yeaing  Pi  aim,  4,  139, 141. 


120  jmagiftrates,  r 1, 


Evidences  of  grace,  or  felf-exsmination,  26  ; 

of  fincenty,  18,19,139.  ’ 

Lvil  times,  12  ;  neighbours, 

58,  82.  ’ 

Exaltation  of  Chrift  to  the  kingdom,  2,  21,  22, 
69,  72,110.  .  9  . 

Examination  or  evidences  of  grace,  26,  130, 
Exhortation  to  peace  and  holinefs,  34. 

F. 

tT'AITH  and  prayer  of  perfecuted  faints,  a;  : 
I  m  the  blood  of  Chrift,  32,  r,  .  in  di7jnS 
grace  and  power,  62,  130. 

Faithfulnefs  of  God,  89,  105,  in,  145  146  ;  0f 
man,  15,  141.  T  ’  - 

Falfhood,  blalphemy,  &c.  12  5  and  opprelhon. 

deliverance  from  them,  12,  56. 

Family  government,  101  j  love  and  worlhip,  133: 
^  blefiings,  128.  1,-3 ’ 

Fears  and  doubts  fuppreft,  3,  31,  34  ■  jn  the 

worfhipof  God,  89,99  3ofGod,  ii9^xiiith^f. 

flattery  and  deceit  complained  of,  12,  36. 
Forgivenefs.  See  Pardon. 

Formal  worlhip,  50. 

Frailty  of  man,  89,  90,  144. 

Fretfulnefs  difeouraged,  37. 

Friendfhip,  its  blelhngs,  133. 


Funeral  Pfalm,  89,  00. 


G. 


Gentiles  given  to  chrift,  2,  22,  72 ; 

church,  45,  65,  72,  87  j  owning  the  true 
God,  47,  96,  98. 

Glorification  ana  condefcenfion  of  Chrift,  8,  45. 
Glopy  of  God  in  our  falvation,  69  :  and  grace 
promifed,  84,  89,  97, 

Glutton,  78  5  and  drunkard,  107. 

God  all  in  all,  t,  7  3  all-Jeeing ,  139 ;  all  fujftcienty 
16,  33  5  his  being,  attributes,  and  Providence, 
36,  65,  147  ;  his  care  of  faints,  7,  34  ;  his  cre¬ 
ation  and  Providence,  33,  104,  &c.  our  de¬ 
fence,  and  falvation,  3,  33,  61,  11c;  ;  eternal 
and  fovereign,  and  holy,  93  j  eternal  and  man 
mortal,  90,  102  ;  faithfulnefs,  89,  105,  hi  ; 
glorified  and  finners  faved,  69  $  goodnefs  and 
mercy,  103, 145  ;  goodnefs  and  truth,  145, 
146  j  governing  power  and  goodnefs,  66  }  great 
and  good,  68,  144,  145,  147  ;  heart-fearching, 
139  j  our  only  hope  and  help,  142  ;  the  judge, 
9>5°>97»  kind  to  his  people,  145,  146  j  his 
majefty,  97  ;  and  condefcenfion,  113,  144: 
mercy  and  truth,  36,  89,  103,  136,  145  :  made 
man,  8  :  of  nature  and  grace,  05  :  his  perfec¬ 
tions,  36,  hi,  143,  147  ;  our  portion,  apd 
Chrift  our  hope,  4  :  our  portion  here  and  here- 
after,  73  :  his  power  and  majefty,  68,  89,  93, 
96  :  praifed  by  children,  8  :  our  preferver,  121, 
138  :  prefent  in  his  churches,  84  :  our  refuge 
in  national  troubles,  46  :  our  ihepherd,  23  : 
his  fovereignty  and  goodnefs  to  man,  8,  113, 
144  :  our  fupport  and  comfort,  94  :  fupreme 
governour,  75,  82,  93  :  vengeance  and  com¬ 
panion,  63,  97  :  unchangeable,  89,  m  ;  his 
univerfal  dominion,  103  :  his  wifdom  in  his 
works,  in?  139  ;  worthy  of  all  praife,  145* 
146,  150. 


INDEX. 


Good  works,  1 5, 24, 112,  profit  men, not  God, 16. 
Good^efs  of  God,  8,  103,  111,  145,  146. 

GofpeJ,  its  glory  and  fuccefs,  19, 45, 1 10  :  joyful 
found,  89,  98  :  worlhip  and  order,  48. 
Government  of  Chrift,  45  '  from  God,  75. 
Grace,  its  evidences,  or  felf  examination,  26, 
139:  above  riches,  144:  without  merit,  16, 
32:  of  Chrift,  45,  72  :  and  providence,  33, 
36,  135,  136,  147  :  preserving  and  reltoring, 
138  :  truth  and  protection,  57  :  tried  by  af¬ 
fliction,  17,  66,  125  :  and  glory,  84,  97  :  par¬ 
doning,  130. 

Guilt  of  confcience  relieved,  31,  38,  51,  130. 

H. 

HAPPY  faint  and  curfed  (inner,  1. 

Harveft,  65,  126,  147. 

Health,  ficknefs  and  recovery,  6,  30,  31  :  pray¬ 
ed  for,  6,  38,  39. 

Heart  known  to  God,  138. 

Hearing  of  prayer  and  falvation,  4,  10,  66,  102. 
Heaven  of  (eparate  fouls  and  refurreaion,  17  : 

the  faints  dwelling  place,  24.  j 

Holinefs,  pardon  and  comfort,  4  :  defired,  119, 
xith  part  :  pro feft,  1 19  :  i i id  part,  139. 

Hope  in  darknefs,  ,13,  77,  143  :  of  refurrcCtion, 
16,  71  :  and  delpair  in  death,  17,49:  and 
prayer,  27  :  for  victory,  20  :  and  direction, 
42  :  in  afflictions,  42,  143. 

Hofanna  of  the  children,  8  ;  for  the  Lord’s  day, 
118. 

Houftiold,  fee  Family. 

Humiliation  day,  10  :  for  disappointment,  60. 
Humility  and  fubrnifflon,  39,131. 

Hypocrites  and  hypocrify,  12,  50. 

I. 

IDOLATRY  reproved,  16,  115,  135. 

Jehovah,  68,  83  :  reigns,  93,  96,  97  : 

Jews,  fee  Ifrael , 

Images,  fee  Idolatry, 

Imprecations,  and  charity,  35. 

Incarnation, 06, 97,98  j  and  l'acrifice  ofChrift,  40. 
Infants,  fee  Children. 

InftruCtion  from  God,  25  :  from  fcripture,  1 19, 
ivth  and  viith  parts  :  in  piety,  34. 

InftruCtive  afflictions,  94. 

Intemperance,  punilhed,  78  :  and  pardoned, 107. 
Joy  of  converfion,  126  :  fee  Delight. 
ifrael  faved  from  the  Ajfyrians ,  76  :  faved  from 
Egypt  and  brought  to  Canaany  77,  105,  107, 
I35v  136  s  rebellion  and  punilhment,  78  ; 
punilhed  and  pardoned,  106,  107  ;  travels  in 
the  wildernefs,  107,  114. 

Judgement  and  mercy,  o,  68  :  day,  1,  co,  96, 
97,  98, 149  5  feat  of  God,  9, 

Juliice  of  providence,  9  \  and  truth  towards 
men,  15. 

Juftification  free,  32, 130. 

KING  David  and  Chrift,  21. 

Kingdom  of  Chrift,  fee  Chrift. 

Knowledge  defired,  19,  119,  ixth "part, 

L. 

LAW  of  God,  delight  in  it,  H9,vth part. 
Liberality  rewarded,  41,112. 


Life  and  riches,  their  vanity,  49  :  fflort  and  fee¬ 
ble,  89,  90, 144. 

Lo'nging  after  God,  42,  63. 

Lord’s  day  Pfalm,  92,  118  :  morning,  5,  19,  63. 
Love  of  God  to  the  righteous,  and  hatred  to  the 
wicked,  1,  11  :  to  our  neighbour,  15  :  of 

Chrift  to  (inners,  35  :  of  God  better  than  life, 
63  ;  of  God  unchangeable,  89,  ic6  :  to  ene¬ 
mies,  35,  109  :  brotherly,  and  worftiip  in  a 
family,  133. 

Luxury  punilhed,  78  :  and  pardoned,  107* 

M. 

MAGISTRATES  warned,  58,  82  •.  qualifi¬ 
cations,  101  :  raifed  and  oepofed,  75. 
Majefty  of  God,  68  :  See  Cod. 

Man,  his  vanity  as  mortal,  39,  89,  90,  144  :  do¬ 
minion  over  creatures,  8  :  mortal,  and  Chrift: 
eternal,  102  :  wonderful  formation,  139. 
Marriage  myftical,  46. 

Mariners  Pfalm,  107. 

Mafter  of  a  family,  101. 

Meditation,  1,  63,  1 19,  vth  and  vith parts. 
Melancholy  reproved,  42  :  and  hope,  77  :  re¬ 
moved,  126. 

Mercies  common  and  Ipecial,  68  :  fpiritual  and 
temporal,  103  :  innumerable, 139  :  everlafting, 
136  :  recorded,  107  :  and  judgment,  9  :  and 
truth  of  God,  36,  89,  103,  136,  145,  146. 
Merit  difclaimed,  16. 

Mefiiah,  fee  Cbrijl . 

Midnight  thoughts,  63,  139,  119,  vth  and  vith 
parts. 

Minifters  ordained,  132. 

Miracles  in  the  vvildernefs,  114. 

Morning  Pfalm,  3,  141  }  of  a  fabbath,  5,  19,  63. 
Mortality  of  man,  39,  49,  90  j  and  hope,  89  j 
and  God’s  eternity,  90,  102. 

N. 

NATIONS  Honour  and  fafety  is  the 
church,  48  j  profperity,  67,  144  j  bleft 
and  punilhed,  107. 

National  deliverance,  67,  75,  76,  124,  126  ;  def- 
olations,  the  church’s  fafety  and  triumph  in 
them,  46. 

Nature  and  fcripture,  19, 119,  viith/jrf,of  man, 
139* 

New-England  Pfalm,  107. 

O. 

OBEDIENCE  fincere,  32,  18,  39  ;  better  than 
facrifice,  50. 

Old-Age,  death,  90  :  and  refurreClion,  71,  89. 
Omniprefence,  Omnifcience,  Omnipotence,  See, 
See  God, 

P. 

PARDON,  holinefs,  and  comfort,  4  :  of 
backlliding,  78  :  and  direction,  25  '  2nd 
repentance  prayed  for,  38  :  and  confefflon,  32  : 
of  original  and  actual  (in,  51  :  plentiful  with 
God,  130. 

Patience  under  affliilions,  39  :  under  perfec¬ 
tions,  37,  44  :  in  darknefs,  77,  130,  131. 
Peace  and  holinefs  encouraged,  34  ;  with  men 
defired,  J20.  #  , 

Perfe&ions  of  God,  36,  111,  145,  147* 


* 

'v 


U- 


INDEX. 


Perfecuted  faints,  their  prayer  and  faith,  35,  44, 

74>  83. 

Pertecution, victory  over  and  deliverance  from  it, 


courage  in 


it,  1 19,  xviith  part, 
trials,  1 19,  17th  -part. 


3  j>  94  ; 

Prefer  vante, 

Persecutors  punifhed,  7,  129,  149:  their  tolly, 
14  :  complained  of,  35,  44,  74,  So,  S3  :  deliv¬ 
erance  from  them,  94. 

Perfonai  glories  of  Chrift,  45. 

Peftilcnce,  prefervation  in  it,  91. 

Piety,  inftruCtion  therein,  .34.  See  Saints . 

Pity  to  the  afftiCted,  41.  See  Charily ,  God . 

Pleading  without  repining,  39,  123  3  the  prom- 
ifes,  1 19,  xch  part. 

Poor,  charity  to  them,  15,  37,  41,  112. 

Portion  of  faints  and  tinners,  1,  17,  37, 

Poverty  confeft,  16. 

Power  and  majefty  of  God,  63,  89,  145.  See 

God. 

Practical  atheifm,  14,  36. 

Praiie  to  God  from  children,  8  3  for  creation 
and  Providence,  33,  1045  to  our  creator, 
ico  j  from  all  creatures,  148  :  for  eminent 
deliverance,  34,  1 18,  :  general  86,  145,  1503 
for  the  golpet,  98  :  for  health  reftored,  30, 
216  :  for  hearing  prayer,  66,  icz  .*  to  Jelus 
Chrift,  45  :  from  all  nations,  1 1 7  :  and  pray¬ 
er  publick,  65  :  tor  prute&ion,  grace  and 
truth,  57  :  for  providence  and  grace,  36  :  for 
rain,  65,  147  :  from  the  faints,  149,  150  r  for 
temptations  overcome,  18  :  for  temporal 
bleflings,  147,  6S  :  for  victory  in  war,  18. 

Prayer  heard,  4,  34,  65,  66  :  in  time  of  war, 
20  :  and  hope  of  viCtory,  20  :  and  praife  pub- 
lick,  65  :  and  hope,  27  :  in  church’s  diftrefs, 
So  :  heard,  and  Zion  reitored,  102  :  and  faith 
of  persecuted  faints,  35,  37,  56:  and  praife 
for  deliverance,  34  :  tor  repentance  and  par¬ 
don,  &c.  38.  See  Complaint . 

Preferving  grace,  138. 

Prefervation  in  publick  dangers,  46,91,112: 
daily,  121. 

Pride  and  atheifm,  and  oppreflion,  punilhed,  ic, 
12  :  and  death,  49. 

Priefthood  of  Chrilt,  51,  no. 

Princes,  vain,  62,  146. 

Profeliion  of  fincerity  and  repentance,  &c.  119, 
i i id  party  139  ;  falfe,  50. 

Promiles  and  threatnings,  81  :  pleaded,  119,  xth 
part. 

Profperity  dangerous,  55,  73. 

Profpcrous  tinners  curfed,  37,  49,  73 

Protection,  truth  and  grace,  57  3  by  day  and 
night,  1 2 1 . 


holders,  101  ;  for  mariners,  107  ;  for' gluttons 
and  drunkards,  107  j  for  New-Engl.and,  107  j 
See  Morning,  Evening ,  &c. 

Publick  praites  for  private  mercies,  cxvi,  cxviii  ; 
tor  deliverance,  cxxiv  j  worthip,  abfence  from 
it  complained  of,  42  ;  worthip  attended  on, 
cxxii  3  prayer  and  praife,  65,  84. 

Punifhment  of  finners,  i,  xi,  xxxvii  ;  and  falva- 
tion,  lxxviii,  Ixxxi,  cvi.  See  Affliction. 
Purpoles  holy,  cxix,  15th  part. 

Qualifications  of  a  chritUan,  xv, 

xxiv. 

t^iarrelfome  neighbours,  cxx. 

Qmckning  grace,  cxix,  16th  part • 

R. 

RAIN  from  heaven,  Ixv,  cxxxv,  cxlvii. 

Recovery  from  ficknefs,  vi,  xxx,  cxvi* 
Rejoicing  in  God,  xviii.  See  Delight . 

Relative  duties,  xv,  cxxxiii. 

Religion  and  juftice,  xv  5  in  words  and  deeds, 
xxxvii. 

Religious  education,  xxxiv,  lxxviii. 
Remembrance  of  former  deliverances,  lxxvii, 
cxliii. 

Repentance,  confefiion  and  pardon,  xxxii  ;  and 
prayer  for  pardon  and  ftrength,  xxxviii  3  and 
faith  in  the  blood  of  Chrift,  li. 

Reproach  removed,  xxxi,  xxxvii. 

Pvefignation,  xxxix,  cxxiii,  cxxxi. 

Refolutions,  holy,  cxix.  15th  part . 

Reftoring  grace,  xxiii,  cxxxviii. 

RefureCtion  and  death  of  Chrift,  ii,  xvi  ;  of  the 
faints,  xvi,  xvii,  xlix,  lxxi  j  and  death,  xhx, 
Ixxi,  Ixxxix. 

Reverence  in  worthip,  Ixxxix,  xeix. 

Revolution,  lxxv. 

Riches,  their  vanity,  xlix  j  compared  with  grace, 
cxliv. 

Righteous.  See  Saints. 

PJghteoufnefs,  from  Chrift,  lxxi.  See  Salva¬ 
tion,  Pardon ,  Ghrijl. 

S. 

SABBATH”,  fee  Lord's  day. 

Sacrifice,  xl,  li,  lxix  3 


Providence,  itswifdom  and  equity,  9  3  and  crea¬ 
tion,  33,  135,  136  j  and  grace,  36,  147  ;  and 
perfections  ot  God,  363  its  myftery  unfolded, 
73  j  recorded,  77,  78,  107  3  in  air,  earth  and 
tea,  65,  89,  104,  147. 

Prudence  and  zeal,  39. 

Pfalm  for  foldiers,  18,  603  for  old  age,  71  j  for 
huthandmen,  653  for  a  funeral,  89,  90 3  for 
the  Lord’s  day,  92  5  before  prayer,  95  3  before 
fermon,  953  for  magiftrates,  1013  for  houf- 


incarnation  of 

Chrift,  xl. 

Safety  in  publick  dangers,  xti  5  and  triumph  of 
the  church,  in  national  defoliations,  xlvi  3  in 
God,  lxi  ;  and  delight  in  the  church,  xxvii. 

Saints  happy,  and  finners  curfed,  i,  cxix,  ift 
part ,  fafety  in  evil  times,  xii,xlvi  ;  the  beft 
company,  xvi  3  oharaCterifed,  xv,  xxiv  ;  and 
finners  portion,  j,  xvii  ;  dwell  in  heaven,  xv, 
xxiv  3  punithed  and  faved,  lxxviii,  cvi;  God’s 
care  of  them,  34  3  reward  at  Lift,  50,  90,  92  ; 
and  finners  end,  i,  xi,  xxxvii  3  patience  and 
world’s  hatred,  37  3  chaftiled  and  finners  de- 
ftroyed,  943  die,  but  Chrift  lives,  cii  j  puni/h- 
ed  and  pardoned,  cvi,  evii  3  conducted  to  hea¬ 
ven  cvi  3  tried  and  preferred,  66,  exxv  ;  af¬ 
flictions  moderated,  exxv  3  judging  the  w'orld, 
cilix. 

Salvation  of  faints,  x  ;  and  triumph  -xviii 
defence  in  Gad,  lxi  j  by  Chrift,  69,  85. 


and 
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San&ified  afHi&ions,  94;,  cxi x,laji  part. 

Satan  fubdued,  3,  6,  xiii. 

Scripture  compared  with  the  book  of  nature,  xix, 
cxix,  7th  part  ;  inftruftion  from  it,  cxix,  4th 
-  part  5  delight  in  it,  cxix,  5th  and  xvinth  pa>  ts  5 
holinefs  and  comfort  from  it,  cxix,  6th  part  ; 
perfection,  cxix,  7th part  \  variety  and  excel¬ 
lency,  cxix,  Sthpart  ;  attended  with  the  Spirit, 
cxix,  9th  part. 

Seafons  of  the  year,  65,  cxlvii. 

Seaman’s  Tong,  cvii. 

Secret  devotion,  34,  cxix,  iid  part . 

Seeking  God,  27,  63. 

Self  examination,  or  evidences  of  grace,  26, 
cxxxix. 

Separate  fouls,  heaven,  xvii. 

Shepherd  of  faints  is  God,  23. 

Shipwreck,  prevented,  cvii. 

Sick  -bed  devotion,  6,  38,  39. 

Sicknefs  healed,  6,  30,  cxvi. 

5igns  of  Chrift’s  coming,  xii,  96,  &c. 

Sin  of  nature,  xiv  ;  original  and  adtual,  confefled 
and  pardoned,  li  ;  and  clraftifement  of  faints, 
78,  cvi  5  univerfal,  xiv. 

Sincerity,  xix,  26,32,  cxxxix;  profeft  and  re¬ 
warded,  xvii,  cxix,  Yud  part. 

Sinner  curfed,  and  faint  happy,  i,  xi  ;  and  faints 
portion,  i,  xvii,  37,  50  ;  hated,  and  laints  pa¬ 
tience,  37  ;  deftroyed,  and  faints  chaftifed,  04 

Sins  of  tongue  j  xii,  34,  50^ 

Slander,  deliverance  from  it,  xxxi* 

Song.  See  Pfalm. 

Sorrow.  See  Ajjliftion ,  Sicknefs. 

Souls  in  feparate  ftate,xvii,  146,  150. 

Spirit  given  at  Chrift’s  afcenfion  ,  68  ;  his  teach¬ 
ing  defired,  51,  119,  ixth  part. 

Spiritual  enemies  overcome,  3,-18,144  ;  blefi- 
in.gs  and  punifhments,  81  ;  mindednefs,  119, 
iid  part.  See  Saint,  Grace,  See. 

Spoufe  of  Chrift  the  king  is  the  church,  45. 

Spring  of  the  year,  65  ;  fummer,  65,  104  ;  and 
winter,  147. 

Storm  and  thunder,  29,  48,  135. 

Strength,  repentance  and  pardon  prayed  for,  38; 
from  Chrift,  71  ;  of  grace,  138. 

Submiftion,  123,  131  ;  to  Chrift,  a  ;  to  licknefs, 
39* 

Succefs  of  the  gofpel,  19,  110. 

Sufferings  and  death  of  Chrift,  1z  ;  and  king¬ 
dom  of  Chrifty  2,  22,  69,  no. 

Summer,  65  ;  and  winter,  147. 

Support  and  council  from  God,  16  ;  for  the  af- 
flidled  and  tempted,  55  ;  and  comfort  in  God, 
94,  1195  xivth  part. 

Surety  and  facrifice,  Chrift,  40. 

T. 

Temptations  overcome,  in,  xviu  ;  in 

ficknefs,  vi ;  efcape  from  them,xxv  ;  of  the 
devil,  xiii  ;  fupport  under  them,  iii,  Iv,  xciv. 
Tepipter.  See  Satan . 


Tender  conference,  cxix,  13th  part. 

Thanks  publick  for  private  mercies,  cxvi,  cxviii* 
See  Praife. 

Threatnin’gs  and  promifes,  Ixxxi. 

Thunder  and  ftorm,  xxix,  cxxxv,  cxxxvi,  cxlviii. 
Times  evil,  xi,  xii. 

Tongue  governed,  34,  39. 

Trial  of  our  grace,  by  ami&ions,  Ixvi,  exxv  ;  of 
our  hearts,  xxvi.,  cxxxix. 

Triumph  for  falvation,  xviii  ;  and  fafety  of  the 
church  in  national  defolations,  46  ;  at  the  laft 
day,  cxlix. 

Troubles.  See  j4Jflifhons,  Temptations. 

Truft  in  the  creatures  vain,  Ixii,  cxlvi. 

Truth,  grace,  and  protection,  lvii,  cxlv,  cxlvi. 

See  God,  Faitbfnlnejs. 

Tumult,  deliverance  from  it,  cxviii. 

V. 

VANITY  of  man  as  mortal,  39,  89,  cxliv  ; 
of  life  and  riches,  49. 

Vengeance  and  companion,  68  ;  againft  the  e- 
nemies  of  the  church,  Ixxvi,  cxlix. 

Victory  hoped  and  prayed  for,  20  :  over  temp¬ 
tations,  vi,  xviii,  cxliv;  over  temporal  enemies, 
xviii  :  and  deliverance  from  persecution,  53. 
Vineyard  of  God  wafted,  80. 

Unbeliefand  envy  cured,  37  ;  punifhed,  95. 
Unchangeable  God,  Ixxxix,  cxi. 

Vows  paid  in  the  church,  cxvi :  of  holinefs,  cxix, 
1  5th  part. 

\V. 

WAITING  for  pardon  and  direction,  25  ; 

for  anlwer  to  prayer,  85,  cxliii,  exxx. 
War,  prayer  in  time  of  it,  20  :  difappointments 
therein,  68:  victory,  xviii:  fpiritual,  xviii, 
cxlir. 

Warnings  of  God  to  his  people,  Ixxxi. 
Watchfulnefs,  xlx,  cxli  :  over  the  tongue,  39. 
Weather,  lxv,  cvii,  cxxxv,  cxlvii,  cxlviii. 
Wicked.  See  Sinner,  Saint. 

Wickednefs  of  man,  xiv,  xxxvi,  li  . 

Wind.  See  Providences,  Seafons,  Storm. 

Winter,  and  Summer,  cxlvii. 

Wifdom  and  equity  of  Providence,  9  ;  of  God  In 
his  works,  cxi. 

Word  of  God.  See  Scripture . 

Works  of  creation  and  Providence,  civ,  cxlvii, 
cxlviii  :  and  grace,  xix,  33,  cxi*  cxxxv,  cxxxvi  : 
good  works  profit  men,  not  God,  xvi. 

World’s  hatred,  and  faints  patience,  37. 

Worfhip  and  order  of  the  gofpel,  48  :  delight  in 
it,  84  :  with  reverence,  89,  99  :  daily,  lv, 
cxxxiv,  cxli  :  in  a  family,  cxxxiii  v  publick, 
63,  84,  cxxii,  cxxxii  :  abl'ence  from  it,  42,  63. 
Wrath  and  mercy  from  the  judgement  feat,  9* 
See  more  in  God,  Punifhment,  S inner,  Ven - 
geance • 

ZEAL  and  prudence,  39. 

Zion,  its  citizens,  xv.  See  Church » 
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ALL  ye  that  love  the  Lord  rejoice 

Almighty  Ruler  of  the  fkies  -  -  - 
Amidft  thy  wrath  remember  love  -  -  - 
Among  th’ afi'emblies  of  the  great  -  - 

Among  the  princes  earthly  gods 
And  will  the  God  of  grace  -  - 

Are  ail  the  foes  of  Zion  fools  -  - 

Are  fioners  now  fo  fenfelefs  grown 
Arife,  my  gracious  God  - 
Awake,  ye  faints,  to  praife  your  King 

B. 

BEHOLD  the  lofty  fky  - 

Beheld  the  love,  the  gen’rous  love 
Behold  the  morning  fun,  ... 

^chold  the  fure  foundation  ftone 
Behold  thy  waiting  fervant  Lord 
BJefs,  O  my  foul,  the  living  God 
Bleft  are  the  fons  of  peace  - 
Bleft  are  the  fouls  that  hear  and  know 
Bled  are  the  u.ndefil’d  in  heart 
Bled  is  the  man,  forever  bleft  -  -  - 

Bleft  is  the  man  whofe  bowels  move 
Bled  is  the  man  who  fhuns  the  place  - 
Bled  is  the  nation  where  the  Lord 

C. 

CHILDREN  in  years  and  knowledge  young  34 
Come  children,  learn  to  fear  the  Lord 
Come,  let  our  voices  join  to  raife 
Come,  found  his  praife  abroad 
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God  of  my  childhood  and  mv  youth  -  59 

God  of  my  life  look  gently  down  -  .  p 

God  of  my  mercy  and  my  praife  -  -  -  88 

Good  is  the  Lord,  the  heav’nly  King  -  55 

Great  God,  attend  while  Zion  fings  -  -  67 

Great  God,  how  oft  did  Ifrael  prove  »  65 

Great  God,  indulge  my  humble  claim  -  53 
Great  God,  the  heav’ns  well  order’d  frame  25 
Great  God,  whofe  univerfal  fway  -  -  -  60 

Great  is  the  Lord  exalted  high  _  J06 

Great  js  the  Lord,  his  works  of  might  -  89 

Great  is  the  Lord  our  God  -  -  _ 

Great  Shepherd  of  thine  I  fraeJ  - 

H. 

HAD  not  the  Lord,  may  Ifrael  fay 

Happy  is  he  that  fears  the  Lord  -  - 


Confider  all  my  forrows,  Lord  - 

D. 

DAVID  rejoic’d  in  God  his  ftrength  - 
Deep  in  our  hearts  let  us  record  - 

E. 

EARLY,  my  God,  without  delay  - 
Exalt  the  Lord  our  God  - 

F. 

FAR  as  thy  name  is  known 

Father  I  blefs  thy  gentle  hand 
Father  I  fing  thy  wond’rous  grace  - 
Firm  and  unmov’d  are  they  - 
Firm  was  my  health,  my  day  was  bright  - 
Fools  in  their  hearts  believe  and  fay  - 
For  ever  blefied  be  the  Lord  - 
For  ever  fhall  my  fong  record 
From  age  to  age  exalt  his  name  -  -  - 

‘From  all  that  dwell  below  the  fkies 
•  From  deep  diftrefs  and  troubled  thoughts  - 

G. 

IVE  thanks  to  God  $  he  reigns  above 
y  Give  thanks  to  God,  invoke  his  name 
Give  thanks  to  God  mod  high  -  « 

Give  thanks  to  God  the  lov’reign  Lord 
Give  to  our  God  immortal  praife  - 
Give  to  the  Lord  ye  fons  of  fame 
God  in  his  earthly  temple  Jays  -  -  - 

God  is  the  refuge  of  his  faints 
God  my  fupporter  and  my  hope 
God  of  eternal  love  - 


Happy  the  city  where  their  fons 

Happy  the  man  to  whom  his  God  -  -  - 

Happy  the  man  whofe  cautious  feet  - 
Hear  me,  O  God,  nor  hide  thy  face 
Hear  what  the  Lord  in  vifion  faid 
Help  Lord,  for  men  of  virtue  fail 
He  reigns  :  the  Lord  the  faviour  reigns 
He  that  hath  made  his  refuge  God 
High  in  the  heav’ns,  eternal  God 
How  awful  is  thy  chaft'ning  rod  -  - 
341H0W  did  my  heart  rejoice  to  hear 
77 1  How  faft  their  guilt  and  forrows  rife  - 
7^  How  long,  O  Lord,  fhall  I  complain 
98  How  long  wilt  thou  conceal  thy  face  - 
j How  pleafanf,  how  divinely  fair  - 
26  How  pleafant  ’cis  to  fee  -  -  -  -  - 

58  How  pleas’d  and  bleft  was  I 

How  fhall  the  young  fecure  their  hearts 

JEHOVAH  reigns  :  he  dwells  in  light  - 
Jefus,  our  Lord,  afeend  thy  throne  -  - 
Jefus  fhall  reign  where  e’er  the  fun  -  - 

If  God  fucceed  not  all  the  coft  - 
If  God  to  build  the  houfe  deny  -  - 
I  lift  my  foul  to  God  -  - 

I’ll  blefs  the  Lord  from  day  to  day  -  - 

I’ll  Praife  my  maker  with  my  breath  -  - 
I’llfpeakthe  honours  of  my  King  -  - 
I  love  the  Lord  :  he  heard  my  cries  -  -  - 
In  all  my  vaft  concerns  with  thee  -  - 

In  anger,  Lord  rebuke  me  not  - 
In  God’s  own  houfe  pronounce  his  praife  - 
In  Judah  God  of  old  was  known  -  -  - 
Into  thine  hand,  O  God  of  truth 
Joy  to  the  world  :  the  Lord  is  come  -  - 
I  fet  the  Lord  before  my  face  *  -  - 

Is  there  ambition  in  my  heart  - 
It  is  the  Lord  our  Saviour’s  hand  - 
Judge  me,  O  Lord  and  prove  my  ways  -  - 
Judges  who  rule  the  world  by  laws  - 
Juft  are  thy  ways,  and  true  thy  word  -  - 
I  waited  patient  for  the  Lord  - 
I  will  extol  thee,  Lord  on  high  -  -  * 
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I  N  D  E  X* 


LET  all  the  earth  their  voices  raife 
Let  all  the  heathen  writers  join 
Let  children  hear  the  mighty  deeds  - 
Let  ev’ry  creature  join  - 
Let  ev’ry  tongue  thy  goodnefs  fpeak  - 
Let  God  arife  in  all  his  might  - 
Let  finners  take  their  courle  -  -  - 

Let  Zion  in  her  king  rejoice  - 
Let  Zion  and  her  fons  rejoice 
Let  Zion  praife  the  mighty  God  -  -  - 

Long  as  I  li  ve  I’ll  blefs  thy  name 
Lord,  haft  thou  call  the  nation  off  - 
Lord,  1  am  thine;  but  thou  wilt  prove  -  - 
Lord,  I  can  fuffer  thy  rebukes  - 
Lord,  I  am  vile,  conceiv’d  in  fin 
Lord,  I  efteem  thy  judgments  right  -  - 
Lord,  if  thine  eyes  furvey  our  faults  -  -  - 

Lord,  if  thou  doft  not  foon  appear 
Lord,  I  have  made  thy  word  my  choice 
Lord,  in  the  morning  thou  (halt  hear  -  - 
Lord,  I  will  blefs  thee  all  my  days  -  -  - 

Lord,  I  would  fpread  my  fore  diltrefs  *  - 
Lord,  of  the  worlds  above  -  - 

Lord,  thou  haft  call’d  thy  grace  to  mind  - 
Lord,  thou  haft  heard  thy  fervant  cry 
Lord,  thou  haft  fearch’d  and  feen  me  thro’ 
Lord,  thou  haft  feen  my  foul  fincere 
Lord,  thou  wilt  hear  me  when  I  pray  - 
Lord,  ’tis  a  pleafant  thing  to  ftand  -  - 
Lord*  we  have  heard  thy  works  of  old  -  - 

Lord,  what  a  feeble  piece  - 

Lord,  what  a  thoughtlefs  wretch  was  I  - 
Lord,  what  is  man,  poor  feeble  man  -  - 
Lord,  what  was  roan  when  made  at  firft  • 
Lord ,  when  I  count  thy  mercies  o’er 
Lord,  when  thou  didft  afcend  on  high 
Loud  Hallelujahs  to  the  Lord 
Lo!  what  a  glor’ous  corner  ftone 
Lo  !  what  an  entertaining  view 

.  M 

AKER  and  fov’reign  Lord 
Mercy  and  judgment  are  my  fong  - 
Mine  eyes  and  my  defire  -  -  - 

My  God,  accept  my  early  vows  -  - 
My  Godxconfider  my  diftrefs  -  -  - 

My  God,  how  many  are  my  fears 
My  God,  in  whom  are  all  the  fprings 
My  God,  my  everlafting  hope 
My  God,  my  King,  thy  various  praife 
My  God,  permit  my  tongue 
My  God,  the  fteps  of,  pious  men 
My  God,  what  inward  grief  I  feel 
My  heart  rejoices  in  thy  name  * 

My  never-ceafing  fongs  fhall  fhow 

My  refuge  is  the  God  of  love 

My  righteous  Judge,  my  gracious  God 

My  Saviour  and  my  King 

My  Saviour,  my  almighty  Friend 

My  Shepherd  is  the  living  Lord 

My  Shepherd  will  fupply  my  need 

My  foul,  how  lovely  is  the  place 

My  foul  lies  cleaving  to  the  duft 

My  foul  repeat  . his  praife  -  -  -  - 
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My  foul  thy  great  Creator  praife 
My  fpirit  looks  to  God  alone 
My  fpirit  finks  within  me,  Lord 
My  truft  is  in  my  heav’nly  Friend 
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O  fieep  nor  (lumber  to  his  eyes  -  105 

Not  to  our  names  thou  only  juft  and  true  91 


Not  to  ourfelves  who  are  but  duft 
Now  be  my  heart  infpir’d  to  fing  - 
Slow  from  the  roaring  lion’s  rage  - 
Now  I’m  convinc’d  the  Lord  is  kind 
Now  let  our  lips  with  holy  fear 
Now  let  our  mournful  fongs  record 
Now  may  the  God  of  pow’r  and  grace  * 
Now  plead  my  caufe,  almighty  God  - 
Now  fhall  my  folemn  vows  be  paid  - 

O 

O  ALL  ye  nations  praife  the  Lord 
O  bleffed  fouls  are  they 
O  blefs  the  Lord,  my  foul  - 
Ofjuftice  and  ofgracelfing 
O  for  a  fhoutof  facred  joy  * 

O  God  my  refuge,  hear  my  cries 
O  God  of  grace  and  righteoufnefs  - 
O  God  of  mercy  hear  my  call 
O  God  to  whom  revenge  belongs  - 
O  happy  man  whole  foul  is  fill’d 
O  happy  nation  where  the  Lord 
O  how  I  love  thy  holy  law  -  - 

O  Lord  how  many  are  my  foes 
O  Lord  our  heav’nly  king  - 
O  Lord,  our  Lord,  how  wond’rous  great  - 
O  that  the  Lord  would  guide  my  ways  - 
O  that  thy  ftatutes  ev’ry  hour  --- 
O  thou  that  hear’ft  when  finners  cry  -  • 

O  thou  whofe  grace  and  juftice  reign 
O  thou  whofejuftice  reigns  on  high 
Our  God,  our  help  in  ages  paft  --- 
Out  of  the  deeps  of  long  diftrefs  - 
O  what  a  ftiff  rebellious  houfe  -  - 

P 

PRAISE  waits  in  Zion,  Lord,  for  thee 
Praife  ye  the  Lord,  exalt  his  name 
Praife  ye  the  Lord  :  My  heart  ihali  join  - 
Praife  ye  the  Lord  5  ’tis  good  to  raife 
Preferve  me  Lord  in  time  of  need 

R 

T)  EJOICE  ye  righteous  in  the  Lord 
jfv  Remember,  Lord,  our  mortal  ftate 
Return,  O  God  of  love,  return  -  - 

S 

SALVATION  is  forever  nigh 

Save  me,  O  Lord,  the  fwelling  floods 
Save  me,  O  Lord,  from  ev’ry  foe  -  * 

See  what  a  living  ftone  -  - 

Shew  pity,  Lord,0  Lord  forgive 
Shine,  mighty  God,  on  Sion  fliine 
Sing  all  ye  nations  to  the  Lord 
Sing  to  the  Lord  aloud  -  -  -  - 

Sing  to  the  Lord  Jehovah’s  name 
Sing  to  the  Lord  with  joyful  voice 
Sing  to  the  Lord  ye  diftant  Lands  - 
Songs  of  immortal  praife  belong 
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Soon  as  I  heard  my  father  f3y 
Sure  there’s  a  righteous  God 
Sweet  is  the  mem’ry  of  thy  grace 
Sweet  is  the  work,  my  God  rr.y  Kihg 

T 

T'EACH  me  the  meafureof  mydi.,. 

Th’ Almighty  reigns  exalted  higli 
That  man  is  bleft  that  ftands  in  awe  * 

The  earth  forever  is  the  Lord’s 
Thee  will  I  love,  O  Lord,  my  ftrength  - 
The  God  Jehovah  reigns  -  j. 

The  God  of  glory  fends  his  fummons  forth 
The  God  of  our  falvation  hears  - 
The  heav’ns  declare  thy  glory,  Lord  - 
The  king  of  faints,  how  fair  his  face 
T he  Lord  appears  my  helper  now 
The  Lord,  how  wond’rous  are  his  ways 
The  Lord  Jehovah  reigns  - 
The  Lord  is  come  the  heav’ns  proclaim 
The  Lord  my  Shepherd  is  .  * 

The  Lord  of  glory  is  my  light  -  - 

The  Lord  of  glory  reigns,  he  reigns  on  high 
The  Lord  the  Judge  before  his  throne 
The  Lord  the  Judge  his  churches  warns 
The  Lord,  the  fov’reign  King  -  -  „  ^ 

T  he  Lord  the  fov’reign  fends  his  fummons,  See.  46 
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VAIN  man  on  foolifli  pleafures bent  -  86 
Unfhaken  as  the  facred  hili  - 
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Unfhaken  as  the  facred  hili 

Up  from  my  youth,  may  Ifrael  fay  -  - 

Up  to  the  hills  I  lift  mine  eyes 
Upward  I  lift  mine  eyes 


W 


The  man  is  ever  bleft 
The  praife  of  Zion  waits  for  thee 
The  wonders  Lord  thy  love  has  wrought 
Think  mighty  God  on  feeble  man 
This  is  the  day  the  Lord  hath  made  - 
This  fpacious  earth  is  all  the  Lord’s 
Thou  art  my  portion,  O  my  God  - 
Thou  God  of  love,  thou  ever  bleil 
Through  ev’ry  age  eternal  God,  - 
Thrice  happy  man  who  fears  the  Lord 
Thus  I  refolv’d  before  the  L6rd  -  -  - 

Thus  faith  the  Lord,  the  fpacious  fields  - 
Thus  faith  the  Lord  your  work  is  vain 
Thus  the  eternal  Father  fpake 
Thus  the  great  Lord  ofearth  and  fea 
Thy  mercies  fiil  the  earth,  O  Lord  - 
Thy  name  almighty  Lord  - 
Thy  workS'of  glory,  mighty  Lord  - 
’Tis  by  thy  ftrength  the  mountains  ftand 
To  God  I  cry’d  with  mournful  voice  - 
To  God  J  made  my  forfows  known  - 
To  God  the  great,  the  ever  bleft 
To  heav’n  I  lift  my  waiting  eyes 
To  our  almighty  Maker  God  -  -  - 

To  thee  before  the  dawning  light 
To  thee  mod  holy  and  moft  high 
To  thine  almighty  arm  we  owe  - 
’Twas  for  our  fake,  eternal  God 
’Twas  from  thy  hand  my  God  I  came  • 
*Twas  in  the  watches  of  the  night  - 

TABLE  to 

Along  the  banks  where  Babel’s  current  flows  122 
Awake  my  foul,  to  found  his  praife  -  -  121 

Behold,  O  God,  what  cruel  foes  -  -  121 

Behold  us  Lord,  and  let  our  cry  -  -  120 

From  foes  that  round  us  rife  -  120 

Great  God  attend  to  my  complaint  -  -  120 

In  hafte,  Q  God,  attend  my  call  -  -  -  121 
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WE  b’efs  thee,  Lord,  the  juft,  the  good 
We  love  the  Lord,  and  we  adore  - 
What  fiiall  I  render  to  my  God 
When  Chrift  to  judgment  fh  all  defeend 
When  God  is  nigh  my  faith  is  ftrong 
When  God  provok’d  with  daring  crimes  - 
When  God  reftor’d  our  captive  ftate  -  - 
When  God  reveal’d  his  gracious  name  - 
When  Ifrael  freed  from  Pharaoh’s  hand  - 

When  Ifrael  fins  the  Lord  reproves  -  - 
When  I  with  plealing  wonder  ftand 
When  man  grows  bold  in  fin 
When  overwhelm’d  with  grief 
When  pain  and  angui/h  feize  me  Lord 
When  the  great  Judge  fupreme  and  juft  - 
Where  fhall  the  man  be  found 
Where  ihall  we  go  to  feek  and  find  - 

While  men  grow  bold  in  wicked  ways  -  - 

While  I  keep  filence  aad  conceal 
Who  fhall  afeend  thy  heav’nly  place  - 
Who  fhall  inhabit  in  thy  hill  -  . 

Who  will  arife  and  plead  my  right 
Why  did  the  Jews  proclaim  their  rage  - 
Why  did  the  nations  join  to  flay 
Why  do  the  proud  infult  the  poor  -  - 

Why  do  the  wealthy  wicked  boaft  - 
Why  doth  the  Lord  ftand  cft'fo  far 
Why  doth  the  man  of  riches  grow  . 

Why  has  my  God  my  foul  forfook  - 
Why  fhotild  I  vex  my  foul  and  fret  - 
Will  God  forever  caft  us  off  - 
With  all  my  powers  of  heart  and  tongue  - 
With  earned  longings  of  the  mind 
With  my  whole  heart  I’ll  raife  my  fong 
With  my  whole  heart  I’ve  fought  thy  face  - 
With  rev’rence  let  the  faints  aopear  - 
With  fongs  and  honours  founding  loud  • 
Would  you  behold  the  works  of  God  -  - 

y 

YE  holy  holy  fouls  in  God  rejoice  • 

Ye  iflands  of  the  Northern  fea 
Ye  nations  of  the  earth  rejoice 
Ye  fervants  of  th’  Almighty  King  -  -  - 
Ye  fons  of  men  j  a  feeble  race  -  - 
Ye  Tons  of  pride  that  hate  the  juft  - 
Ye  that  delight  to  ferve  the  Lord  --- 
Ye  that  obey  th’ immortal  King  - 
Ye  tribes  of  Adam  join  -  - 

Yet  (faith  the  Lord  )  if  David’s  race 

APPENDIX. 

Judge  me,  O  God,  and  plead  my  caufe  - 
O  God  of  my  falvation,  hear  * 

Proteft  us  Lord,  from  fatal  harm 
To  thee  O  Lord  I  raife  my  cries  - 
Why  fhould  t  he  haughty  hero  boaft 
Why  fhould:  he  mighty  make  their  boaft 
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THE 


PSALMS  of  DAVID, 


IMITATED 


In  the  Language  of  the  New-Test  ament. 


P  S  A  L  M  I.  | 

COMMON  METRE. 

The  Way  and  End  of  tbe  Righteous  and  the 

Wicked. 

1  T>  LEST  is  the  man  who  (huns  the  place 
1)  Where  tinners  love  to  meet  ; 
Who  fears  to  tread  their  wicked  ways, 

And  hates  the  fcoffer’s  feat. 

2  But  in  the  datutes  of  the  Lord, 

Has  plac’d  his  chief  delight  , 

By  day  he  reads  or  hears  the  word, 
And  meditates  by  night. 

3  [He  like  a  plant  of  generous  kind 

By  living  waters  fet, 

Safe  from  the  (forms  and  blading  wind, 

Enjoys  a  peaceful  date.] 

• 

4  Green  as  the  leaf,  and  ever  fair 

Shall  his  profedion  fiiine  ; 

While  fruits  of  holinefs  appear 
Like  cluders  on  the  vine. 

5  Not  fo  the  impious  and  unjud  ; 

What  vain  defigns  they  form  ! 

Their  hopes  are  blown  away  like  dud , 
Or  chad',  before  the  dorm. 

€  Sinners  in  judgment  (hall  not  tlaad 
Amongd  the  Tons  of  grace, 

When  Chrid  the  J  udge  at  his  right  hand 
Appoints  his  faints  a  place. 


7  His  eye  beholds  the  path  they  tread. 
His  heart  approves  it  well  ; 

But  crooked  ways  of  Tinners  lead 
Down  to  the  gates  of  hell. 


SHORT  METRE. 

The  Saint  happy,  the  Sinner  miferable* 

1  rT^HE  man  is  ever  bled 

JL  Who  (Tunis  the  Tinner’s  ways, 

Among  their  councils  never  dands, 

Nor  takes  the  (corner’s  place  ; 

2  But  makes  the  lav/  of  God 
His  dudy  and  delight, 

Amidd  the  labours  of  the  day, 

And  watches  of  the  night.' 

3  He  like  a  tree  diall  thrive, 

With  waters  near  the  root  : 

Frefh  as  the  leaf  his  name  diall  live,. 

His  w'orks  are  heav’nly  fruit. 

4  Not  fo  th’  ungodly  race, 

They  no  fuch  bledings  find  : 

Their  hopes  (hall  flee  like  empty  chaff 
Before  the  driving  wind. 

5  How  will  they  bear  to  Aatid 
Before  that  judgment  feat. 

Where  all  the  faints  at  Ohrid’s  l  ight  hand 
In  full  adembly  meet. 

6  He  knows,  and  he  approves 
The  way  the  righteous  go  : 

But  dimers  and  their  works  diall  meet 
A  dreadful  overthrow* 


'-w 


ut 


PSALM 


II. 


long  metre. 

The  Difference  between  the  Righteous  and 

the  Wicked. 

1  UAPpY  the  man  whofe  cautious  feet 

vrViL  i  un  ^ie  ^roac^  way  that  finners  go; 
Who  hates  theplaCe  where  atheiffsmeet. 
And  fears  to  talk  as  fcoffers  do. 

2  He  loves  t  employ  his  morning  light 
Amongff  the  ftatutes  of  the  Lord  f 
And  fpends  the  wakeful  hours  of  night, 
With  pleafure  pondering  o'er  the  word. 

3  "e  a  p.lan.f  b7  gentle  dreams, 
onall  fiourifli  in  immortal  green  ; 

And  heav'n  will  thine  with  kindeft  beams 
On  ev  ry  work  his  hands  begin. 

4  But  dnners  find  their  counfels  croff  ; 

As  chaff  before  the  temped  flies  ; 

bo  tha!!  them  hopes  be  blown  and  loft, 
When  the  laft  trumpet  thakes  the  /kies. 

5  In  vain  the  rebel  feeks  to  ffand 

In  judgement  with  the  pious  race  ; 

The  dreadful  Judge  with  ffern  command 
Divides  him  to  a  different  place. 

6  W  tIleway  my  faints  have  trod, 

I  blets  d  the  path  and  drew  it  plain  ; 
but  you  would  chute  thecrooked  road  ; 
And  down  it  leads  to  endlefs  pain." 


5  The  Lord  derides  their  rage, 

And  will  fupport  his  throne  : 

He  that  hath  rais'd  him  from  the  dead 
Hath  own'd  him  for  his  Son. 
pause. 

6  Now  he's  afcended  high, 

And  afks  to  rule  the  earth  ; 

The  merit  of  his  blood  he  pleads, 

And  pleads  his  heavenly  birth. 

7  He  a  Acs,  and  God  beftows 
A  large  inheritance  ; 

Fajr  as  the  world's  remoteff  ends 
His  kingdom  /hall  advance. 

8  The  nations  that  rebel 
Muff  feel  his  iron  rod  ; 

He'll  vindicate  thofe  honours  well 
Which  he  receiv’d  from  God. 

9  [Be  wife,  ye  rulers,  now, 

And  wor/hip  at  Lis  throne  ; 

With  trembling  joy,  ye  people,  bow 
To  God's  exalted  Son. 


PSALM  II. 

SHORT  METRE. 

Tranjlated  according  to  di-vine  Pattern, 

A<ffs  iv.  24,  See. 

Chaff  dying,  rifing,  interceding,  and  reigning. 

0  A/fAKER  and  fov 'reign  Lord 
TV_L  Ofheav'n  and  earth,  and  feas, 
I  hy  providence  confirms  thy  word. 

And  anfvvcrs  thy  decrees. 

2  The  things  fo  long  foretold. 

By  David  are  fulfill'd, 

When  yeivs  and  Gentiles  rofe  to  flay 
Jefus,  thine  holy  child.] 

3  Why  did  the  Gentiles  rage. 

And  Jew^  with  one  accord 

Bend  all  their  counfels  to  deffroy 
Th'  anointed  of  the  Lord  ? 


10  If  once  his  wrath  arife, 

Ye  peri/h  on  the  place  ; 

Then  blefled  is  the  foul  that  flies 
For  refuge  to  his  grace.] 

COMMON  METRE. 

J  AT  THY  did  the  nations  join  to  flay 
V  V  The  Lord's  anointed  Son  > 
Why  did  they  caff  his  laws  away, 
And  tread  his  gofpel  down  ? 

2  The  Lord  that  fits  above  the  /kies. 
Derides  their  rage  below, 

He  fpeaks  with  vengeance  in  his  eyes. 
And  ffrikes  their  /pirits  through. 

“  I  call  him  my  eternal  Son, 

“  And  rai/e  him  from  the  dead  ; 

“  I  make  my  holy  hill  his  throne, 

“  And  wide  his  kingdom  fpread. 

4  “  A/k  me,  my  Son,  and  then  enjoy 
“  The  utmoft  heathen  lands  ; 
u  Thy  rod  of  iron  /hall  deffroy 
“  The  rebel  that  withffands." 


4  Rulers  and  kings  agree 
To  form  a  vain  defign  ; 

Again (l  the  Lord  their  pow'rs  unite, 
A.gainff  his  Chriff  they  join. 


5  Be  wife,  ye  rulers  of  the  earth. 

Obey  th'  anointed  Lord, 

Adore  the  King  of  heav'nly  birth. 
And  tremble  at  his  word. 

6  With  humble  love  add  refs  his  throne  j 
For  if  he  frown,  ye  die  ; 

Thofe  are  fecure,  and  thofe  alone* 
Who  on  his  grace  rely. 


— 


— 


■T  ■  ■’ 


PSALM  II,  III.  13 


LONG  METRE. 

CHRi  st’s  Death,  Refurre£tion  and  Afcenfion. 
3  TTTHYdid  the  Jews  proclaim  their  rage? 

VV  The  Romans  why  their  fwords  em- 

AgainfttheLord  their  pow’rsengage[ploy, 
His  dear  Anointed  to  deftroy  ? 

3“  Come  let  tis  break  his  bands,  fay  they, 
“  This  man  (hall  never  give  us  laws  j” 
And  thus  they  call  his  yoke  away,' 

And  nail'd  the  monarch  to  the  crofs. 

3  But  God,  who  high  in  glory  reigns, 
Laughs  at  their  pride,  their  rage  controls ; 
He'll  vex  their  hearts  with  inward  pains, 
And  fpeak  in  thunder  to  their  fouls.^ 

4“  I  will  maintain  the  King  I  made 
“  On  Zion’s  everlafting  hill, 

“My  hand  fhall  bring  him  from  the  dead, 
*  “And  he  fhall  hand  your  fov'reign  Bill." 

5 [ H i s  wond’rous  rifing  from  the  earth 
Makes  his  eternal  Godhead  known  ; 
The  Lord  declares  his  heavenly  birth  j 
“  This  day  have  I  begot  my  Son. 

6“  Afcend  my  Son,  to  my  right  hand, 

“  There  thou  (halt  afk,  and  I  bellow 
“  The  utmoft  bounds  of  Heathen  lands 
“To  thee  the  northern  ifles  fhall  bow."] 

7  But  nations  that  refifl  his  grace, 

Shall  fall  beneath  his  iron  Broke  ; 

His  rod  fhall  crufh  his  toes  with  eafe, 

As  potters  earthen  ware  is  broke. 
PAUSE. 

$  Now  ye  that  fit  on  earthly  thrones, 

Be  wife,  and  ferve  the  Lord,  the  Lamb, 
Now  to  his  feet  fubmit  your  crowns. 
Rejoice  and  tremble  at  his  name. 

9  With  humble  love  addrefs  the  Son, 

Left  he  grow  angry,  and  ye  die  ; 

His  wrath  will  burn  to  worlds  unknown 
If  ye  provoke  his  jealoufy. 

10  His  ftorms  fhall  drive  you  quick  to  hell, 
He  is  a  God,  and  ye  but  duff: 

Happy  the  fouls  that  know  him  well, 
And  make  his  grace  their  only  truft. 

P  S  A  L  M  mT 

COMMON  METRE. 

Doubts  and  Fears  fupprefied,  or  god  our  Defence 
from  Sin  and  Satan. 

*  A/TY  ^oc*>  are  my  fears  ! 

lVl  How'  faft  my  foes  increafe  l 
Confpiring  my  eternal  death, 

They  break  my  prefent  peace.1 


2  The  lying  tempter  would  pcriuadc 
There's  no  relief  in  heav  n, 

And  all  my  fwelling  fins  appear 
Too  big  to  be  forgiv’n.* 

3 But  thou,  my  glory  and  my  ftrength, 
Shalt  on  the  tempter  tread, 

Shalt  filence  all  my  threat’ning  guilt, 
And  raife  my  drooping  head. 

4  [I  cry'd,  and  from  his  holy  hill 

He  bow'd  a  lift’ning  ear  ; 

I  call'd  my  father,  and  my  God, 

And  he  fubdu'd  my  fear. 

5  He  filed  foft  (lumbers  on  mine  eyes, 

In  fpite  of  all  my  foes  ; 

I  'woke  and  wondered  at  the  grace 
That  guarded  my  repofe.] 

6  What  though  the  hoft  of  death  and  hell 

All  arm’d  againft  me  flood, 

Terrors  no  mere  fhall  fhake  my  foul  ; 
My  refuge  is  my  God. 

7  Arife,  O  Lord,  fulfil  thy  grace, 

While  I  thy  glory  fing  : 

My  God  has  broke  the  ferpent's  teeth, 
And  Death  has  loft  his  fling. 

8  Salvation  to  the  Lord,  belongs. 

His  arm  alone  can  lave  : 

Bleflings  attend  thy  people  here, 

And  reach  beyond  the  grave. 


LONG  METRE. 

Ver .  1,  z,  3,  4,  5,  8. 

A  Morning  Pfalm,  * 

1  LORD,  how  many  are  my  foes 
v^/  In  this  weak  Bate  of  flefhand  blood] 

My  peace  they  daily  difeompofe, 

But  my  defence  and  hope  is  God. 

2  Tir'd  with  the  burdens  of  the  day, 

To  thee  I  rais’d  an  ev'ning  cry  ; 

Thou  heardft  when  I  began  to  pray. 

And  thine  almighty  help  was  nigh. 

3  Supported  by  thine  heav'nly  aid, 

I  laid  me  down,  and  flept  fecure  ; 

Not  death  fhould  make  my  heart  afraid. 
Though  I  fhould  wake  and  rife  no  more* 

4  But  God  fuftain'd  me  all  the  night  : 
Salvation  doth  to  God  belong  ; 

He  rais'd  my  head  to  fee  the  light, 

And  make  his  praife  my  morning  fong. 


*4 


P  S  A  L  ta- 


PS  A  L  M  IV. 

long  metre. 

Vtr%  i,  2,  3,  5,  6,  7. 

Hearing  of  Prayer:  Or  god  our  Portion,  and 
Christ  our  Hope. 

1  (~^  G°D  0t  grace  and  rigllteoufnefs, 
V^/  Hear  and  attend,  when  I  complain  \ 

Thou  haft  enlarg'd  me  in  diftrefs, 

Eow  down  a  gracious  ear  again. 

2  Ye  Tons  of  men,  in  vain  ye  try 
To  turn  my  glory  into  ftiame  j 
How  long  will  (coffers  love  to  lie, 

And  dare  reproach  my  Saviour’s  name. 

3  Know  that  the  Lord  divides  his  faints 
From  all  the  tribes  of  men  befide  : 

He  hears  the  cry  of  penitents 
For  the  dear  fake  of  Chrift  that  dy’d. 

4\Vhen  our  obedient  hands  have  done 
A  thoufand  works  of  righteoufnefs, 

Wc  put  our  truft  in  God  alone, 

And  glory  in  his  pard'ning  grace. 

5  Let  the  unthinking  many  fay, 
t(  W  ho  will  beftow  lome  earthly  good  ?” 
But,  Lord,  thy  light  and  love  we  pray  ; 
Our  fouls  defire  this  heav’nly  food. 

*Then  (hall  my  cheerful  pow’rs  rejoice 
At  grace  and  favours  fo  divine, 

Nor  will  I  change  my  happy  choice 
For  all  their  corn,  and  all  their  wine. 

COMMON  METRE. 

3,  4,  3,  8. 

An  Evening  Pfaim. 

I T  ORD,  thou  wilt  hear  me,  when  I  pray ; 
JL  j  I  am  forever  thine  ; 

I  fear  before  thee  all  the  day, 

Nor  would  I  dare  to  fin. 

2  And  while  I  reft  my  weary  head 

From  cares  and  bus’nefs  free, 

*Tis  fweet  converting  on  my  bed 
With  my  own  heart  and  thee. 

3  I  pay  this  ev’ning  facrifice  : 

And  when  my  work  is  done, 

Great  God,  my  faith  and  hope  relies 
Upon  thy  grace  alone. 

4 Thus  with  my  tho’ts  compos’d  to  peace, 
I’ll  give  mine  eyes  to  deep  ; 

Thy  hand  in  fafety  keeps  my  days, 

And  will  my  (lumbers  keep. 


iv,  v,  vi. 

PSALM  V. 
COMMON  METRE. 

For  the  Lord’s  Day  Morning. 

1  T  ORD,  in  the  morning  thou  (halt  hear 
-La  Mv  voice  afcending  high  j 
To  thee  will  I  direct  my  pray’r. 

To  thee  lift  up  mine  eye. 

3.  Up  to  the  hills  where  Chrift  is  gone 
To  plead  for  all  his  faints, 

Prefenting  at  his  Father’s  throne 
Our  fongs  and  our  complaints. 

3  Thou  art  a  God,  before  whofe  fight 
The  wicked  (hall  not  ftand, 

Sinners  (hall  ne’er  be  thy  delight, 

Nor  dwell  at  thy  right  hand. 

4  But  to  thy  houfe  will  I  refort, 

To  lafte  thy  mercies  there  ; 

I  will  frequent  thine  holy  Court, 

And  worfhip  in  thy  fear. 

5  O  may  thy  Spirit  guide  my  feet. 

In  ways  of  righteoufnefs  1 
Make  ev’ry  path  of  duty  ftraighf. 

And  plain  before  my  face. 

pause. 

6  My  watchful  enemies  combine 

To  tempt  my  feet  aftray  ; 

They  flatter  with  a  bafe  defign. 

To  make  my  foul  their  prey. 

7  Lord,  crufli  the  ferpent  in  theduft. 

And  all  his  plots  deftroy  ; 

While  thofe  that  in  thy  mercy  truft, 

For  ever  (hout  for  joy. 

8  The  men  that  love  and  fear  thy  name 

Shall  (ee  their  hopes  fulfill’d  j 
The  mighty  God  will  compafs  them 
With  favour  as  a  (hield. 


PSALM  VI. 

COMMON  METRE. 

Complaint  in  Sicknefs  :  Or  Difeafes  healed* 

IN  anger,  Lord,  rebuke  me  not, 
Withdraw  the  dreadful  ftorm  : 

Nor  let  thy  fury  burn  fo  hot 
Againft  a  feeble  worm. 

My  foul’s  bow’d  down  with  heavy  cares. 
My  flefti  with  pain  oppreft  : 

My  couch  is  witnefs  to  my  tears, 

My  tears  forbid  my  reft. 


PSALM  VII.  VIII. 


3  Sorrow  and  pain  wear  out  my  days  ; 

I  wade  the  night  with  cries, 

Counting  the  minutes  as  they  pafs, 

'Till  the  (low  morning  rife. 

4  Shall  I  be  (till  tormented  more  ? 

Mine  eyes  corifumM  with  grief  ; 

How  long,  my  God,  how  long  before 
Thine  hand  afford  relief? 

5  He  hears  when  dull  and  afhes  fpeak, 

He  pities  all  our  groans, 

He  faves  us  for  his  mercy's  fake, 

And  heals  our  broken  boneS. 

6  The  virtue  of  his  fov'reign  word 

Reftores  our  fainting  breath  :  ■ 

For  filent  graves  praife  not  the  Lord, 
Nor  is  he  known  in  death. 

LONG  METRE. 

Temptations  in  Sicknefs  overcome, 
i  T  ORD,  I  can  fuffer  thy  rebukes, 

1  j  When  thou  with  kindnefsdothchaf- 
But  thy  fierce  wrath  I  cannot  bear,  [tife ; 
O  let  it  not  againft  me  rife. 

n  Pity  my  languifhing  eftate, 

And  eafe  the  forrows  that  I  feel  ; 

The  wounds  thine  heavy  hand  hath  made ; 
O  let  thy  gentler  touches  heal. 

3  See  how  I  pafs  my  weary  days 

In  fighsand  groans  ;  and  when  his  night, 
My  bed  is  water'd  with  my  tears  ; 

My  grief  confumes  and  dims  my  fight. 

4  Look  how  the  powers  of  nature  mourn ! 
How  long,  Almighty  God,  how  long  ? 
When  {halt  thine  hour  of  grace  return  ? 
When  {hall  I  make  thy  grace  my  fong  ? 

5I  feel  my  flefli  fo  near  the  grave, 

My  thoughts  are  tempted  to  defpair  ; 
But  graves  can  never  praife  the  Lord, 
For  all  is  duftand  filence  there. 

6  Depart,  ye  tempters  from  my  foul, 

And  all  defpairing  thoughts  depart ; 

My  God  who  hears  my  humble  moan, 
Will  eafe  my  flefh  and  cheer  my  heart. 

PS  A  L  M  VTL 

COMMON  METRE. 

cod’s  Care  of  his  People,  and  Punhhment  of 
Perfecutors. 

i  11  JTY  trull  is  in  my  heav'nly  friend, 
iVl  My  hope  in  thee,  my  God. 

Rife,  and  my  helplefs  life  defend 
From  thole  that  feek  my  blood. 


2  With  infolence  and  fury  they 

My  foul  in  pieces  tear, 

As  hungry  lions  rend  the  prey, 

Wheti  no  deliv’rer’s  near. 

3  If  I  had  e'er  provok'd  them  firft, 

Or  once  abus'd  my  foe. 

Then  let  him  tread  my  life  to  duff, 

And  lay  mine  honour  low. 

4  If  there  be  malice  found  in  me, 

I  know  thy  piercing  eyes  ; 

I  fhould  not  dare  appeal  to  thee, 

Nor  afk  my  God  to  rife. 

5  Arife,  my  Gcd,  lift  up  thy  hand. 

Their  pride  and  pow'r  control  j 
Awake  to  judgement,  and  command 
Deliv'rance  for  my  foul. 
pause. 

6  [Let  finners  and  their  wicked  rage 

Be  humbled  to  the  dufl  ; 

Shall  not  the  God  of  truth  engage 
To  vindicate  the  juft  ? 

1  He  knows  the  heart,  he  tries  the  reins. 
He  will  defend  th'  upright ; 

His  ftiarpeft  arrows  he  ordains 
Againft  the  fons  of  fpite. 

8  For  me  their  malice  digg'd-a  pit. 

But  there  themfelves  are  caft  ; 

My  God  makes  all  their  mifchief  light 
On  theif  own  heads  at  laffc. ] 

9  That  cruel  perfecuting  race 

Muft  feel  his  dreadful  fword  : 
Awake,  my  foul,  and  praife  the  grace. 
And  juftice  of  the  Lord. 

PSALM  VIII. 

SHORT  METRE. 

god’s  Sovereignty  and  Goodnefs  ;  and  Man’5 
Dominion  over  the  Creatures. 

1  \  LORD,  our  heav'nly  Kinc% 

Thy  name  is  ail  divine  ; 

Thy  glories  round  the  earth  are  fpread. 
And  o'er  the  heav'ns  they  fhine. 

2  When  to  thy  works  on  high 
I  raife  my  wond’ring  eyes, 

And  fee  the  moon  complete  in  light* 
Adorn  the  darkfome  fkies  : 

3  When  I  furvey  the  flars 
And  all  their  ifhining  forms, 

Lord,  what  is  man,  that  worthlefs  thing-. 
Akin  to  duft  and  worms  ? 
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4  Lord,  what  is  worthlefs  man, 

That  thou  (hould’d  love  him  fo  ? 

Next  to  thine  angels  is  he  plac’d, 

And  Lord  of  all  below'. 

5  Thine  honours  crown  his  head* 
While  beads  like  (laves  obey, 

And  birds  that  cut  the  air  with  wings, 
And  fi(h  that  cleave  the  fea. 

6  How  rich  thy  bounties  are  ! 

And  wond’rous  are  thy  ways  : 

Of  dud  and  worms  thy  pow’rcan  frame 
A  monument  of  p  raife. 

7  [Out  of  the  mouth  of  babes 
And  fucklings  thou  canft  draw 

Surpridng  honours,  to  thy  name, 

And  (trike  the  world  with  awe. 

8  O  Lord,  our  heav’nly  King, 

Thy  name  is  all  divine  : 

Thy  glories  round  the  earth  are  fpread. 
And  o’er  the  heav’ns  they  fhine. ] 


COMMON  METRE. 

Christ’s  Condefcenfion,  2nd  Glorification  j  or 
cod  made  Man. 

LORD,  our  Lord,  how  wond’rous 
V_>J  Is  thine  exalted  name  :  [great 

The  glories  of  thy  heavenly  date 
Let  men  and  babes  proclaim. 

c  When  I  behold  thy  works  on  high, 

The  moon  that  rules  the  night, 

And  dars  that  well  adorn  the  (ky, 

Thofe  moving  worlds  of  light. 

3  Lord  what  is  man,  or  a(l  his  race, 

Who  dwells  fo  far  below. 

That  thou  (hould’d  vifit  him  with  grace, 
And  love  his  nature  fo. 

4  That  thine  eternal  Son  (hould  bear 

To  take  a  mortal  form, 

Made  lower  than  his  angels  are, 

To  fave  a  dying  worm. 

3  [Yet  while  he  liv’d  on  earth  unknown, 
And  men  would  not  adore, 

Xh’  obedient  Teas  and  fidies  own 
His  Godhead  and  his  pow’r. 

6  The  waves  lay  fpread  beneath  his  feet  j 
And  fifh  at  his  command, 

Bring  their  large  dio-als  to  Peter's  net, 
Bring  tribute  to  his  hand. 


7  Thefe  letter  glories  of  the  Son, 

Shone  through  the  flelhly  cloudy 
Now  we  behold  him  on  his  throne, 
And  men  confefs  him  God.] 

8  Let  him  be  crown’d  with  majefty. 

Who  bow’d  his  head  to  death  ; 
And  be  his  honours  founded  high. 

By  all  things  that  have  breath. 

9  jefus ,  our  Lord,  how  wond’rous  great 

Is  thine  exalted  name  ! 

The  glories  of  thy  heav’nly  (late. 

Let  the  whole  earth  proclaim. 


LONG  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 

G?r.  1,  2,  Parapbrafed, 

The  Hofanna  of  the  Children  :  Or,  Infants 
prailing  god. 

1  A  LMIGHTY  Ruler  of  the  (kies, 
AX.  Thro’  the  wide  earth  thy  name  is 

And  thine  eternal  glories  rife  [fpread* 
O’er  all  the  heav’ns  thy  hands  have  made. 

2  To  thee  the  voices  of  the  young 
A  monument  of  honour  raife  ; 

And  babes  with  uninftrudted  tongue* 
Declare  the  wonders  of  thy  praile. 

3  Thy  pow’r  afiifts  their  tepder  age 

T o  bring  proud  rebels  to  the  ground? 
To  dill  the  bold  blalphemer’s  rage, 

And  all  their  policies  confound. 

4  Children  amidft  thy  temple  throng 
To  fee  their  great  Redeemer’s  face; 
The  fon  of  David ,  is  their  fong, 

And  young  hofannas  fill  the  place. 

5  The  frowning  feribes  and  angry  prietts 
In  vain  their  impious  cavils  bring  : 
Revenge  fits  filent  in  their  breads* 

While  Jevoi/h  babes  proclaim  their  King. 

LONG  METRE.  SECOND  PART 

Vcr.  3,  &c.  P  arsphrafed . 

adam,  and  chrit,  Lords  of  the  old  and  new 

Creation. 

1  T  ORD,  what  was  man,  when  made  at 
JL^r  Adam,  the  offspring  of  the  dud,[fird. 
That  thou  (hould’d:  fet  him  and  his  race 
But  j  iid  below  an  angel’s  place. 

2  That  thou  fliould ’d  raife  his  nature  fo, 
And  make  him  Lord  of  all  below  ; 
Make  ev’ry  bead  and  bird  fubmit, 

And  lay  the  fidies  at  his  feet  ? 
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3  But  O  what  brighter  glories  wait, 

To  crown  the  fecond  Adam  s  date! 
What  honours  (hall  thy  Ton  adorn, 

Who  condescended  to  be  born  ? 

4  See  him  below  his  angels  made  1 
See  him  in  dud  among  the  dead. 

To  Save  a  ruin’d  world  from  (in : 

But  he  (hall  reign  with  pow’r  divine. 

5  The  world  to  come,  redeem’d  from  all 
The  miseries  that  attend  the  fall, 

New  made,  and  glorious,  (hall  Submit 
At  our  exalted  Saviour’s  feet. 

PSALM  IX. 

COMMON  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 

Wrath  and  Mercy  from  the  Judgment  Seat. 

iTTHTH  my  whole  heart  Til  raife  my 
V  V  Thy  wonders  I’ll  proclaim, [fong, 
Thou  fov ’reign  Judge  of  right  and  wrong 
Wilt  put  my  foes  to  (hame. 

a  I’ll  fing  thy  majefly  and  grace  ; 

My  God  prepares  his  throne 
To  judge  the  world  in  righteoufnefs, 
And  make  his  vengeance  known. 

3  Then  (hall  the  Lord  a  refuge  prove 
For  all  that  are  oppred  ; 

To  fave  the  people  of  his  love. 

And  give  the  weary  red. 

J-The  men  that  know  thy  name  will  trud 
In  thy  abundant  grace  : 

For  thou  had  ne’er  forfook  the  jud, 

Who  humbly  feek  thy  face. 

>  Sing  praifes  to  the  righteous  Lord, 

Who  dwells  on  Zion s  hill, 

Who  executes  his  threat’ning  word, 

Arid  doth  his  grace  fulfil. 


:OMMON  METRE.  SECOND  PART 


3  His  foes  (hall  fall  with  heedlefs  feet, 

Into  the  pit  they  made  ; 

And  dinners  perilh  in  the  net 
That  their  own  hands  have  fpread. 

4  Thus  by  thy  judgments,  mighty  God, 

Are  thy  deep  counfels  known  ; 

When  men  of  mifchief  are  dedroy’d. 
The  fnare  rriud  be  their  own. 
PAUSE. 

5  The  wicked  (hall  fink  down  to  hell ; 

Thy  wrath  devour  the  lands 
That  dare  forget  thee,  or  rebel 
Againd  thy  known  commands. 

6  Tho’  faints  to  fore  didrefs  are  brought, 

And  wait  and  long  complain, 

Their  cries  (hall  never  be  forgot, 

Nor  (hall  their  hopes  be  vain. 

7  [Rife,  great  Redeemer,  from  thy  feat, 

To  judge  and  fave  the  poor  ; 

Let  nations  tremble  at  thy  feet, 

And  man  prevail  no  more. 

8  Thy  thunder  (hall  affright  the  proud. 

And  put  their  hearts  to  pain, 

Make  them  confefs  that  thou  art  God, 
And  they  but  feeble  men.] 

P  S  A  L  M  X. 

COMMON  METRE. 

Prayer  heard,  and  Saints  faved  *  Or,  Pride, 
Atheifm,  and  Opprefiion  punifhed. 

For  a  Humiliation  Day. 

1  T  T  7HY  doth  the  Lord  dand  off  fo  far  l 

V  V  And  why  conceal  his  face, 

When  great  calamities  appear, 

And  times  of  deep  didrefs  ? 

2  Lord,  (hall  the  wicked  dill  deride 

Thyjudice  and  thy  pow’r  ? 

Shall  they  advance  their  heads  in  pride, 
And  (till  thy  faints  devour  ? 


Ver.  12. 

Thewifdom  and  Equity  of  Providence. 

WHEN  the  great  Judge  fupreme  and 
Shall  once  inquire  for  blood, [jud, 
The  humble  fouls  that  mourn  in  dud. 
Shall  find  a  faithful  God. 

He  from  the  dreadful  gates  of  death 
Does  his  own  children  raife  : 

In  Zion’s  gates  with  cheerful  breath 
They  ling  their  Father’s  praife. 

C 


3  They  puf  thy  judgments  from  their  fight, 
And  then  infult  the  poor ; 

They  boad  in  their  exalted  height, 

That  they  (hall  fall  no  more. 

*  Arife,  O  Lord,  lift  up  thine  hand, 
Attend  our  humble  cry  ; 

No  enemy  (hall  dare  to  dand 
When  God  afcends  on  high* 
PAUSE. 

5  Why  do  the  men  of  malice  rage, 

And  fay  with  foolifl]  pride, 
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“The  God  olheav'n  will  ne'er  engage 
“To  fight  on  Zion’s  ride." 

6  But  thou  for  ever  art  our  Lord  j 

And  powerful  is  thine  hand, 

As  when  the  heathen  felt  thy  fword, 
And  perifh’d  from  thy  land. 

7  Thou  wilt  prepare  our  hearts  to  pray, 

And  caule  thine  ear  to  hear  ; 
Hearken  to  what  thy  children  fay, 

And  put  the  world  in  fear. 

S  Proud  tyrants  (hall  no  more  opprefs, 
No  more  defpife  the  juft  ; 

And  mighty  Tinners  fhall  confefs 
They  are  but  earth  and  duft. 


PSALM  XI. 

LONG  METRE. 

cod  lovesthe  Righteous,  and  hates  the  Wicked. 

jAyTY  refuge  is  the  God  of  love, 

IVx  Why  do  my  foes  infult  and  cry, 

“  Fly  like  a  tim'rous,  trembling  dove, 
To  diftant  woods  or  mountains  fly  ?” 

2  If  government  be  once  deftroy’d, 

(That  firm  foundation  of  our  peace) 
And  violence  makes  juftice  void. 

Where  lhall  the  righteous  feek  redrcfs  ? 

3  The  Lord  in  heav’n  has  fix'd  his  throne. 
His  eye  furveys  the  world  below  : 

To  him  all  mortal  things  are  known, 

His  eye-Ikls  fearch  our  fpirits  through. 

4  If  he  affli&s  his  faints  fo  far, 

To  prove  their  love,  and  try  their  grace, 
What  may  the  bold  tranfgreffors  fear  ? 
His  very  foul  abhors  their  ways. 

5  On  impious  wretches  he  (hall  rain 
Tempefts  of  brimftone,  fire  and  death, 
Such  as  he  kindled  on  the  plain 

Of  Sodom,  with  his  angry  breath. 

6The  righteous  Lord  loves  righteous  fouls, 
Whofe  thoughts  and  a&ions  are  fin  cere, 
And  with  a  gracious  eye  beholds 
The  men  that  his  own  image  bear 


PSALM  XII.  ' 

LONG  METRE. 

The  Saint’s  Safety  and  Hope  in  evil  Times : 
Or,  Sins  of  the  Tongue  complained  of,  viz, 
Blafphemy,  Falfehood,  &c. 

ORD,  if  thou  doft  not  foon  appear* 
Virtue  and  truth  will  fly  away  $ 

A  faithful  man  amongft  us  here, 

Will  fcarce  be  found  if  thou  delay. 

2Thewholedifcourfewhen  neighbours  meet 
Is  fill  d  with  trifles  loofe  and  vain  ; 
Their  lips  are  flatt'ry  and  deceit, 

And  their  proud  language  is  profane  , 

3  But  lips  that  with  deceit  abound, 

Shall  not  maintain  their  triumph  long  ; 
The  God  of  vengeance  will  confound. 
Their  flatt'ring  and  blafpheming  tongue. 

4  “  Yet  fhall  our  words  be  free,  they  cry  ; 
“Our  tongues  fhall  becontrol'd  by  none: 
“  Where  is  the  Lord  will  afk  us  why  } 
“Or  fay  our  lips  are  not  our  own  ? Si 

5  The  Lord,  who  fees  the  poor  opprefs'd. 
And  hears  th'  oppreflbr's  haughty  itrain. 
Will  rife  to  give  his  children  reft, 

Nor  fhall  they  truft  his  wTord  in  vain. 

6  Thy  word,  O  Lord,  though  often  try'd. 
Void  of  deceit  fhall  ftill  appear, 

Not  filver  fev'n  times  purify *d 
From  drofs  and  mixture  fhines  fo  clear. 

7  Thy  grace  fhall  in  the  darkeft  hour 
Defend  the  holy  foul  from  harm  ; 
Though  when  the  vileft  men  have  pow'r, 
On  ev'ry  fide  will  finners  fvvarm. 


COMMON  METRE. 

Complaint  of  a  general  Corruption  of  Man¬ 
ners  :  Or,  the  Promife  and  Signsof  Christ’s 
coming  to  Judgment. 

1  T  TELP  Lord,  for  men  of  virtue  fail, 
I  I  Religion  lofes  ground  ; 

The  fons  of  violence  prevail, 

And  treacheries  abound. 

2  Their  oaths  and  promifes  they  break, 

Yet  a6I  the  flatterer's  part ; 

With  fair  deceitful  lips  they  fpeak. 

And  with  a  double  heart. 

3  If  we  reprove  fome  hateful  lye, 

How  is  their  fury  ftirr’d  ! 

“  Are  not  our  lips  our  own,  they  cry, 

“  And  who  fhall  be  our  Lord  i" 
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4 Scoffers  appear  on  ev'ry  fide, 

Where  a  vile  race  of  men, 

Is  rais'd  to  feats  of  pow'r  and  pride, 
And  bears  the  fword  in  vain. 
pause. 

5  Lord,  when  iniquities  abound, 

And  blafphemy  grows  bold. 

When  faith  is  hardly  to  be  found, 

And  love  is  waxing  cold, 

6  Is  not  thy  chariot  haft'ning  on  ? 

Haft  thou  not  giv'n  the  lign  ? 

May  we  not  truft  and  live  upon 
A  promile  fo  divine  ? 

« «  Yes,  faith  the  Lord,  now  will  I  rile, 
“  And  make  opprellors  flee  ; 

“  I  (hall  appear  to  their  furprile, 

“  And.fet  my  fervants  free.” 

g  Thy  word  like  filverfeven  times  try'd, 
Through  ages  fhall  endure  ; 

The  men  that  in  thy  truth  confide, 
Shall  find  thy  promife  fure. 


PSALM  XIII. 

LONG  METRE. 

% 

Pleading  with  god  under Defertion  ;  Or,  Hope 
in  Darknefs. 

ij  JOW  long, 0  Lord,  (halll  complain, 


_ Like  one  who  feeks  his  God  in  vain  ? 

Can  ft  thou  thy  face  forever  hide, 

And  I  ftill  pray,  and  be  deny’d  > 

2  Shall  I  forever  be  forgot. 

As  one  whom  thou  regardeft  not  ? 

Still  fhall  my  foul  thine  abfence  mourn, 
And  Hill  defpair  of  thy  return. 

3H0W  long  fhall  my  poor  troubled  breaft 
Be  with  thofe  anxious  thoughts  oppreft  ? 
And  Satan,  my  malicious  foe, 

Rejoice  to  fee  me  funk  folow  ? 

4  Hear,  Lord,  and  grant  me  quick  relief, 
Before  my  death  conclude  my  grief, 

If  thou  withhold  thy  heav'nly  light, 

1  fleep  in  everlafting  night. 

^  How  will  the  pow'rs  of  darknefs  boaff, 
"if  but  one  praying  foul  be  loft  ? 

Eut  I  have  trufted’in  thy  grace, 

And  fhall  again  behold  thy  face. 

6  Whatever  my  fears  or  foes  fuggeft, 
Thou  art  my  hope,  my  j°y>  my  : 


My  heart  fhall  feel  thy  love,  and  raife 
My  cheerful  voice  to  fongs  of  praile. 

COMMON  METRE. 

Complaint  under  the  Temptations  of  the  Devi!. 

i  TTOW  long  wilt  thou  conceal  thy  face? 
XjL  My  God,  how  long  delay  ? 

When  fhall  1  feel  thofe  heav’nly  rays 
That  chafe  my  fears  away  ? 

i  How  long  fhall  my  poor  lab’ring  foul 
Wreftle  and  toil  in  vain  i 
Thy  word  can  all  my  foes  control, 

And  eafe  my  raging  pain. 

3  See  how  the  prince  of  darknefs  tries 
All  his  malicious  arts, 

He  fp reads  a  miff  around  my  eyes. 

And  throws  his  fi’ry  darts. 

4  Be  thou  my  fun,  and  thou  my  fhield, 

My  foul  in  fafety  keep  ; 

Make  hafte,  before  mine  eyes  arefeal’d 
In  death’s  eternal  fleep. 

5  How  would  the  tempter  boaft  aloud. 

If  I  become  his  prey  ? 

Behold  the  fons  of  hell  grow  proud 
At  thy  fo  long  delay. 

6  But  they  fhall  fly  at  thy  rebuke, 

And  Satan  hide  his  head ; 

He  knows  the  terrours  of  thy  look, 

And  hears  thy  voice  with  dread. 

7  Thou  wilt  difplay  that  fov’ reign  grace, 
Where  all  my  hopes  have  hung ; 

I  fhall  employ  my  lips  in  praife, 

And  vi6Try  fhall  be  fung. 


P  S  A  L  M  XIV. 

COMMON  METRE,  FIRST  PART. 

By  Nature  all  Men  are  Sinners. 
iTTOOLS,  in  their  hearts,  believe  and  fay, 
JC  “  That  all  religion’s  vain, 

“  There  is  no  God  that  reigns  on  high, 
“  Or  minds  th’  affairs  of  men.  ” 

2 From  thoughts  fo  dreadful  and  profane, 
Corrupt  difeourfe  proceeds  ; 

And  in  their  impious  hands  are  found 
Abominable  deeds. 

3  The  Lord,  from  his  celefiial  throne* 
Look'd  down  on  things  below, 

To  find  the  man  that  fought  his  grace, 

Or  did  his  juftice  know. 


4  %  nature  all  arc  gone  a  dray, 

T,  ^e,Ir  practice  al]  the  fame  : 

1  v5e  s  none  that  fears  his  maker’s  hand  • 
There  s  none  that  loves  his  name.  * 

5  Tt12TT  are  US’d  t0  fl’«k  deceit, 

I  heir  (landers  never  ceafe  : 

How  Ay, ft  to  mifchief are  their  feet, 

__  Nor  know  the  paths  of  peace. 

6  S"ch  fefds  of  (in,  that  bitter  root, 

Jn  ev  ry  heart  are  found  } 

th«y  bear  diviner  fruit, 

1  hI  £race  refine  the  ground. 
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4.  The  wealthy  (inner  he  contemns. 

Loves  all  that  fear  the  Lord ; 

^  his  own  hurt  he  (wears. 
bun  performs  his  word. 

5  His  hands  difdain  a  golden  bribe* 

And  never  gripe  the  poor: 

T  his  man  (hall  dwell  with  God  on  earth. 
And  find  his  heav’n  fecure. 


COMMON  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 

1  ne  Folly  of  Perfecutors. 

ARt£TS  n,°W/°  ^enfe!ers  grown, 

T  rhat  ,h«y  ‘be  faints  devour  ? 

And  never  tyorlhtp  at  thy  throne. 

Nor  fear  thine  awful  pow’r  > 


long  metre. 

rote"d  Mice,  Goodnefs  and  Truth: 

'  cations  of  a* Chriftian.^311 1  °r’  *«  <**"* 


ace, 

thy 


2  Great  God,  appear,  to  their  furnrize. 

Reveal  thy  dreadful  name;  P  ’ 

■Let  them  no  more  thy  Wrath  defpife. 

Nor  turn  our  hope  to  (hame. 

3  Deft  thou  not  dwell  among  the  juft  ? 

And  yet  our  foes  deride,  J  * 
That  we  fhould  make  thy  name  our  trufl  * 
Great  God  confound  their  pride. 

4  O  that  the  joyful  dav  were  come 

1  o  finifh  our  diflrefs  ! 

When  God  Ihail  bringhis  children  home. 
Our  lon<7s  fha  it e. 


COMMON  METRE. 

Char  after  of  a  Saint,  ora  Citizen  of  Zion  : 
Ur  the  Qualifications  of  a  Chriftian. 

1  \X7HOf^aI1  inhabit  in  thy  hill. 

W  O  God  of  hohnefs  >  * 

Whom  will  the  Lord  admit  to  dwell 
So  near  his  throne  of  grace? 

z  T  he  man  ihat  walks  in  pious  wavs 
And  works  with  righteous  hands’? 
j.  nat  trufts  his  Maker’s  promifes, 

And  follows  his  commands. 

3  He  fpeaks  the  meaning  of  his  heart. 

flanders  vvi*h  his  tongue  ? 
vvih  fcarce  believe  an  ill  report. 

Nor  do  Iiis  neighbour  wrong. 


i  “  '-‘uunan. 

1  W1 * 3 *!?  ^aIr  afeend  thy  heavenly  pi 

Great  God,  and  dwell  before  tn 
he  man  that  minds  religion  now,  [face 
And  humbly  walks  with  God  below. 

heart  is  clean 

kj  n  e  JPS  fpea^  the  thing  they  mean 

No  fianders  dwell  upon  his  tongue  : 

He  hates  to  do  hrs  neighbour  wrong. 

3  [Scarce  will  he  trufl  an  ill  report. 

Nor  vent  it  to  his  neighbour's  hurt : 
Sinners.  of  date  he  can  defpife, 
out  faints  are  honour’d  in  his  eyes.  ] 

4  [Firm  to  his  word  he  ever  flood’ 

And  always  makes  hispromife  good  • 

Nor  dares  to  change  the  thing  he  fwe^rs* 
Whatever  pain  or  iofs  he  bears.] 

5  [  He  never  deals  in  bribing  gold, 

wLd,ni0l!rnSthatfllftice  ftould  be  fold  «. 
While  others  gripe  and  grind  the  poor. 

Sweet  chanty  attends  his  door.] 

6  He  loves  his  enemies,  and  prays 
For  thofe  that  curfehim  to  his  face  : 

And  doth  to  all  men  ftill  the  fame 
I  hat  he  would  hope  or  vvifh  from  them. 
TYet  whenhisholieft  works  are  done. 

His  foul  depends  on  grace  alone  :  * 

1  his  is  the  man  thy  face  (hall  fee,  * 

And  dwell  for  ever,  Lord,  with  thee 


PSALM  XVI. 

LONG  METRE.  FIRST  PART 

Confcffionof  our  Poverty,  and  Saints  the  be' 

Company  :  Or,  good  Works  profit  Mer 
not  god.  r 

1  PKtESERVE  me>  Tord,  in  time  of  need 
■*“  f  or  fuccour  to  thy  throne  l  flee 
But  have  no  merits  there  to  plead  ;  * 

My  goodnefs  cannot  reach  to  thee,’ 
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2  Oft  have  my  heart  and  tongue  con  fed, 
How  empty  and  how  poor  I  am  ; 

My  praifecan  never  make  thee  bled, 

Nor  add  new  glories  to  thy  name. 

3  Yet,  Lord,  thy  faints  on  earth  may  reap 
Some  profit  by  the  good  we  do  ; 

Thefe  are  the  company  I  keep, 

Thefe  are  the  choiceft  friends  I  know. 

4  Let  others  choofe  the  fons  of  mirth 
To  give  a  relifh  to  their  wine  ; 

I  love  the  men  of  heav’nly  birth, 
Whofe  thoughts  and  language  are  divjnc. 
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LONG  METRE.  SECOND  PART. \ 
Christ’s  All-Sufficiency. 

OW  fad  their  guilt  and  forrowsrife, 
Who  hade  to  feek  fome  idol  god  ; 
I  will  not  fade  their facrifice, 

Their  off’rings  of  forbidden  blood. 

2  My  God  provides  a  richer  cup, 

And  nobler  food  to  live  upon  } 

He  for  my  life  has  offer’d  up 
JefuSy  his  bed  beloved  fon. 

3  His  love  is  my  perpetual  fead  ; 

By  day  his  counfels  guide  me  right  : 
And  be  his  name  forever  bled, 

Who  gives  me  fweet  advice  by  night. 

4 1  fet  him  dill  before  my  eyes; 

At  my  right  hand  he  dands  prepar’d 
To  keep  my  foul  from  all  furprife, 

And  be  my  everlading  guard. 


COMMON  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 
FtY.  i- - 8- 

Support  and  Counfel  from  god  without  Merit. 

1  nAVE  me,  O  Lord,  from  ev’ry  foe  ; 
O  In  thee  my  truft  I  place, 

Though  all  the  good  that  I  can  do 

Can  ne’er  deferve  thy  grace. 

2  Yet  if  my  God  prolong  my  breath, 

The  faints  may  profit  by’t  ; 

The  faints,  the  gloiy  of  the  earth, 

The  men  of  my  delight. 

Let  Heathens  to  their  idols  hafie, 

And  worlhip  wood  or  done  ; 

But  my  delightful  lot  is  cad 
Where  the  true  God  is  known. 

4 His  hand  provides  my  condant  food, 

He  fills  my  daily  cup  : 

Much  am  I  pleas’d  with  prefent  good, 
But  more  rejoice  in  hope. 

5  God  is  my  portion  and.my  joy  ; 

His  counfels  are  my  light  ; 

He  gives  me  fweet  advice  by  day. 

And  gentle  hints  by  night. 

6  My  foul  yvould  all  her  thoughts  approve 

To  his  all  feeing  eye  ; 

Not  death,  nor  hell,  my  hope  fhall  move. 
While  fuch  a  friend  is  nigh. 
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LONG  METRE.  THIRD  PART, 

Courage  in  Death,  and  Hope  of  the  Refurredtion. 

j  TT  THEN  God  is  nigh  my  faith  is  drong, 
V  V  His  arm  is  my  almighty  prop  ; 

Be  glad  my  heart,  rejoice  my  tongue, 

My  dying  flefh  fhall  red  in  hope. 

2  Though  in  the  dud  I  lay  r%y  head, 

Yet,  gracious  God,  thou  wilt  not  leave 
My  loul  for  ever  with  the  dead. 

Nor  lofe  thy  children  in  the  grave. 

3  My  flefh  fhall  thy  fird  call  obey, 

Shake  off  the  dud,  and  rife  on  high  1 
Then  fhalt  thou  lead  the  wond’rous  way 
Up  to  thy  throne  above  the  Iky. 

4 There  dreams  of  endlefs  pleafure  flow  ; 
And  full  difcov’ries  of  thy  grace 
(Which  we  but  tailed  here  below) 
Spread  heav’nly  joys  thro’  all  the  place. 
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COMMON  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 

The  Death  and  Refu  m£lion  of  ctikist. 

SET  the  Lord  before  my  face 
“  He  bears  my  courage  up, 

*  My  heart  and  tongue  their  joys  exprefs, 
“My  flefh  fhall  red  in  hope. 

2“  My  fpirit,  Lord,  thou  wilt  not  leave 
“Where. fouls  departed  are  ; 

“Nor  quit  my  body  to  the  grave, 

“To  fee  corruption  there. 

3“Thou  wilt  reveal  the  pathoflife, 

“  And  raife  me  to  thy  throne  ; 

“Thy  courts  immortal  pleafure  give. 
Thy  prefence  joys  unknown.” 

4  [Thus  in  the  name  of  Cbrift ,  the  Lord, 

The  holy  David  fung, 

And  Providence  fulfils  the  word 
Of  his  prophetick  tongue. 

5  JefuSy  whom  ev’ry  faint  adores, 

Was  crucuy/d  and  flain  : 

Behold  the  tomb  its  prey  re(lcro&t 
Behold  he  lives  again  1 


.  ■ 
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6  When  fliall  my  feet  arife  and  (land 
On  heav’n’s  eternal  hills  ; 

There  fits  the  Son  at  God’s  right  hand. 
And  there  the  Father  /miles.  ] 


PSALM  XVII. 
SHORT  METRE. 

Ver.  1 3,&c. 

Portion  of  Saints  and  Sinners  :  Or,  Hope  and 
Defpair  in  Death. 

1  A  RISE,  my  gracious  God, 

./x.  And  make  the  wicked  flee, 

They  are  but  thy  chaftifin g  rod 
To  drive  thy  faints  to  thee. 

2  Behold  the /inner  dies. 

His  haughty  words  are  vain  j 

Here  in  this  life  his  pleafure  lies, 

And  all  beyond  is  pain. 

3  Then  let  his  pride  advance, 

And  boaft  of  all  his  (lore ; 

The  Lord  is  my  inheritance, 

My  foul  can  wi/h  no  more, 

4  I  /hall  behold  the  face 
Of  my  forgiving  God  ; 

And  /land  complete  in  righteoufnefs, 
Wa/h’din  my  Saviour’s  blood. 

5  There  s  a  new  heav’n  begun 
When  I  awake  from  death, 

Preft  in  the  likenefs  of  thy  Son, 

And  drawimmortal  breath. 


LONG  METRE, 

The  Sinner’s  Portion  and  the  Saint’s  Hope  ;  Or, 

tn^L«  eaven  ^eParate  Souls,  and  the  Refur- 
redtion. 

jT  ORD,  I  am  thine:  But  thou  wilt  prove 
JLj  My  faith,  my  patience,  and  my  love, 
When  men  of  fpite  againft  me  join, 

They  are  the  fword,  the  hand  is  thine. 

3,Their  hope  and  portion  lie  below, 

’Tis  all  the  happinefs  they  know, 

T  is  all  they  feek ;  they  take  their  /hares, 
And  leave  the  reft  among  their  heirs. 

3  What  Tinners  value,  Irefign  ; 

Lord,  tis  enough  that  thou  art  mine  : 

I  /hall  behold  thy  blifsful  face, 

And  ftand  complete  in  righteoufnefs. 

4 This  life  s  a  dream,  an  empty  /how  j 
But  the  bright  world  to  which  I  go, 


Hath  joys  fubftantial  and  fiuccre  ; 

When  /hall  I  wake  and  find  me  there  t 

5  O  glorious  hour  !  O  bleft  abode  ! 

I  /hall  be  near,  and  like  my  God  ! 

And  fle/h  and  /in  no  more  control 
T  he  facred  pleafures  of  the  foul. 

^  My  fle/h  /hail  /lumber  in  the  ground, 
Till  thelaft  trumpet’s  joyful  found  ; 
Then  burft  the  chains  with  fweetfurprize, 
And  in  my  Saviour’s  image  rife. 

PSALM  xvur. 

LONG  METRE.  FIRST  PART 

Ter.  i - -5,  15 - 18, 

Deliverence  from  Defpair  :  Or,  Temptations 

overcome. 

1 TTHEE  *  i°ve,0  Lord, my  ftrength, 

X  My  rock,  my  tow ’r,  my  high  defence ; 
Thy  mighty  arm /hall  be  my  truft. 

For  I  have  found  falvation  thence. 

2  Death,  and  the  terrours  of  the  grave 
Stood  round  me  with  their  difmal  /hade } 
While  floods  of  high  temptation  rofe, 

And  made  my  /inking  foul  afraid. 

3  I  faw  the  op’ning  gates  of  hell 
With  endiefs  pains  and  forrows  there. 
Which  none,  but  they  that  feel,  can  tell. 
While  I  was  hurry ’d  to  defpair. 

4 In  my  diftrefs  I  call’d  my  God, 

When  I  could  fcarce  believe  him  mine, 
He  bow’d  his  ear  to  my  complaint  : 

Then  did  his  grace  appear  divine. 

5  [With  fpeed  he  flew  to  my  relief, 

As  on  a  cherub’s  wing  he  rode} 

Awful  and  bright  as  lightning  /hone 
The  face  of  my  deliv’rer  God. 

6  Temptations  fled  at  his  rebuke, 

The  blaft  of  his  almighty  breath  $ 

He  lent  falvation  from  on  high, 

And  drew  me  from  the  depths  of  death.] 

7  Great  were  my  fears,  my  foes  were  great, 
Much  was  their  ftrength,  and  more  their 

rage. 

But  Qh  fifty  my  Lord,  is  conqu’ror  ftill, 

In  all  the  wars  that  devils  wage, 

8  My  long  for  ever  /hall  record 
That  terrible,  that  joyful  hour  ; 

And  give  the  glory  to  the  Lord, 

Due  to  his  mercy  and  his  povv’r. 


M  XVIII. 
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Ver ,  20* 


-6. 


Sincerity  proved  and  rewarded. 
i  T  ORDj  thou  haft  feen  my  foul  fmeere, 
1  j  Haft  made  thy  truth  and  love  appear  j 
Before  mine  eyes  I  let  thy  laws, 

And  thou  haft  own'd  my  righteous  caufe. 

%  Since  I  have  learn ’d  thy  holy  ways 
I've  walk'd  upright  before  thy  face  ; 

Or  if"  my  feet  did  e’er  depart, 

’Twas  never  with  a  wicked  heart. 

3  What  fore  temptations  broke  my  reft ! 
What  wars  and  ftrugglings  in  my  breaft  ! 
But  through  thy  grace  that  reigns  within, 
I  guard  againft  my  darling  fin. 

4  That  fin  that  clofe  befets  me  ftill, 

That  works  and  ftrives  againft  my  will  ; 
When  fhall  thy  Spirit’s  fov’reign  pow’r 
Deftroy  it,  that  it  rife  no  more. 

5  [With  an  impartial  hand,  the  Lord 
Deals  out  to  mortals  their* reward  : 

The  kind  and  faithful  foul  fhall  find 
A  God  as  faithful  and  as  kind. 

6  The  juft  and  pure  fhall  ever  fay, 

Thou  art  more  pure,  more  juft  than  they  : 
And  men  that  love  revenge  fhall  know 
God  hath  an  arm  of  vengeance  too.] 

LONG  METRE.  THIRD  PART 
Ver.  30,  31,  34,  35>  36> 

Rejoicing  in  doD  :  Or,  Salvation  and  Triumph. 

I  TUST  are  thy  ways,  and  true  thy  word, 
J  Great  rock  of  my  fecure  abode  j 
Who  is  a  God  befide  the  Lord  ? 

Or  where’s  a  refuge  like  our  God  ? 

1  *Tis  he  that  girds  me  with  his  might* 
Gives  me  his  holy  fword  to  wield  ; 

And  w  hile  w  ith  fin  and  hell  I  fight. 
Spreads  his  falvation  for  my  fhield. 

3  He  lives  (and  blefied  be  my  rock) 

The  God  of  my  falvation  lives, 

The  dark  defigns  of  hell  are  broke  ; 
Sweet  is  the  peace  my  father  gives. 

4  Before  the  fcoffers  of  the  age 
T  will  exalt  my  Father’s  name, 

Nor  tremble  at  their  mighty  rage, 

But  meet  reproach. and  bear  the  fhame. 

5  To  Danjid  and  his  royal  feed, 

Thv  grace  for  ever  fhall  extend  ; 

4  w 


Thy  love  to  faints  in  Chrift  their  head 
Knows  not  a  limit  nor  an  end. 


COMMON  METRE.  FIRST  PART 

Victory  and  Triumph  over  temporal  Enemies. 

1  ^ove  t^iee^  Lord,  and  we  adore, 
VV  Now  is  thine  arm  reveal’d  ; 

Thou  artourftrength,ourheav'nly  tow’r, 
Our  bulwark  and  our  fhield. 

2  We  fly  to  our  eternal  rock, 

And  find  a  fure  defence  ; 

His  holy  name  our  lips  invoke, 

And  draw  falvation  thence. 

3  When  God  our  leader  fhinesin  arms, 

What  mortal  heart  can  bear 
The  thunder  of  his  loud  alarms  ? 

The  lightning  of  his  fpear  ? 

4  He  rides  upon  the  winged  wind. 

And  angels  in  array, 

In  millions  wait  to  know  his  mind. 

And  fwift  as  flames  obey. 

5  He  fpeaks,  and  at  his  fierce  rebuke 

Whole  armies  are  difmay’d  j 
His  voice,  his  frown,  bis  angry  look. 
Strikes  all  their  courage  dead. 

6  He  forms  our  gen’rals  for  the  field. 

With  all  their  dreadful  fkill  ; 

Gives  them  his  awful  fword  to  wield, 
And  makes  them  hearts  of  fteeh 

7  [He  arms  our  captains  to  the  fight, 

(Though  there  his  name’s  forgot  ; 

He  girded  Cyrus  with  his  might. 

But  Cyrus  knew  him  not.) 

8  Oft  lias  the  Lord  whole  nations  bleft 

For  his  ow,n  churches  fake  ; 

The  pow’rs  that  give  his  people  reft 
Shall  of  his  care  partake.] 

COMMON  METRE.  SECOND  PART 

The  Conqueror’s  Song. 

1  r  I  ^O  thine  almighty  arm  we  owe 

JL  The  triumphs  of  the  day  ; 

Thy  terrours,  Lord,  confound  the  foe, 
And  melt  their  ftrength  away. 

2  ’Tis  by  thine  aid  our  troops  prevail. 

And  break  united  pow’rs  j 
Or  burn  their  boafted  fleets,  or  fcale 
The  proudeft  of  their  tow’rs. 

3  How  have  we  chas’d  them  thro’  the  field. 

And  trod  them  to  the  ground, 
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While  thy  falvation  was  our  ftiidd, 
But  they  no  (belter  found  ! 

4  In  vain  to  idol  faints  they  cry, 

And  peri  Hi  in  their  blood  ; 
Where  is  a  rock  fo  great,  lb  high, 
So  powerful  as  our  God  ? 

5  The  rock  of  Ifrad  ever  lives, 

His  name  be  ever  bleft  ;  * 

Tis  his  own  arm  the  vi<5t’ry  gives, 
And  gives  his  people  reft. 

6  On  kings  that  reign  as  David  did, 

He  pours  his  bleftings  down  ; 
Secures  their  honours  to  their  feed, 
And  well  fupports  their  crown. 


PSALM  XIX. 

SHORT  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 

The  Book  of  Nature  and  Scripture. 

For  a  lord’s  Day  Morning . 

1  T)EHOLD  the  lofty  Iky 
J3  Declares  its  maker,  God, 

And  all  his  ftarry  works  on  high 
Proclaim  his  pow’r  abroad. 

2  The  darknefs  and  the  light 
Still  keep  their  courfe  the  fame  ; 

While  night  to  day,  and  day  to  night, 
Divinely  teach  his  name. 

3  In  ev’ry  different  land 
Their  general  voice  is  known  ; 

They  fhew  the  wonders  of  his  hand. 
And  orders  of  his  throne. 

4  Yechriftian  lands  rejoice. 

Here  he  reveals  his  word. 

We  are  not  left  to  nature’s  voice, 

To  bid  us  know  the  Lord. 

5  His  ftatutes  and  commands 
Are  fet  before  our  eyes. 

He  puts  his  Gofpel  in  our  hands. 
Where  our  falvation  lies. 

6  His  laws  are  juft  and  pure. 

His  truth  without  deceit, 

His  promifes  for  ever  fure, 

And  his  rewards  are  great. 

7  [Not  honey  to  the  tafte 
Affords  fo  much  delight, 

Nor  gold,  that  has  the  furnace  pafs’d, 
So  mud)  allures  the  fight. 


8  While  of  thy  works  I  fing. 

Thy  glory  to  proclaim, 

Accept  the  praife,  my  God,  my  King, 

1  In  my  Redeemer’s  name.] 

SHORT  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 

[Go©’*  Word  moft  excellent :  Or,  Sincerity  and 
Watchfulnefs. 

For  a  loro’s  Day  Morning . 

1  I)  E HOLD  the  morning  fun 
-L)  Begins  his  glorious  way  ; 

JHis  beams  through  all  the  nations  run. 
And  life  and  light  convey. 

2  But  where  the  gofpel  comes. 

It  fpreads  diviner  light, 

|It  calls  dead  finners  from  their  tombs. 
And  gives  the  blind  their  fight. 

3  How  perfect  is  thy  word  ! 

And  all  thy  judgments  juft, 

[Forever  fure  thy  promife,  Lord, 

And  men  fecurely  truft. 

4  My  gracious  God,  how  plain 
Are  thy  diredtions  giv’n  ! 

|0  may  I  never  read  in  Vain, 

But  find  the  path  to  heav’n* 
pause. 

5  I  hear  thy  word  with  love. 

And  I  would  fain  obey  ; 

[Send  thy  good  Spirit  from  above 
To  guide  me,  left  I  ftray. 

6  O  who  can  ever  find 
The  errours  of  his  ways  ? 

jYet  with  a  bold  prefumptuous  mind 
I  would  not  dare  tranfgrefs, 

7  Warn  me  of  ev’ry  fin, 

Forgive  my  fecret  faults, 

|  And  cleanfe  this  guilty  foul  of  mine, 
Whofe  crimes  exceed  my  thoughts. 

8  While  with  my  heart  and  tongue 
I  fpread  thy  praife  abroad  ; 

[Accept  the  worfhip  and  the  fong. 

My  faviour  and  my  God. 


LONG  METRE. 

[The  Books  of  Natu  re  and  of  Scripture  compared: 
Or,  the  Glory  and  Succefs  of  the  Gofpel. 

i  r  |  ''HE  heav’ns  declare  thy  glory.  Lord, 
JL  In  every  ftar  thy  wifdom  fiiines  ; 
But  when  our  eyes  behold  thy  word, 

1  We  read  thy  name  in  fairer  lines. 
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2  The  rolling  fun,  the  changing  light. 

And  nights  and  days  thy  pow'r  confefs  ; 
But  the  bled  volume  thou  haft  writ 
Reveals  thy  juftice  and  thy  grace. 

3  Sun,  moon  and  dars  convey  thy  praife 
Round  the  whole  earth,  and  never  (land ; 
So  when  thy  truth  began  its  race, 

It  touch'd  and  glanc’d  on  ev’ry  land. 

4 Nor  fhali  thy  fpreading  gofpel  reft 
’Till  thro’  the  world  thy  truth  has  run  ; 
’Till  Chrift  has  all  the  nations  bleft 
That  lee  the  light,  or  teel  the  run. 

5  Great  Son  of  Righteoufnefs  arife, 

Blefs  the  dark  world  with  heav’nly  light ; 
Thy  Gofpel  makes  the  fimple  wife, 

Thy  laws  are  pure,  thy  judgments  right. 

6  Thy  nobleft  wonders  here  we  view, 

In  fouls  renew'd,  and  fins  forgiv'n  : 
Lord,  clean fe  my  fins,  my  foul  renew, 
And  make  thy  word  my  guide  to  lieav’n. 

PARTICULAR  METRE. 

The  Book  of  Nature  and  Scripture. 

if^REAT  God,  the  heav’ns  well  order'd 
Declares  theglories  of  thy  name:  [frame 
There  thy  rich  works  of  wonder  diine, 
A  thoufand  harry  beauties  there, 

A  thoufand  radiant  marks  appear 

Of  boundlefs  pow'r,  and  Ikill  divine. 

2  From  night  to  day,  from  day  to  night, 
The  dawning  and  the  dying  light, 

Leisures  of  heav’nly  wifdom  read  ; 
With  filent  eloquence  they  raife 
Our  thoughts  to  our  Creator’s  praife, 
And  neither  found  nor  language  need. 

3  Yet  their  divine  indruCtions  run 
Far  as  the  journies  of  the  fun, 

And  ev’ry  nation  knows  their  voice  : 
The  fun  like  fome  youngbridegroom  dreft, 
Breaks  from  the  chambers  of  the  eaft, 
Rolls  round, and  makes  the  earth  rejoice. 

4  Where'er  he  fpreads  his  beams  abroad, 
He  fmiles  and  fpeaks  his  maker  God  ; 

All  nature  joins  to  fhew  thy  praife  : 
Thus  God  in  ev'ry  creature  Ihines  ; 

Fair  is  the  book  of  nature's  lines  ; 

But  fairer  is  the  book  of  grace. 
pause. 

5  I  love  the  volumes  of  thy  word  ; 

What  light  and  jov  thele  leaves  afford 

To  fouls  beo’ghted  und  didred  ! 

'  D 
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Thy  precepts  guide  my  doubtful  way, 
Thy  fear  forbids  my  feet  to  dray, 

Thy  promife  leads  my  heart  to  red. 

6  From  the  difcov'ries  of  thy  law 
The  perfect  rules  of  life  I  draw  ; 

Thefe  are  my  dudy  and  delight : 

Not  honey  fo  invites  the  fade, 

Nor  gold  that  has  the  furnace  pafs'd. 
Appears  fo  pleadng  to  the  fight. 

7Thy  threat'nings  wake  my  dumb'ringcyes 
And  warn  me  where  my  danger  lies  ; 

But  'tis  thy  blelfed  gofpel,  Lord, 

That  makes  my  guilty  confcience  clean, 
Converts  my  foul,  fubdues  my  fin, 

And  gives  a  free,  but  large  reward. 

Who  knows  the  errours  of  his  thoughts  ? 
My  God  forgive  my  fecret  faults, 

And  from  prefumptuous  fins  redrain  : 
Accept  my  poor  attempts  of  praife. 

That  I  have  read  thy  book  of  grace. 

And  book  of  nature  not  in  vain. 


PSALM  XX. 

LONG  MET^RE. 

Prayer  and  Hope  of  Victory. 

Tor  a  Day  of  Prayer  in  a  Time  of  War • 

1  \TOW  may  the  God  of  pow'r  and  grace 
TN  Attend  his  people's  humble  cry  t 
Jehovah  hears  when  JfraT  prays, 

And  brings  deliv’rance  from  on  high. 

2  The  name  of  Jacob's  God  defends 
Better  than  fhieldsof  brazen  walls  ; 

He  from  his  fandtuary  fends 
Succour  and  drength  when  Zion  calls. 

3  Well  he  remembers  all  our  Hghs, 

His  love  exceeds  our  bed  deferts  ; 

His  love  accepts  the  facrifice 

Of  humble  groans  and  broken  hearts. 

4 In  his  falvation  is  our  hope, 

And  in  the  name  of  IfraV s  God, 

Our  troops  fhali  lift  their  banners  up 
Our  navies  fpread  their  flags  abroad. 

5  Some  trud  in  horfes  train’d  for  war, 
And  fome  of  chariots  make  their  boads  : 
Our  lured  expectations  are 

From  thee,  the  Lord  of'heav'nly  hods. 

6  [O  may  the  mem'ry  of  thy  name 
Infpire  our  armies  for  the  fight  ! 

Our  foes  fhali  fall  and  die  with  diame, 
Or  quit  the  field  with  diarneful  flight.] 


PSALM  XXI,  XXII. 


7  Now  favc  us  Lord,  from  flavifl,  fear. 
Now  let  our  hope  be  firm  and  (trong, 
I  ill  thy  fal  vation  fhall  appear, 

And  joy  and  triumph  raiife  the  fong. 

p  s  A  L  M  XXlT 

long  metre. 


Christ  exalted  to  the  Kingdom. 

1  JTy  rej°’c  ^  *n  God  his  frrength, 

Rais’d  to  the  throne  by  fpecia!  grace, 
butCimJf  the  Son  appears  a:t  length, 
fulfils  the  triumph  and  the  praiie. 

2  How  great  is  the  Meftah’s  joy 
In  the  falvation  pf  thy  hand ! 

Loid,  thou  haft  rais’d  his  kingdom  high, 
And  giv’n  the  world  to  his  command? 

3  Thy  goodnefs  grants  whatever  he  will 
Nor  doth  the  leaft  requeft  withhold  •  ’ 
Bleftings  of  love  prevent  him  frill,  ’ 
And  crowns  of  glory,  net  of  gold. 

4  Honour  and  majefty  divine 
Around  his  fa  c  red  temples  thine, 

Bleft  with  the  favour  of  thy  face,  . 

And  length  of  everlafting  days. 

5  Thine  hand  fnali  find  put  all  his  fees, 
And  as  the  fiery  oven  glows 
A  ith  raging  heat  and  living  coals, 

So  fhall  thy  wrath  devour  their  fouls. 

P  S  A  L  M  XXII. 

COMMON  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 

Ver.  i— - 16.  . 


u  In  vain  he  tr  lifts  in  God,  they  crvff 
Neglected  and  forlorn.” 

5  But  thou  art  he  who  form’d  my  flefh* 

By  thine  almighty  word, 

And  fince  I  hung  upon  the  breaft 
My  hope  is  in  the  Lord. 

6  Why  will  my  Father  hide  his  face. 

When  foes  (land  threat’ning  ro.und3 
In  the  dark  hour  of  deep  diftrefs, 

And  not  an  helper  found  ? 

p  A  v  s  E. 

7  Behold  thy  darling  left  among 

The  cruel  and  the  proud, 

As  bulls  of  Eajhan  fierce  andftrong, 

As  lions  roaring  loud. 

8  From  earth  and  hell  my  forrows  meet 

To  multiply  the  /mart  ; 

They  nail  my  hands,  they  pierce  my  feet, 
And  try  to  vex  my  heart. 

9  Yet  if  thy  fov’reign  hand  let  loofe 

The  rage  of  earth  and  hell, 

W  hy  will  my  heav’nly  Father  bruife 
The  Son  he  loves  fo  well  ? 

10  My  God,  if  poflible  it  be, 

Withhold  this  bitter  cup  : 

But  I  refign  my  will  to  thee. 

And  drink  the  forrows  up. 

n  My  heart  diftblves  in  pangs  unknown. 
In  groans  I  wade  my  breath  : 

T  hy  heavy  hand  hath  brought  me  down 
Low  as  the  duft  of  death. 

12  Father,  I  give  my  fpirit  up. 

And  t i'u ft  it  in  thy  hand  ; 

My  dying  fiefh  fhall  reft  in  hope. 

And  rife  at  thy  command. 


I  he  Sufferings  and  Death  of  Christ. 

J  ^ Y  has  my  God  my  foul  forfoo 

V  V  Nor  will  a  fmile  afford  ? 

(Thus  David  once  in  anguifb  {poke, 
And  thus  our  dying  Lord.) 

2  Though  ’tis  my  chief  delight  to  dwell 
Among  thy  praifing  faints, 

\  ct  thou  canft  hear  a  groan  as  well, 
And  pity  our  complaints. 


3  Our  fathers  trufted  in  thy  name, 

And  great  deliv’rance  found  ; 
But  r  m  a  worm,  defpis’d  of  men, 
And  trodden  to  the  ground. 

4  Shaking  the  head,  they  pafs  me  by, 

And  laugh  my  foul  to  [corn  ; 


COMMON  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 

V 20,  21 , 27 - ■31. 

Christ’s  Sufferings  ^nd  Kingdom. 
lU  \JOW  from  the  roaring  lion’s  rage, 
L  il  O  Lord  prote£I  thy  Son, 
uNor  leave  thy  darling  to  engage 
“  The  povvr’s  of  hell  alone.” 

2  Thus  did  our  fuff’ring  Saviour  pray 

With  mighty  cries,  and  tears  : 

God  heard  him  in  that  dreadful  day. 
And  chas’d  away  his  fears. 

3  Great  was  the  vidt’ry  of  his  death. 

His  throne’s  exalted  high  : 

And  all  the  kindreds  of  the  earth, 

Shall  worth  ip,  or  fhall  die. 
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4  A  numVous  offspring  mud  arife 

From  liis  expiring  groans  ; 

They  fhall  be  reckon’d  in  his  eyes 
For  daughters  and  for  Tons. 

5  The  meek  and  humble  fouls  fhall  fee 

His  table  richly  fpread  ; 

And  all  that  feek  the  Lord  fhall  be 
With  joys  immortal  fed. 

6  The  ifles  (hall  know  the  righteoufnefs 

Of  our  incarnate  God, 

And  nations  yet  unborn  profefs, 
Salvation  in  his  blood. 


LONG  METRE. 

Christ’s  Sufferings  and  Exaltation, 
i  XTOW  let  our  mournful  fongs  record 
XN  The  dying  furrows  of  our  Lord  ; 
When  he  complain’d  in  tears  and  blood, 
As  one  forfaken  of  his  God. 

%  The  Jews  beheld  him  thus  forlorn, 
Andfhaketheirheads.andiain-di in fcorn  ; 
“  He  refeu’d  others  from  the  grave, 
u  Now  let  him  try  hi'mfelf  to  fave. 

3  <(  This  is  the  man  did  once  pretend 

“  God  was  his  Father  and  his  Friend  j 
(t  If  God  the  bleiTed  lov’d  him  fo* 

“  Why  doth  lie  fad  to  help  him  now  ?” 

4  Barbarous  people  !  cruel  prieds ! 

How  they  flood  round  like  favage  beads; 
Like  lions  gaping  to  devour, 

When  God  had  left  him  in  their  pow’r. 

5  They  wound  his  head,  his  hands,  his  feet, 
’Till  dreams  of  blood  each  other  meet ; 
By  lot  his  garments  they  divide, 

And  mock  the  pangs  in  which  he  dy’d. 

6  But  God  his  Father  heard  his  cry  ; 
Rais’d  from  the  dead  he  reigns  on  high  ; 
The  nations  learn  his  righteoufnefs, 
And  humble  fin  nets  fade  his  grace. 

P  S  A  L  M  XX  ILL 
L  O  NT  G  M  E  T  R  E  . 

1  /TY  Shepherd  is  the' living  Lord  : 
iVJL  Now  fhall  my  wants  be  well  fup- 
H  is  providence  and  holy  word  fply’d  : 
Become  my  fafety  and  my  guide. 

2  In  padureS  where  falvation  groWs, 

He  makes  me  feed,  he' makes'  me  red  ; 
There  living  wa^ef  getltly  flows, 

And  all  the  food  divinely  bled. 
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3  My  wandVmg  feet  his  Ways  miftakc  ; 
But  he  redores  my  foul  to  peace, 

And  leads  me  for  his  mercy's  fake, 

In  the  fair  paths  of  righteoufnefs. 

4  Tho’  I  walk  thro’  the  gloomy  vale, 
Where  death  and  all  its  terrours  are, 
My  heart  and  hope  fhall  never  fail, 

For  God  my  fhepherd's  with  me  there. 

5  Amidd  the  darknefs  and  the  deeps, 
Thou  art  my  comfort,  thou  my  day  : 
Thy  daft'  fupports  my  feeble  fteps. 

Thy  rod  directs  my  doubtful  way. 

6  The  Tons  of  earth  and  foils  of  hell, 

Gaze  at  thy  goodnefs  and  repine 
To  fee  my  table  fpread  fo  well, 

With  living  bread  and  cheerful  wine. 

7  [How  I  rejoice  wlieri  on  my  head 
Thy  Spirit  condefcends  to  reft  ? 

’Tis  a  divine  anointing  died 
Like  oil  of  gladnefs  at  a  fead. 

8  Surely  the  mercies  of  the  Lord 
Attend  his  htmfhold  all  their  days  ; 
There  will  I  dwell  td  hear  his  word. 

To  feek  his  face,  and  fihg  his  praife.] 

C  O  M  M  ON  METRE. 

1  ]\  /TY  Shepherd  will  fupply  my  need, 
i.VjL  J eh  oh)  ah  is  his  name  ; 

In  padures  frefh  he  makes  me  feed, 
Beflde  the  living  dream. 

z  He  brings  my  wand’rihg  (pint  back. 
When  I  forfake  his  ways, 

And  leads  me  for  his  mercy ’sv dike, 

In  paths  of  truth  and  grace. 

3  When  I  walk  thro’  the  fliades  of  death, 

Thy  p re  fence  is  my  day  : 

A  word  of  thy  f  upper  ting  breatli 
Dri  ves  all  my  fears  away. 

4  Thy  hand  in  fpite  of  ail  my  foes, 

Doth  dill  my  table  fpread  ; 

My  cup  with  blediugs  overflows, 

Thine  oil  anoints  my  head. 

5  The  fure  provifions-  of  my  God- 

Attend  me  all  mv  days  ; 

O  may  thine  ho ufe  be  thine  abode. 

And  all  my  wrork  be  praife  ! 

6  There  would  T  find  a  fettled  red, 
(While  others  go  and  come) ; 

No  more  a  ft  ran  get1  or  a  gueft. 

But  like  a  child  at  home. 


28 


PSALM  XXIV.  XXV. 


SHORT  METRE. 

i  ^P'HE  Lord  my  fhepherd  is, 

X  I  fhall  be  well  lupply’d  : 

Since  he  is  mine,  and  I  am  his, 

What  can  I  want  befide. 

2  He  leads  me  to  the  place 
Where  heav’nly  pafiure  grows, 

Where  living  waters  gently  pals, 

And  full  lalvation  flows. 

3  If  e’er  I  go  affray, 

He  doth  my  foul  reclaim, 

And  guides  me  in  his  own  right  way, 

For  his  molt  holy  name. 

4  While  he  affords  his  aid, 

I  cannot  yield  to  fear  ! 

Tho’  I  fhould  walk  thro  death’s  dark  fhade, 
My  fhepherd’s  with  me  there, 

5  In  fpite  of  all  my  foes, 

Thou  doff  my  table  fpread  ; 

My  cup  with  bleffings  overflow  s, 

And  joy  exalts  my  head. 

6  The  bounties  of  thy  k;ve 
Shall  crown  my  foll’wing  days  ; 

Nor  from  thy  houfe  will  I  remove, 

Nor  ceafe  to  fpeak  thy  praife. 

SAL  M  XXIV, 

COMMON  METRE. 

Dwelling  with  god. 

j  nnHE  earth  for  ever  is  the  Lord’s, 

X  With  Adam’s  num’rous  race  : 

He  raif’d  its  arches  o’er  the  floods, 

And  built  it  on. the  feas. 

2  But  who  among  the  fons  of  men 

May  vifit  thine  abode  ? 

He  that  has  hands  from  mifehief  clean, 
Whofe  heart  is  right  with  God. 

3  This  is  the  man  may  rife  and  take 

The  bleflings  of  his  grace  : 

This  is  the  lot  of  thofe  that  feek 
The  God  of  Jacob’s  face. 

4N0W  let  our  foul’s  immortal  pow’rs, 

To  meet  the  Lord  prepare, 

Lift  up  their  everlafting  doors 
The  King  of  glory’s  near. 

3  The  King  of  glory,  who  can  tell 
The  wonders  of  his  might  ? 

He  rules  the  nations  ;  but  to  dwell 
With  faints  is  his  delight. 


long  metre. 

Saints  dwell  in  Heaven  ;  or,  Christ’s  Afeen- 

fion. 

1  rT^HIS  fpacious  earth  is  all  theLord’s, 

X  And  men  and  worms  and  beads  and 

He  rais’d  the  building  on  the  feas,  [birds  ; 
And  gave  it  for  their  dvvellingplace. 

2  But  there’s  a  brighter  world  on  high, 

"I  hy  palace,  Lord,  above  the  fky  : 

Who  fhall  afeend  that  bleff  abode, 

And  dvvellfo  near  his  maker  God? 

3  He  that  abhors  and  fears  to  fin,  [clean, 
Whofe  heart  is  pure,  w  hofe  hands  are 
Him  fhall  the  Lord  the  Saviour  blefs, 
And  clothe  his  foul  with  righteoufnefs. 

4Thefe  are  the  men,  the  pious  race, 

That  feek  the  God  of  Jacob’ s  face  ; 
Thefe  fhall  enjoy  the  blifsful  fight. 

And  dwell  in  everlafting  light. 

PAUSE. 

5  Rejoice  ye  fhining  worlds  on  high. 
Behold  the  King  of  glory  nigh  ; 

Who  can  this  King  of  glory  be  ? 

The  mighty  Lord,  the  Saviour’s  he. 

6  Ye  heav’nly  gates,  your  leaves  difplay. 
To  make  the  Lord  our  Saviour  way  ; 
Laden  with  fpoils  from  earth  and  hell. 
The  Conqu’ror  comes  with  God  to  dwell. 

7  Rais’d  from  the  dead,  he  goes  before. 
He  opens  heav’ns  eternal  door, 

To  give  his  faints  a  blefi  abode 
Near  their  Redeemer  and  their  God. 

PSALM  XXV. 
SHORT  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 
Ver.  1  •> — —11. 

Waitirvgfor  Pardon  and  Direction* 

1  T  LIFT  my  foul  to  God, 

X  My  truft  is  in  his  name  ; 

Let  not  my  foes  that  feek  my  blood 
Still  triumph  in  my  fhame. 

2  Sin,  and  the  pow’rs  of  hell, 

Perfuade  me  to  defpair  : 

Lord,  make  me  know  thycov’nant  well, 
That  I  may  Ycape  the  fnare. 

3  From  the  firfi  dawning  light 
’Till  the  dark  ev’ning  rife, 

For. thy  falvation,  Lord,  I  wait 
With  ever  longing  eyes. 
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4  Remember  all  thy  grace, 

And  lead  me  in  thy  truth  ; 

Forgive  the  fins  of  riper  days, 

And  follies  of  my  youth. 

%  5  The  Lord  is  juft  and  kind, 

The  meek  ftiall  learn  his  ways, 

And  every  humble  finner  find 
The  methods  of  his  grace. 

6  For  his  own  goodnels  fake 
He  laves  my  foul  from  ftiame  ; 

He  pardons  (though  my  guilt  be  great) 
Through  my  Redeemer’s  name. 

SHORT  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 

Ver.  12,  14,  io,  13, 

Divine  Inllrudtion. 


1  TT  THERE  ftiall  the  man 

VV  That  fears  t’  olFend  his  God, 
That  loves  the  gofpel’s  joyful  found, 

And  trembles  at  the  rod  ? 

2  The  Lord  (hall  make  him  know 
The  fecrets  of  his  heart, 

The  wonders  of  his  cov’nant  ftiow, 

And  all  his  love  impart. 

3  The  dealings  of  his  hand 
Are  truth  and  mercy  ftill, 

With  fuch  as  to  his  cov’nant  ftand, 

And  love  to  do  his  will. 

4  Their  fouls  ftiall  dwell  at  eafe 
Before  their  maker’s  face  ; 

Their  feed  ftiall  tafte  the  promifes 
In  their  extenfive  grace. 


5  With  ev’ry  morning  light 
My  forrow  new  begins  ; 

Look  on  my  anguilh  and  my  pain, 
And  pardon  all  my  fins. 

PAUSE. 

6  Behold  the  hofts  of  hell, 

How  cruel  is  their  hate  ? 

jAgainft  my  life  they  rife,  and  join 
Their  fury  with  deceit. 

7  O  keep  my  foul  from  death, 
Nor  put  my  hope  to  ftiame. 

For  I  have  plac’d  my  only  truft 
In  my  redeemer’s  name. 

8  With  humble  faith  I  wait 
To  fee  thy  face  again  ; 

•  1  Of  Ural  it  ftiall  ne’er  be  faid, 

He  fought  the  Lord  in  vain. 


SHORT  METRE.  THIRD  PART. 

Ter.  15 - 22., 

Diftrefs  of  Soul  ;  or  Backfliding  and  Defertion. 

1  IV  /TINE  eyes  and  my  defire 
jLVJL  Are  ever  to  the  Lord  ; 

I  love  to  plead  his  promifes, 

And  reft  upon  his  word, 

2  Turn,  turn  thee  to  my  foul, 

Bring  thy  falvation  near  ; 

When  will  thy  hand  releafe  my  feet 
Out  of  the  deadly  fnare  ? 

3  When  ftiall  the  fov ’reign  grace 
Of  my  forgiving  God 

Reftore  me  from  tliofe  dangerous  ways 
My  wand’ring  feet  have  trod  ! 

4  The  tumult  of  my  thoughts 
Doth  but  enlarge  my  woe  ; 

My  fpirit  languifhes,  my  heart 
Is  defolate  and  low. 


PSALM  XXVL 

LONG  METRE. 

Self  examination  ;  or,  Evidences  of  Grace. 

1  YUDGE  me, O  Lord, and  prove  my  ways 
J  And  try  my  reigns,  and  try  my  heart; 
My  faith  upon  thy  promife  ftays. 

Nor  from  thy  law  my  feet  depart.  . . 

2  I  hate  to  walk,  I  hate  to  fit, 

With  men  of  vanity  and  lies  ; 

The  fcofferand  the  hypocrite 

Are  the  abhorrence  of  mine  eves. 

* 

3  Amongft  thy  faints  will  I  appear 
With  hands  well  wafli’d  in  innocence  ; 
But  when  I  ftand  before  thy  bar. 

The  blood  of  Chrift  is  my  defence.  , 

4  Hove  thine  habitation,  Lord, 

The  temple  where  thine  honours  dwell  ; 
There  ftiall  I  hear  thy  holy  word, 

And  there  thy  works  of  wonder  tell. 

5  Let  not  my  foul  be  join’d  at  laft 
With  men  of  treachery  and  blood, 

Since  I  my  days  on  earth  have  paft 
Among  the  faints  and  near  my  God. 

P  S  A  L  M  XXVII. 
COMMON  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 
Ver.  1 - 6. 

The  Church  is  our  Delight  and  Safety. 

1  Lord  of  glory  is  my  light, 

j[  And  my  falvation  too  ; 

God  is  my  ftrength  ;  nor  will  I  fear 
What  all  my  foes  can  do. 


3°  PSA  L  M 

a  One  privilege  my  heart  cbilres  ; 

O  grant  me  an  abode 
Among  the  churches  of  thy  faints, 
The  temples  of  my  God  1 

3  There  fhall  1  offer  my  requefls, 

And  fee  thy  beauty  dill  ; 

Shall  hear  thy  meffages  of  love, 

And  there  inquire  thy  will.  * 

4  When  troubles  rife,  and  dorms  appear. 

There  may  his  children  hide;  ?P 
God  has  a  (trong  pavilion,  where 
He  makes  my  ioul  abide. 

5  Now  fhall  my  head  be  lifted  high 

Above  my  foes  around, 

And  fongs  of  joy  and  viftor y 
Within  thy  temple  found. 


COMMON  MET  RE .  SECOND  P  JR  T. 

Ver.  S,  9,  13,  14. 

Prayer  and  Hope. 


XXIX,  XXX. 

2  The  Lord  proclaims  his  pmvValcfud. 
°ver  the  ocean  and  the  land  ; 

His  voice  divides  the  wat’ry  cloud. 

And  lightnings  blaze  at  his  command. 

3  He  fpeaks,  and  temped,  hail  and  wind, 
Lay  the  wide  foreff  bare  around  ; 

I  he  fearful  hart  and  frighted  hind, 
Leap  at  the  terrour  of  the  found. 

4  To  Lebanon  he  turns  his  voice. 

And  lo,  the  dately  cedars  break  ; 

The  mountains  tremble  at  the  noife. 
The  vallies  roar,  the  deferts  quake. 

5  The  Lord  fits  fov ’reign  on  the  flood. 
The  Thund’rer  reigns  for  ever  king  : 
But  makes  his  church  his  bled  abode. 
Where  we  his  awful  glories  -flog* 

6  In  gentler  language  there  the  Lord 
1  he  counfels  of  hts  grace  imparts  : 
Amidd  the  raging  dorm  his  word 
Speaks  peace  and  courage  to  otir  hearts. 


1  Q°°N  as  ^.^ear(^  my  Father  fay, 

<cYe  children,  feek  my  grace,” 
My  heart  reply’d  without  delay, 

“I’ll  feek  my  Father’s  face.” 

2  Let  not  thy  face  be  hid  from  me, 

Nor  frown  my  foul  away  ; 

God  of  my  life,  I  fly  to  thee 
In  a  did  reding  day. 

3  Should  friends  and  Kindred  near  and  dear 

Leave  me  to  want  or  die, 

Mv  God  would  make  my  life  his  care  ; 
And  all  my  need  1  apply. 

4  My  fainting  ftcfh  had  dy’d  with  grief, 

Had  not  my  foul  believ’d. 

To  fee  thy  grace  provide  relief, 

Nor  was  my  hope  deceiv’d. 


P  s-  A  L  M  XXX . 

LONG  metre,  first  part 

Sicknefs  healed,  and  Sorrow  removed. 

1  T  WILL  extol  thee,  Lord,  on  high, 
X  At  thy  command  difeafes  ffy 
Who  but  a  God  can  fpeak  and  fave 

I1  rom  the  dark  borders  of  the  grave  ? 

2  Sing  to  the  Lord,  ye  faints  of  his, 

And  tell  how  large  his  goodnefs  is  ; 
Let  all  your  pow’rs  rejoice  and  bids. 
While  you  record  his  ftblfnefs. 

3  His  anger  but  a  moment  flays  ; 

His  love  is  life  and  length  of  days  : 
Tho’  grief  and  tears  the  night  employ* 
The  morning  liar  reflores  the  joy/  * 


5  Wait  on  the  Lord  ye  trembling  faints, 
And  keep  your  courage  up; 

He’ll  raife  your  fpirit  when  it  faints. 
And  far  exceed  your  hope. 

—  ■  — _ 

P  S  A  L  M  XXIX. 

long  metre. 

Storm  and  Thunder. 

£  ^  iV  £  to  the  Lord,  ye  fons  of  fame, 

X  Gi v  e  to  the  X^ord  renown  and  pow  ’r, 
Afcribe  due  honours  to  his  name 
And  his  eternal  might  adore,  * 


LONG  METRE.  SECOND  PART 

Fer.  6. 

Health,  Sicknefs,  and  Recovery. 

1 ?’as  ray  health,  my  day  was 
JL  bright. 

And  I  prefum’d  ’twould  ne’er  be  night : 
Fondly  I  faid  within  my  heart,  ° 

“  Plea  hire  and  peace  fhall  ne’er  depart.’' 

2  But  I  forgot  thine  arm  was  flrong. 
Which  made  my  mountain  hand  foTon^  : 
Soon  as  thy  face  began  to  hide. 

My  health  was  gone,  *iy  comforts  dy’d. 


PSALM 


3  I  cry’d  aloud  to  thee  rny  God  ! 

“What  canft  thou  profit  by  my  blood  ? 

“  Deep  in  the  dud  can  I  declare 
“Thy  truth, or  ling  thy  goodnefs  there? 

4“  Hear  me,  O  God  of  grace  !  I  faid, 

M  And  bring  me  from  amongthe  dead 
Thy  word  rebuk’d  the  pains  I  felt, 

Thy  pard’mng  love  remov’d  my  guilt. 

6  My  groans,  and  tears  and  forms  of  woe,  2 
Are  turn’d  to  joy  and  praifes  notv  ; 

I  throw  my  fackcloth  on  the  ground, 

And  eafe  and  gladnefs  gird  me  round. 

6  My  tongue,  the  glory  of  my  frame, 

Shall  ne  erbefilentof  thy  name  ;  [heav’n. 
Thy  praife  fhall  found  through  earth  and 
For  ficknefs  heal’d  and  fins  forgiv’n. 


P  S  •  A  L  M  XXXI. 
COMMON  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 

Ver.  5,  1 3 - 1$,  22,  23. 

Deliverance  from  Death. 

i  TNTO  thine  hand,  O  God  of  truth, 

X  My  fpirit  I  commit ; 

Thou  had  redeem’d  my  foul  from  death, 
And  Liv'd  me  from  the  pit. 

1  The  paffions  of  my  hope  and  fear 
Maintain’d  a  double  drife, 

While  forrow,  pain,  and  fin  confpir’d 
To  take  away  my  life. 

3  “Mv  time  is  in  my  hand,”  I  cry’d, 

“Though  I  draw  near  the  dufi: 

Thou  art  the  refuge  where  I  hide, 

The  God  in  whom  I  truft. 

4  O  make  thy  reconciled  face 

Upon  thy  fervant  fhine, 

And  fave  me  for  thy  mercy’s  fake, 

For  I’m  entirely  thine. 

pause. 

[5  ’Twas  in  my  hafie  my  fpirit  faid, 

“  I  muff  defpair  and  die, 

“ 1  am  cut  off  before  thine  eyes  j” 

But  thou  half  heard  my  cry.] 

6  Thy  goodnefs  how  divinely  free  ! 

How  wond’rous  is  thy  grace, 

To  thofe  that  fear  thy  majefty, 

And  truft  thy  promifes  ! 

7  O  love  the  Lord,  all  ye  his  faints, 

And  fing  his  praifes  loud  ; 

He’ll  bend  his  ear  to  your  complaints, 
And  recatnpenfe  the  proud. 


XXXI,  XXXII.  31 

COMMON  METRE,  SECOND  PART. 


Vcr. 


13,  1  % - 21 


Deliverance  from  Slander  anJ  Reproach, 
t  /J’Y  heart  rejoices  in  thy  name, 

IV-L  My  God,  my  help,  my  truft  : 
Thou  halt  preferv’d  my  face  from  diame. 
Mine  honour  from  the  dufi, 

4 My  life  is  fpent  with  grief,  I  ery’d, 

‘  My  years  confum’d  in  groans, 

4  My  firength  decays, mine  eyesaredry’d, 
4  And  forrow  wades  my  bones/ 

Among  mine  enemies  my  name 
Was  a  mere  proverb  grown. 

While  to  my  neighbours  I  became 
Forgotten  and  unknown. 


4  Slander  and  fear  on  every  fide 
Seiz’d  and  befet  me  round  : 

I  to  the  throne  of  grace  apply ’d, 

And  fpeedy  refeue  found. 

P  a  u  9  e  . 

How  great  del iv ’ranee  thou  had  wrought 
Before  the  Ions  of  men  1 
The  lying  lips  to  filence  brought, 

And  made  their  boad'ing  vain  ! 

Thy  children,  from  the  ftrife  of  tongues. 
Shall  thy  pavilion  hide, 

Guard  them  from  infamy  and  wrongs, 
And  crufh  the  Tons  of  pride. 

7  Within  thv  fecret  prefence,  Lord, 

Let  me  for  ever  dwell  ; 

No  fenced  city,  wall’d  and  barr’d, 
Secures  a  faint  fo  well. 

PSALM  XXXII. 

SHORT  METRE. 

Forgivenefs  of  Sins  upon  Confefiion. 

1  BLESSED  fouls  are  they, 
v/  Whofe  fins  are  cover’d  o’er  ! 

Divinely  blefi,  to  whom  the  Lord 
Imputes  their  guilt  no  more. 

2  They  mourn  their  follies  pafi, 

And  keep  their  hearts  w  ith  care  ; 

Their  lips  and  lives  without  deceit 
Shall  prove  their  faith  fin  cere. 

3  While  I  conceal’d  my  guilt, 

1  felt  a  fed’ring  wound, 

’Till  I  confefs’d  my  fins  to  theep 
And  ready  pardon  found. 


4 1 


b  5 
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PSALM 


XXXIII. 


4  Let  finners  learn  to  pray, 

Let  Taints  keep  near  the  throne  ; 
Our  help  in  times  of  deep  difirefs 
Is  found  in  God  alone. 


COMMON  METRE. 

Free  Pardon  and  fmcere  Obedience  ;  or,  Con- 
feflion  and  Forgivenefs. 

1  T  T APPY  the  man  to  whom  his  God 
JTX  No  more  imputes  his  fin, 

But  wafi/d  in  his  redeemer’s  blood, 
Hath  made  his  garments  clean  ! 


2  Happy  beyond  exprefllon,  he 

Whofe  debts  are  thus  difcharg’d; 
And  from  the  guilty  bondage  free, 
He  feels  his  foul  enlarg’d. 


3  His  fpirit  hates  deceit  and  lies. 

His  words  are  all  fincere  ; 

He  guards  his  heart,  he  guards  his  eyes, 
To  keep  his  confcience  clear. 

4  While  I  my  inward  guilt  fuppred, 

No  quiet  could  I  find  ; 

Thy  wrath  lay  burning  in  my  bread, 
And  wrack’d  my  tortur’d  mind. 


5  Then  I  confefs’d  my  troubled  thoughts, 

My  fecret  fins  reveal’d  ; 

Thy  pard’ning  grace  forgave  my  faults, 
Thy  grace  my  pardon  feal’d. 

6  This  fiiall  invite  thy  faints  to  pray  ; 

When  like  a  raging  flood 
Temptations  rife,  our  ftrength  and  day 


Is  a  forgiving  God. 


LONG  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 


Repentance  and  free  Pardon  ;  or,  J  unification 
and  Sanctification. 


r  JgLEST  is  the  man,  forever  bled, 


_  Whofe  guilt  is  pardon’d  by  his  God, 

Whofe  fins  withforrow  are  confefs’d, 
And  cover’d  with  his  Saviour’s  blood. 


While  a  bright  evidence  of  grace 
Thro’  his  whole  life  appears  and  fhineS: 


LONG  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 

. 

A  guilty  Confcience  eafy  by  Confeflion  and 

Pardon. 

t  T  XTHILE  I  keep  filence  and  conceal 
V  V  My  heavy  guilt  within  my  heart. 
What  torments  doth  my  confcience  feel, 
What  agonies  of  inward  fmart  1 


I  fpread  my  fins  before  the  Lord, 

And  all  my  fecret  faults  confefs; 

Thy  gofpel  fpeaks  a  pard’ning  word. 
Thy  Holy  Spirit  feals  the  grace. 

For  this  fhall  ev’ry  humble  foul, 

Make  fwift  addreffes  to  thy  feat  : 

When  floods  of  huge  temptations  roll, 
There  fiiall  they  find  a  bled  retreat. 

4  How  fafe  beneath  thy  wings  I  lie,  [pear; 
When  days  grow  dark  and  dorms  ap- 
And  when  I  walk,  thy  watchful  eye 
Shall  guide  me  fafe  from  ev’ry  fnare. 


PSALM  XXXIII. 

COMMON  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 

Works  of  Creation  and  Providence. 


REJ  OICE,  ye  righteous,  in  the  Lord, 
This  work  belongs  to  you  : 


Bled  is  the  man  to  whom  the  Lord 


Iriiputcs  not  his  iniquities. 

He  pleads  no  merit  of  reward, 

And  not  on  works,  but  grace  relics. 


From  guile  his  heart  and  lips  are  free 
His  humble  joy,  his  holy  fear, 

With  deep  repentance  well  agree, 
And  join  to  prove  his  faithrfincere. 


4  How  glorious  is  that  righteoufpefs 
That  hides  ~nd  cancels  all  his  (ins  1 


Sing  of  his  name,  his  ways,  his  word, 
How  holy,  jud  and  true  ! 

2  His  mercy  and  his  righteoufnefs 

Let  heav’n  and  earth  proclafm  ; 
His  works  of  nature  and  of  grace 
Reveal  his  wond’rous  name. 

3  His  wifdom  and  almighty  word 

Tlie  heav’nly  arches  fpread  ; 

And  by  the  fpirit  of  the  Lord 
Their  fhining  hods  were  made. 

4  He  bade  the  liquid  waters  flow 

To  their  appointed  deep  ; 

The  flowing  feas  their  limits  know. 
And  their  own  dation  keep. 

3  Ye  tenants  of  the  fpacious  earth. 
With  fear  before  him  dand  : 

He  fpake,  and  nature  took  its  birth, 
And  reds  on  his  command. 

6  He  fcorns  the  angry  nation’s  rage, 
And  breaks  their  vain  defigns  ;  __ 
His  council  dands  through  every  age, 
And  in  full  glory  fliines. 


1 

4 


PSALM  XXIV. 


COMMON  METRE.  SECOND  PART.\  Vain  arc  your  thoughts,  and  weak  yum 

But  his  eternal  cpunfel  (lands,  [hand:. 
And  rules  the  world  from  age  to  age. 


Creatures  vain,  and  god  AILfufticiewt. 

LEST  is  the  nation  where  the  Lord 
Hath  fix’d  his  gracious  throne  ; 
Where  he  reveals  his  heav’nly  word, 
And  calls  their  tribes  his  own. 


B 


PARTICULAR  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 
Creatures  vain,  and  god  Afi-fufiicient. 


a  His  eye,  with  infinite  furvey, 

Does  the  whole  world  behold  ; 

He  form’d  us  all  of  equal  clay, 

And  knows  our  feeble  mould. 

3  Kings  are  not  refeu'd  by  the  force 

Ot  armies,  from  the  grave  ; 

Nor  fpeed  nor  courage  of  an  horfe 
Can  the  bold  rider  fave. 

4  Vain  is  the  ftrength  of  beads  or  men. 

To  hope  for  fafety  thence  ; 

But  holy  fouls  from  God  obtain 
A  ftrong  and  fure  defence. 

5  God  is  their  fear  and  God  their  truff, 

When  plagues  or  famine  fpread  $ 

His  watchful  eye  fecures  the  juft, 
Among  ten  thoufand  dead. 

6  Lord,  let  our  hearts  rejoice  in  thee, 

And  blefs  us  from  thy  throne  ; 

For  we  have  made  thy  word  our  choice, 
And  truft  thy  grace  alone. 

PARTICULAR  METRE.  FIRST  PART . 
Works  of  Creation  and  Providence. 


HAPPY  nation,  where  the  Lord 
VJ'  Reveals  the  treafures  of  his  word  ; 
And  builds  hischurch,  his  earthly  throne  ' 
His  eye  the  heathen  world  furveys,  [wayc. 
He  form’d  their  hearts,  he  knows  theft 
But  God  their  Maker  is  unknown. 

2  Let  kings  rely  Upon  their  hoft. 

And  of  his  ftrength  the  champion  boaft  ;■ 
In  vain  they  boaft,  in  vain  rely  ; 

In  vain  we  truft  the  brutal  force, 

Or  (peed,  or  courage  of  an  horfe, 

To  guard  his  rider,  or  to  fly. 

3  The  eye  of  thy  companion.  Lord, 

Doth  morefecure  defence  afford,  [(land : 
When  death,  or  dangers  threat’ning 
Thy  watchful  eyepreferves  the  juft, 

Who  make  thy  name  their  fear  and  truft, 
When  wars  or  famine  wafte  the  land. 

4  In  ficknefs  or  the  bloody  field, 

Thou  our  Phyfician,  thou  our  Afield, 
Send  us  falvation  from  thy  throne  : 

W e  wait  to  fee  thy  goodnefs  fhine  ; 

Let  us  rejoice  in  help  divine, 

For  all  our  hope  is  God  alone. 


i'V7rE  holy  fouls  in  God  rejoice,  [voice, 
X  Your  maker’s  praife  becomes  your 
Great  is  your  theme,  yourfongs  be  new  ; 
Sjng  of  his  name,  his  word,  his  ways, 

His  works  of  nature  and  of  grace, 

Plow  wife  and  holy,  juft  and  true  ! 

s.  Juftice.  and  truth  he  ever  loves, 

And  the  whole  earth  his  goodnefs  proves, 
His  word  the  heav’nly  arches  fpread  : 
flow  wide  they  fhine  from  north  to  fouth ; 
And  by  thefpirit  of  his  mouth 
Were  all  the  ftarry  armies  made. 

3  He  gathers  the  wide  flowing  feas, 
v  Thofe  wat’ry  treafures  know  their  place 
In  the  vaft  ftorehotife  of  the  deep  : 

He  fpake,  and  gave  all  nature  birth, 

And  fires,  and  feas,  and  heav’n  and  earth, 
His  everlafting  orders  keep. 

4Let  mortals  tremble  and  adore 
A  God  of  fuch  refiftlefs  povv’r, 

Nor  dare  indulge  their  feeble  rage  ; 

E 


P  S  A  L  M  XXXIV. 

god’s  Care  of  the  Saints  ;  or,  Deliverance  Uy 

Prayer. 

LONG  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 
iT  ORD  I  will  blefs  thee  all  my  days, 
Thy  praife  fhall  dwell  upon  my 
My  foul  ftiall  glory  in  thy  grace,  [tongue; 
While  faints  rejoice  to  hear  the  long. 

2  Come,  magnify  the  Lord  with  me, 
Came  let  us  all  exalt  his  name  ; 

I  fought  th’  eternal  God,  and  he 
Hgs  not  expos’d  my  hope  to  fhame. 

3  I  told  him  all  my  fecret  grief, 

My  fecret  groaning  reach'd  his  ears  • 
He  gave  my  inward  pains  relief, 

And  calm’d  the  tumult  of  my  fears. 

4  To  him  the  poor  lift  up  their  eyes, 
Their  faces  feel  the  heav’nly  fhine  j 
A  beam  of  mercy  from  the  fkies 
Fills  them  with  light:  and  joy  divine. 
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5  His  holy  angels  pitch  their  tents 
Around  the  men  that  ferve  the  Lord  : 
O  fear  and  love  him,  all  ye  faints, 

Tafte  of  his  grace,  and  truft  his  word. 

* 

6  The  wild  young  lions  pinch’d  with  pain 
And  hunger,  roar  through  all  the  wood  ; 
But  none  fhall  feek  the  Lord  in  vain. 
Nor  want  fuppliesof  real  good. 


LONG  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 
Ver.  ii - 2  2. 

Religious  Education  ;  or,  Inftru£tions  of  Piety. 

i  /CHILDREN  in  years  and  knowledge 
young, 

Your  parents  hope,  your  parents  joy, 
Attend  the  coimfels  of  my  tongue, 

Let  pious  thoughts  your  minds  employ. 

s  It  you  defire  a  length  of  days, 

And  peace  to  crown  your  mortal  date, 
Reftrain  your  feet  from  finful  wap, 
Your  lips  from  dander  and  deceit. 

3  The  eyes  of  God  regard  his  faints. 

His  ears  are  open  to  their  cries  ; 

He  lets  his  frowning  face  again  ft 
The  fons  of  violence  and  lies. 

4  To  humble  fouls  and  broken  hearts, 
God  with  his  grace  is  evernigh  ; 
Pardon  and  hope  his  love  imparts, 
When  men  in  deep  contrition  lie. 

5  Hetellslheirtears,  hecountstheirgroans, 
His  Son  redeems  their  fouls  from  death  ; 
His  Spirit  heals  their  broken  bones, 
They  in  his  praife  employ  their  breath. 

COMMON  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 

.  Ver.  i - io. 

Prayer  and  Praife  for  eminent  Deliverance, 

i  T’LL  blefs  the  Lord  from  day  to  day  ; 
JL  How  good  are  all  his  ways  ! 

Ye  humble  fouls  that  ufe  to  pray, 

Come,  help  my  lips  to  praife. 

s  Sing  to  the  honour  of  his  name, 

How  a  poor  finner  cry’d, 

Nor  was  his  hope  expos’d  to  fhame, 

Nor  was  his  fuit  deny’d. 

3  When  threat’ning  forrow's  round  me 
And  endlefs  fears  arofe,  [flood, j 

Like  the  loud  billows  of  a  flood, 
Redoubling  all  my  woes, 


4  I  told  the  Lord  my  fore  diftrefs^ 

With  heavy  groans  and  tears  5 
He  gave  my  fharpefl  torments  eafe. 
And  filenc’d  all  my  fears. 

PAUSE. 

[5  O  finners,  come  and  tafle  his  love. 
Come  learn  his  pleafant  ways, 

And  let  your  own  experience  prove 
T.  he  fweetnefs  of  his  grace. 

6  He  bids  his  angels  pitch  their  tents 
Round  where  his  children  dwell  ; 
What  ill  their  heav’nly  care  prevents. 
No  earthly  tongue  can  tell.] 

[7  O  love  the  Lord,  ye  faints  of  his  ; 

His  eye  regards  the  jufl  ; 

Howt  richly  bleft  their  portion  is 
Who  make  the  Lord  their  truft ! 

&  Young  lions  pinch’d  with  hunger  roar, 
And  famifh  in  the  wood  ; 

But  God  fupplies  his  holy  poor, 

With  ev’ry  needful  good. 


COMMON  METRE.  SECOND  PART 
Ver  11 - 22. 


Exhortations  to  Peace  and  Holinefs. 


1  ^OME,  children,  learn  to  fear  the 
And  that  your  days  be  long,  [Lord, 
Let  not  a  falfe  or  fpiteful  word 
Be  found  upon  your  tongue. 


2  Depart  from  mifehief,  pra£life  love, 
Purfue  the  works  of  peace  : 

So  fhall  the  Lord  your  ways  approve. 
And  fet  your  fouls  at  eafe. 


3  His  eyes  awake  to  guard  the  jufl, 

His  ears  attend  their  cry  : 

When  broken  fpirits  dwell  in  dull. 

The  God  of  grace  is  nigh. 

4  What  though  the  forrows  here  they  tafle 

Are  fharp  and  tedious  too, 

The  Lord  who  faves  them  all  at  lafl. 

Is  their  fupporter  now. 

5  Evil  fhall  finite  the  wicked  dead  ; 

But  God  fecures  his  own  : 

Prevents  the  mifehief  when  they  Aide, 
Or  heals  the  broken  bone. 

6  When  defolation,  like  a  flood, 

O'er  the  proud  finner  rolls, 

Saints  find  a  refuge  in  their  God^  . 

For  he  redeem’d  their  fouls* 
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PSALM  XXXV. 

COMMON  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 

Prayer  and  Faith  of  persecuted  Saints  :  Or, 
Imprecations  mixed  with  Charity, 

1  \TOW  plead  my  caufe,  almighty  God, 
Jl\I  With  all  the  Sons  of  Strife  ; 

And  fight  againft  the  men  of  blood, 

Who  fight  againft  my  life. 

2  Draw  out  thy  fpear,  and  flop  their  way, 

Lift  thine  avenging  rod  ; 

But  to  my  foul  in  mercy  fay, 
u  I  am  thy  Saviour  God.” 

3  They  plant  their  fnares  to  catch  my  feet, 

And  nets  of  mifchief  fpread  : 

Plunge  the  deftroyers  in  the  pit 
That  their  own  hands  have  made. 


How  did  his  flowing  tears  condole, . 

As  for  a  brother  dead  ! 

And  fatting,  inortify’d  his  foul, 

While  for  their  life  he  pray'd. 

They  groan'd, and  curs’d  him  on  their  bed 
Yet  Itill  he  pleads  and  mourns; 

And  double  blelfings  on  his  head 
The  righteous  God  returns. 

O  glorious  type  of  heav’nly  grace  1 
Thus  Cbriji  the  Lord  appears  ; 

While  fi nners  curie,  the  Saviour  prays, 
And  pities  them  with  tears. 

He  the  true  David*  JfraeV s  King, 

Bleft  and  belov’d  of  God, 

To  fave  us  rebels  dead  in  tin. 

Pay'd  his  own  cleared:  blood. 


4  Let  fogs  and  darknefs  hide  their  wav, 
And  flipp’ry  be  their  ground  ; 

Thy  wrath  fhall  make  their  lives  a  prey, 
And  all  their  rage  confound. 

j  They  fly  like  chaff  before  the  wind, 
Before  thine  angry  breath  ; 

The  angel  of  the  Lord  behind, 

Purfues  them  down  to  death. 

■6  They  love  the  road  that  leads  to  hell  ; 
Then  let  the  rebels  die, 

Whofe  malice  is  implacable 
Againft  the  Lord  on  high. 

7  But  if  thou  haft  a  chofen  few 

Amongftthat  impious  race, 

Divide  them  from  the  bloody  crew, 

By  thy  furprifmg  grace. 

8  Then  will  I  raife  my  tuneful  voice. 

To  make  thv  wonders  known  ; 

In  their  falvation  I’ll  rejoice. 

And  blefs  thee  for  my  own. 

COMMON  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 
Ver.  12,  13,  14. 

Love  to  Enemies  :  Or,  the  L«ve  of  chpist  to 
Sinners  typified  in  David. 

i  TOEHOLD  (he  love,  the  generous  love 
JO  That  holy  David  ftiows  ; 

Hark  how  his  founding  bowels  move 
To  his  afflicted  foes  ! 


P  S  A  L  M  XXXVI. 
LONG  METRE. 

Ver.  5- - 9. 

The  Perfections  and  Providence  of  god  :  Or, 
general  Providence  and  fpecial  Grace. 

t  TTIGH  in  the  heavens,  eternal  God, 
n  Thy  goodnefs  in  full  glory  fliines  ; 
Thy  truth  fhall  break  thro'  ev'ry  cloud 
That  veils  and  darkens  thy  defigns. 

2  For  ever  firm  thy  juftice  'ftands, 

As  mountains  their  foundations  keep  ^ 
Wife  are  the  wonders  of  thine  hands  ; 
Thy  judgments  are  a  mighty  deep. 

3  Thy  providence  is  kind  and  large, 

Both  man  and  beaft  thy  bounty  (hare. 
The  whole  creation  is  thy  charge, 

But  faints  are  thy  peculiar  care. 

4  My  God  !  how  excellent  thy  grace  ; 

W  hence  all  our  hope  and  comfort  fprings; 
The  fons  of  Adam  in  diftrefs, 

Fly  to  the  fhadow  of  thy  wings. 

5  From  the  provilions  of  thy  houfe 
We  fhall  be  fed  with  fweet  repaft  ; 
There  mercy  like  a  river  flo.ws, 

And  brings  falvation  to  our  tafte. 


52  When  they  are  fick,  his  foul  complains, 
And  feems  to  feel  the  fmart  ; 

The  fpirit  of  the  gofpel  reigns, 

And  melts  his  pious  heart. 


6  Life,  like  a  fountain  rich  and  free, 
Springs  from  the  prefence  of  my  Lord, 
And  in  the  light  our  fouls  fhall  fee 
The  glories  promis’d  in  thy  word* 


P  S  A  L 

COM  M  0  N  M  E  T  R  E. 

Per.  i,  z,  5,  6,  7,  9. 

Pra&ical  AtheiOn  expofed  r  Or,  the  Being 
and  Attributes  of  god  aficrted. 

HILE  men  prow  bold  in  wicked 
And  yet  a  God  they  own,  [w  ays, 
My  heart  within  me  often  (ays, 

Their  thoughts  believe  there’s  none.” 

*  B  heir  thoughts  and  ways  at  once  declare 
(Whate’er  their  lips  profefs) 

God  hath  no  wrath  for  them  to  fear, 

Nor  will  they  leek  his  grace. 

3  What  ftrange  felf-flatt’ry  blindstheireyesl 

But  there’s  a  hafl’ning  hour 
When  they  fliall  fee  with  lore  furprile, 
The  terrours  of  thv  pow’r. 

4  Thy  jufhce  fliall  maintain  its  throne, 

Though  mountains  melt  away  ; 

Thy  judgments  are  a  world  unknown, 

A  deep  unfathom’d  fea. 

$  Above  thefe  heav’ns  created  rounds, 
Thy  mercies.  Lord,  extend  ; 

I  Ivy  truth  outlives  the  narrow  bounds 
Where  time  and  nature  end. 

C  Safety  to  man  thy  goodnefs  brings, 

Nor  overlooks  the  bead  ; 

Beneath  the  fhadow  of  thy  wings 
Thy  children  choofe  to  red. 

•7  [From  thee  when  creature  dreams  rim 
And  mortal  comforts  die,  [low, 

Perpetual  fprings  of  life  fhall  flow, 

And  raife  our  pleafures  high. 

8  Though  all  created  light  decay, 

Ai;d  death  clofe  up  our  eyes, 

Thy  prefence  makes  eternal  day, 

Where  clouds  can  never  rife.] 


SHORT  METRE. 

Ver.  f- - -7. 

The  Wickednefs  of  Man,  and  the  Majefty  of 
god  :  Or,  practical  Atheifm  expofed. 

tTTTHEN  man  grows  bold  in  fin, 

V  V  My  heart  within  me  cries, 

C(  He  hath  no  faith  of  God  within, 
u  Nor  fear  before  his  eyes.” 

2  [He  walks  a  while  canceal’d, 

In  a  fel f-flatt’ring  dream, 

Till  hi^  dark  crimes  at  once  reveal’d 
Expofe  his  hatefjtil  name,] 

y  »;  A  .  ««  «■ 
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3  His  heart  isfalfe  and  foul, 

His  words  are  fmooth  and  fair ; 
Wifdom  is  bani fil’d  from  his  foul, 

And  leaves  no  goodnefs  there. 

4  He  plots  upon  his  bed, 

New  mifehiefs  to  fulfil  : 

He  fets  his  heart,  and  hands,  and  head. 

To  praftife  all  that’s  ill. 

5  But  there’s  a  dreadful  Gcd, 

Though  men  renounce  his  fear  ; 

His  j office  hid  behind  a  cloud. 

Shall  one  great  day  appear. 

6  His  truth  tranfeends  the  fky. 

In  heav’n  his  mercies  dwell  ; 

Deep  as  the  fea  his  judgments  lie, 

His  anger  burns  to  hell. 

7  How  excellent  his  love, 

Whence  all  our  fafety  fprings  : 

O  never  let  my  foul  remove 

From  underneath  his  wings  ! 

FT  A  L  M  XXXVII. 

COMMON  METRE.  FIRST  PART, 

Ver.  1 - -15, 

The  Cure  of  Envy,  Fretfulnefs  and  Unbelief; 
or,  the  Rewards  of  the  Righteous  and  the 
Wicked  :  Or,  the  World’s  Hatred,  and  the 
Saint’s  Patience, 

1  "XA^HY  fhould  I  vex  my  foul  and  fre* 

V  V  To  fee  thew/icked  rife  ; 

Or  envy  finners  waxing  gre^t 
By  violence  and  lies  ? 

2  As  flow’ry  grafs  cut  down  at  noon, 

Before  the  ev’ning  fades, 

So  fhall  their  glories  vanifii  foon. 

In  everlafiing  fitades. 

3  Then  let  me  make  the  Lord  my  truff. 

And  pradtife  all  that’s  good  : 

So  fliall  I  dwell  among  the  juft, 

And  he’ll  provide  me  food. 

4  I  to  my  God  my  wavs  commit, 

And  cheerful  wait  his  will  ; 

Thy  hand  which  guides  my  doubtful  feet, 
Shall  my  de fires  fulfil. 

5  Mine  innocence  fhal t  thou  difplay, 

And  make  thy  judgments  known, 

Fair  as  the  light  of  dawning  day, 

And  glorious  as  the  neon. 

6  The  meek  at  lad  the  earth  pcfTefs, 

A^d  are  the  heirs  of  heav’n  ; 


>  '  'r-f 
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True  riches,  with  abundant  peace, 
To  humble  fouls  are  giv’n. 

pause. 
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COMMON  METRE.  THIRD  PART 
Vcr.  ly - —  37 • 

The  Way  and  End  ur  tj»e  Righteous  and  the 

Wicked* 


7  Red  in  the  Lord,  and  keep  his  way, 

Nor  let  your  anger  rife, 

Though  Providence  (hould  long  delay 
To'punifh  haughty  vice. 

%  Let  dinners  join  to  break  your  peace, 
And  plot,  and  rage,  and  loam  ; 

The  Lord  derides  them,  for  he  lees 
Their  day  of  vengeance  come. 

9  They  have  drawn  out  the  threat  ning 
Have  bent  the  murd’rous  bow,  [fword, 
To  flay  the  men  that  fear  the  Lord, 

And  bring  the  righteous  low. 

jo  My  God  fii all  break  their  bows,  and 
Their  perfecuting  darts,  [burn 

Shall  their  own  fwords  againfl  them  turn, 
And  pain  furprife  their  hearts. 


COMMON  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 
Ver*  1 6,  21, - 31. 

Charity  to  the  Poor  :  Or,  Religion  in  Words 

and  Deeds. 

x  'll  THY  do  the  wealthy  wicked  boaft, 
V  V  And  grow'  profanely  bold  ? 

The  meanefl  portion  of  the  juft, 

Excels  the  Tinners  gold. 

1  The  wicked  borrows  of  his  friends. 

But  ne’er  defigns  fo  pay  ; 

The  faint  is  merciful  and  lends, 

Nor  turns  the  poor  away. 

3  His  aim,  with  lib’ral  heart  he.gives 

Among  the  fons  of  need  ; 

His  mem’ry  to  long  ages  lives., 
Andblefied  is  his  feed. 

4  His  lips  abhor  to  talk  prophane. 

To  Hander  or  delraiid  ; 

His  ready  tongue  declares  10  men 
What  he  has  learn’d  of  God. 

5  The  law  and  gofpel  of  the  Lord, 

Deep  in  his  heart  abide  ; 

Led  by  the  Spirit  and  the  Word, 

His  feet  fhail  never  Hide. 

6  When  dinners  fall,  the  righteous  Hand 

Preferv’d  fromev  ry  fnare, 

They  fhail  poifefs  the  promis’d  land, 
And  dwell  forever  there. 


1  1V/TY  God,  tlK>  nePs  of  Pious  meu 
jLVJL  Are  order’d  by  thy  will  ; 

Though  they  fliould  fall  they  rife  again. 
Thy  hand  fupports  them  dill. 

2  The  Lord  delights  to  fee  their  ways, 

Their  virtue  he  approves  ? 

He’ll  ne’er  deprive  them  of  his  grace. 

Nor  leave  the  men  he  loves. 

3  The  heav’r.ly  heritage  is  theirs, 

Their  portion  and  rheir  home  : 

He  feeds  them  now,  and  makes  them 
Of  bleftings  long  to  come.  [heirs 

4  Wait  on  the  Lord,  ye  fyns  of  men. 

Nor  fear  when  tyrants  frown.; 

Ye  fhail  confefs  their  pride  was  vain, 
When  juftice  calls  them  down, 
p  a  v  s  e. 

5  The  haughty  dinner  1  have  feen, 

Not  fearing  man  nor  God, 

Like  a  tall  bay-tree,  fair  and  green, 
Spreading  his  arms  abroad. 

6  And  lo,  he  vanifh’d  from  the  ground, 

Deftroy’d  by  hands  unfeen  ; 

Nor  root  nor  branch,  nor  leaf  was  found, 
Where  all  that  pride  had  been. 

7  But  mark  the  man  of  righteoufnefs, 

His  feveral  fteps  attend  ; 

True  pleafure  runs  through  all  his  ways, 
And  peaceful  is  his  end. 

’p  S  A  L  M  XXXVIIlT 

COMMON  METRE. 

Guilt  of  Confcience  and  Relief ;  or,  Repent¬ 
ance  and  Prayer  for  Paidon  and  Health. 

MIDST  thy  wrath  remember  love, 
Reftorc  thy  fervant,  Lord, 

Nor  let  a  father’s  chaft’ning  prove 
Like  an  avenger’s  fword, 

2  Thine  arrows  ftick  within  my  heart. 
My  fief.i  is  do  rely  preft  ; 

Between  the  forrow  and  the  fmarte 
My  fpirit  finds  no  reft. 

3  My  (Ins  a  heavy  load  appear, 

And  o’er  my  head  are  gone  $ 

Too  heavy  they  for  me  to  bear. 

Too  hard  for  me  t’  atone* 
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4  My  thoughts  are  like  a  troubled  fea 

My  head  dill  bending  down  ;  ’ 

•And  i  g0  mourning  ali  the  day 
beneath  my  Father's  frown. 

5  Lord,  I  am  weak  and  broken  fore. 

None  of  my  pow'rs  are  whole  ; 

The  mward  anguid.  makes  me  roar, 
lhe  anguifh  of  my  foul. 

6  ^ my  defire  to  thee  is  known, 

lhine  eye  counts  ev’ry  tear 
And  ev’ry  figh  and  ev’ry  groan 
Is  no  tic  d  by  tfime  ear. 

7  ^?I0L1  art  God,  my  only  hope. 

My  God  will  hear  my  cry, 

My  God  will  bear  my  fpirit  up 
When  Satan  bids  me  die. 

[8  My  foot  is  ever  apt  to  Hide, 

My  foes  rejoice  to  fee’t  ; 

AAfLra'^e  pleafure  and  their  pride. 

When  they  fupplant  my  feet. 

9  But  I’ll  confefs  my  guilt  to  thee, 
f  And  grieve  for  all  my  fin  ; 

I  11  mourn  how  weak  my  graces  be 
And  beg  fupport  divine. 

20  My  God,  forgive  my  follies  pad. 

And  be  forever  nigh  ; 

O  Lord  of  my  falvation  hade 
Before  thy  fervant  die.] 

PSALM  XXXIX.  _ 

COMMON  METRE.  FIRST  PART.  COMMON  METRE.  THIRD  PART. 

Ver.  9 - 13. 

Sick-bed  Devotion  :  Or,  Pleading  without  Re- 


M  XXXIX. 

iCOMMON  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 

Ver-  4,  5>  6,  7. 

I  he  Vanity  of  Man  as  Mortal, 

1  TEACH  me  the  meafureof  my  days, 
t  ,  Bhou  Maker  of  my  frame  ; 

1  AUldi  fLU'Vey  life's  narrow  tyace, 
nd  learn  how  frail  I  am. 

2  A  fpan  is  all  that  we  can  boad. 

An  inch  or  two  of  time  j 

Man  is  but  vanity  and  dud* 

In  all  his  flow’r  and*prime. 

3  See  the  vain  race  of  mortals  move 
Like  diadows  o’er  the  plain, 

They  rage  and  drive,  defire  and  love. 

But  all  the  noife  is  vain. 

4  Some  walk  in  honour’s  gaudy  fhow, - 
Some  dig  for  golden  ore, 

They  toil  for  heirs  they  know  not  who. 
And  draight  are  feen  no  more. 

5  What  fhould  I  with  or  wait  for  then 
From  creatures,  earth  and  dud  ? 

i  hey  make  our  expe61ations  vain, 

And  difappoint  our  trud. 

6  Now  I  forbid  my  carnal  hope, 

My  fond  defires  recal  ! 

I  give  my  mo'rtai  intered  up. 

And  make  my  God  my  all. 


J 


Ver.  i,  2,  3. 

Watchfulnefs  over  the  Tongue  :  Or,  Prudence 

and  Zeal. 

HUS  I  refolv’d  before  the  Lord. 

£  J  XT  Ml  t 


“  N°w  will  I  watch  my  tongue, 
Left  I  let  flip  one  finful  word, 

“  °r  do  my  neighbour  wrong.” 

2  And  if  I’m  e’er  condrain’d  to  day 
}  With  men  of  lives  prophane, 

I'll  fet  a  double  guard  that  day, 

Nor  let  my  talk  be  vain. 

3  I  11  Scarce  allow  my  lips  to  fpealc 

The  pious  thoughts  I  feel, 

Ted  fcoffers  fhould  th’  occafion  take 
To  mock  my  holy  zeal. 

4  Yet  if  fome  proper  hour  appear, 

I  ’ll  not  be  over  aw’d, 

But  let. the  Rolling  tinners  hear 
That  we  can  fpeak  for  God, 


pining, 

OD  of  my  lire,  look  gently  down, 
Behold  the  pains  I  feel  { 

But  I  am  dumb  before  thy  throne, 

Nor  dare  difpute  thy  will. 

2  Difeafes  are  thy  fervants,  Lord, 

,  Tiiey  come  at  thy  command  ; 

I  11  not  attempt  a  murm’ring  word, 
Againd  thy  chad’ning  hand. 

3  Yet  may  I  plead  with  humble  cries, 

Remove  thy  diarp  rebukes  : 

My  drength  confumes,  my  fpirit  dies, 

■  Through  thy  repeated  drokes. 

4  Crufh’d  as  a  moth  beneath  thy  hand. 

We  moulder  to  the  dud  ; 

Our  feeble  pow’rs  can  ne’er  withdaftcL 
And  all  our  beauty’s  lod. 


P  S  A  L 

5  [This  mortal  life  decays  apace, 

Mow  foon  the  bubble’s  broke  ; 

Adam  and  all  his  num’rous  race 
Are  vanity  and  fruoktn] 

6  I’m  but  a  fojourner  below, 

As  all  my  lathers  were  ; 

May  I  be  well  prepar’d  to  go, 

When  l  the  fummons  hear. 

7  But  if  my  life  be  fear'd  a  while, 

Before  my  lafl  reihove, 

Thy  praife  (hall  be  my  bus’nefs  hill, 

And  Til  declare  thy  love. 

PSALM  XL. 

Ver.  r,  2,  3,  5,  17. 

COMMON  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 

A  Song  of  Deliverance  from  great  Diftrefs. 

WAITED  patient  for  the  Lord, 

He  bow’d  to  hear  my  cry  : 

He  faw  me  refting  on  his  word, 

And  brought  falvation  nigh. 

2  He  rail’d  me  from  a  horrid  pit. 

Where  mourning  long  I  lay, 

And  from  my  bonds  releas’d  my  feet, 
.Deep  bonds  of  miry  clay. 

3  Firm  on  a  rock  l>e  made  me  ftand, 

And  taught  my  cheerful  tongue 
To  praife  the  wonders  of  his  hand 
In  a  new  thankful  long. 

4  I’ll  fpread  his  works  of  grace  abroad  : 

The  faints  with  joy  fh all  hear. 

And  tinners  learn  to  make  my  God 
Their  only  hope  and  fear. 

5  How  many  are  thy  thoughts  of  love  !' 

Thy  mercies,  Lord,  how  great ! 

We  have  not  words,  nor  hours  enough, 
Their  numbers  to  repeat. 

When  I’m  afflicted,  poor  and  low. 

And  light  and  peace  depart,, 

My  God  beholds  my  heavy  woe, 

And  bears  me  on  his  heart. 


COMMON  METRE.  SECOND  PART 
Ver.  6 - 9.. 

The  Incarnation  and  Sacrifice  of  christ. 

1  r  |  ’'HUS  faith  the  Lord,  “Your  work  is 
X  vain, 

u  Give  your  burnt  off’ rings  o’er, 
st  In  dying  goafs  and  bullocks  flain 
“  My  loui  delights  no  more.” 

/ 


M  XL.  gg 

2  Then  fpakethe Saviour,  (t  LOjTmhere^ 

“  My  God,  to  do  thy  will  ; 
u  Whate’er  thy  facred  books  declare 
“  Thy  fervant  fhall  fulfil. 

3  “  Thy  law  is  ever  in  my  fight, 

“  I  keep  it  near  my  heart ; 
u  Mine  ears  are  open’d  with  delight 
“  To  what  thy  lips  impart.” 

4  And  fee  the  blefl  Redeemer  comes, 

Th’  eternal  Son  appears, 

And  at  th’  appointed  time  afliimes 
The  body  God  prepares. 

5  Much  he  reveal’d  his  Father’s  grace. 

And  much  his  truth  he  fhew’d, 

And  preach’d  the  way  of  righteoufnefs 
Where  great  affembiies  flood. 

6  His  Father’s  honour  touch’d  his  hearts 

He  pity’d  finners  cries. 

And  to  fulfil  a  Saviour’s  part 
Was  made  a  facrifice. 

pause. 

7  No  blood  of  beafts  on  altars  fhed 

Could  wafh  the  the  confcience  clean,. 
But  the  rich  facrifice  he  paid 
Atones  for  all  our  fin. 

S  Then  was  the  great  falvation  fpread. 
And  Sataii  s  kingdomfhook  ; 

Thus  by  the  woman’s  promis’d  feed,. 
The  fer-pent’s  head  was  broke. 


LONG  METRE. 

Ver.  5 - 10. 

Christ  our  Sacrifice. 

1  r|  TIE  wonders,  Lora,  thy  lovr  has 

X  wrought. 

Exceed  our  praife, furmounr  ourthou^ht^ 
Should  I  attempt  the  long  detail, 

My  fpeeeh  would  faint,  my  numbers  fail1. 

2  No  blood  of  beads  on  altars  fpilt, 

Can  clean  fe  the  fouls  of  men  from  guilty 
But  thou  had  fet  before  our  eves 
An  all-fufficient  facrifice. 

3  Lo  !  thine  eternal  Son  appears. 

To  thy  deGgnshe  bow>  his  ears  ; 
AfTumes  a  body  well  prepar’d. 

And  well  performs  a  work  fo  hard. 

4  “  Behold  I  come  (the  Saviour  cries,. 
With  love  and  duty  in  his  eyes) 

“  I  come  to  bear  the  heavy  load 
“  Of  fins,  and  do  thy  will,  my  GoeL 


40 


PSALM  XLI,  XLII,  XLIV. 


•i  $ . 

Ifl’ 

ill 

jfr 

{■! 


4'* 


ft;,' 


•I 


S  u  t Lis  written  in  thy  great  decree, 

“  Lis  *n  thy  book  foretold  of  me, 

I  mu  ft  fulfil  the  Saviour’s  part  ; 

And  lo  !  thy  law  is  in  my  heait. 

4  “  I'll  magnify  thy  holy  law, 

And  rebels  to  obedience  draw, 

“  When  on  my  crofs  I’m  lifted  high, 

* 4  Or  to  my  crown  above  the  fky. 

7  <c  The  Spirit  fhall  defeend  and  (how 
What  thou  haft  done,  and  what  I  do  ; 
“  1  he  wond’ring  world  fhall  learn  thy 
grace, 

u  Thy  wifdoai  and  thy  righteoufnefs.” 


s  A  L  M 
long  me 

Ver.  i.  2,  3 


XLI. 

T  R  E. 


Chanty  to  the  Poor  :  Or,  Pity  to  the  Affii&ed. 

1  ULES1  is  tlie  mart,  whole  bowels  move, 
JL?  And  melt  with  pity  to  the  poor, 
Whole  foul  by  fym  pat  hi  ling  love 
Feels  what  his  fellow  faints  endure. 

3  Hjs  heart  contrives  for  their  relief 
More  good  than  his  own  hands  can  do  ; 
he  in  a  tune  of  gen  ral  grief 

Shall  find  the  Lord  has  mercy  too. 

<3  H,s  foul  (hall  live  fecure  on  earth  ; 
With  fecret  biddings  on  his  head, 

W  hen  drought,  and  peftilence,  and  death, 
Around  him  multiply  their  dead. 

4  Or,  if  he  languifh  pn  his  couch, 

God  will  pronounce  his  fins  forgiv’n, 
Will  lave  him  with  a  healing  touch, 

Or  take  his  willing  foul  to  heav’n. 

P  s  A  L  M  XLII. 

COMMON  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 
Ver.  i-» - 5. 

Defert-on  and  Hope  :  Or,  Complaint  of  Ab- 
fence  from  Pubiick  Worihip. 

1  T/T/ITHearneftlongingsof  themind, 
V  V  My  God,  to  thee  I  look  ; 

So  pants  the  hunted  hart  to  find 
And  tafte  the  cooling  brook. 

w7‘ 

3  When  fhall  I  fee  thy  courts  of  grace, 
And  meet  my  God  again  ? 

So  long  an  abfence  from  thy  face 
My  heart  endures  with  pain. 

3  Temptations  vex  my  weary  foul, 

And  tears  are  my  repaft  ; 


The  foe  infults  with  out  control, 

“  And  where’s  your  God  at  laft  ? 

4  ’Tis  with  a  mournful  pleafure  now 

I  think  on  ancient  days  ; 

Then  to  thy  houfe  did  numbers  go, 
And  all  our  work  was  praife. 

5  But  why,  my  foul,  funk  down  fo  far 

Beneath  this  heavy  load  ; 

Why  do  my  thoughts  indulge  defpair, 
And  fin  againfLjny  God  ? 

6  Hope  in  the  Lord,  whofe  mighty  hand 
Can  all  thy  woes  remove, 

For  I  fhall  yet  before  him  ftand. 

And  fing  reftoring  love. 


O  N  G  M 
Ver.  6 — 


E  T  R  E. 

1 1 


Melancholy  Thoughts  reproved  :  Or.  Hope  in 

Affliction. 

1  TV  TY  fpirit  finks  within  me,  Lord, 
1VJL  But  I  will  call  thy  name  to  mind. 

And  times  of  paftdiftrefs  record, 

When  I  have  found  my  God  was  kind. 

2  Huge  troubles,  withtumult'ous  noife, 
Swell  like  a  fe a,  and  round  me  fpread  ; 
Thy  water- fpouts  drown  all  my  joys, 

And  rifing  waves  roil  o’er  my  head 

3  Yet  will  the  Lord  command  his  love, 
When  I  addrefs  his  throne  by  day, 

Nor  in  the  night  his  grace  remove  ; 

The  night  fhall  hear  me  fing  and  pray. 

4  I’ll  caft  my felf  before  bis  feet, 

And  fay,  ‘My  God,  my  heav’nly  Reck, 

‘  Why  doth  thylove  fo  long  forget 
‘  The  foul  that  groans  beneath  thy  firoke  V 

5  I’ll  chide  my  heart  that  finks  fo  low, 
Whyfhould  my  foul  indulge  her  grief, 
Hope  in  the  Lord,  and  praife  him  too; 

He  is  my  reft,  my  hire  relief. 

6  Thy  light  and  truth  fhall  guide  me  Hill, 
Thy  word  fhall  my  beft  thoughts  employ, 
And  lead  me  to  thine  holy  hill, 

My  God,  my  molt  exceeding  joy. 

P~s  A  L  M  XLIV. 

C  O  M  MON  METRE. 

Ver.  1,  2,  3,  S,  15 - -26. 

The  Church’s  Complaint  in  Perfection, 
i  T  ORD,  we  have  heard  thy  works  of 
-L/  Thy  works  ofpow  ’rand  giace,  fold. 
When  to  our  ears  our  fathers  told 
The  wonders  of  their  davs. 
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4  H<5w  thou  did/1  buiyjAhy  churches  here, 
And  make  thy  gofpel  known  ; 
Amongflthem  did  thine  arm  appear, 
Thy  light  and  glory  Ihone. 

3  In  God  they  boa/led  all  the  day, 

And  in  a  cheerful  throng, 

Did  thoufands  meet  to  praife  and  pray, 
And  grace  was  all  their  long. 

4  But  now  our  fouls  are  feiz’d  with  fhame, 

Confufion  fills  our  face, 

To  hear  the  enemy  blafpheme, 

And  fools  reproach  thy  grace. 

5  Yet  have  we  not  forgot  our  God, 

Nor  falfely  dealt  with  heav’n, 

Nor  have  our  heps  declin’d  the  road 
Of  duty  thou  hah  giv’n. 

6  Though  dragons  all  around  us  roar 

With  their  deflrudtive  breath, 

And  thine  own  hand  has  bruis’d  us  fore 
Hard  by  the  gates  of  death. 

PAUSE. 

7  We  are  expos’d  all  day  to  die, 

As  martyrs  for  thy  caufe, 

As  (beep  for  /laughter  bound  we  lie 
By  /harp  and  bloody  laws. 

S  Awake,  arife,  almighty  Lord, 

Why  Deeps  thy  wonted  grace  ? 

Why  fhould  we  look  like  menabhorr’d 
Or  banihi’d  from  thy  face  ? 

9  Wilt  thou  for  ever  cah  us  off. 

And  hill  negledt  our  cries  ? 

For  ever  hide  thine  heav’nly  love 
From  our  afflicted  eyes  ? 

10  Down  to  the  duh  our  foul  is  bow’d. 

And  dies  upon  the  ground  ; 

Rife  for  our  help,  rebuke  the  proud, 
And  all  their  pow’rs  confound. 

u  Redeem  us  from  perpetual  fhame, 

Our  Saviour  and  our  God  ; 

We  plead  the  honours  of  thy  name, 

The  merits  of  thy  blood. 


2  Now  make  thy  glory  known; 

Gird  on  thy  dreadful  /word, 

And  ride  in  maje/fy,  to  fpread 
Theconquehs  of  thy  word. 

3  Strike  through  thy  hubborn  foes, 

Or  melt  their  hearts  t’  obey, 

While  juhice,  meeknefs,  grace,' and  truth. 
Attend  thy  glorious  way. 

4  Thy  laws,  O  God,  are  right  ; 

Thy  throne  /hall  ever  (land  ; 

And  thy  vidforious  gofpei  proves 
A  feeptrein  thy  hand. 

5  [Thy  Father  and  thy  God, 

Hath,  without  meafure,  flied 

His  Spirit;  like  a  joyful  oil 

T’  anoint  thy  facred  head. 

6  Behold,  at  thy  right  hand 
The  Gentile  church  is  feen. 

Like  a  fair  bride  in  rich  attire, 

And  princes  guard  the  queen.] 

7  Fair  bride,  receive  his  love, 

*  Forget  thy  father’s  houfe  ;• 

Forfake  thy  gods,  thy  idol  gods. 

And  pay  thy  Lord  thy  vows. 

8  O  let  thy  God  and  King 
Thy  fweeteft  thoughts  employ  j 

Thy  children  /hall  his  honours  fing  • 

In  palaces  of  joy. 
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S  A  L  M  XLV. 

H  O  R  T  M  E  T  R  E. 

Glory  of  Christ  :  The  Succefs 
GofDel  :  And  the  Gentile  Church. 

1  \TY  Saviour  ar|d  my  King, 
Thy  beauties  are  divine 
riiy  lips  wirh  blellings  overflow, 

And  ev’rv  grace  is  thine. 

F 


of  the 


COMMON  METRE. 

The  personal  Glories  and  Government 

CHRIST, 

1  T'LL.fPeak  fr°nours  of  my  Ring  ; 

-1.  His  form  divinely  fair  ; 

None  of  the  fons  of  mortal  race 
May  with  the  Lord  compare. 

2  Sweet  is  thy  fpeech,  and  heav’nly  <rtztc 

Upon  thy  lips  is  died  $ 

Thy  God  with  ble/Tings  infinite 
Hath  crown’d  thy  /acred  head. 

3  Gird  on  thy  fword,  vidforious  Priricey 
Ride  with  maje flick  fway  ; 

Thy  terrour/hali  /trike  through  thy  foes. 
Arad  make  the  world  obey! 

Thy  throne,  O  God,  forever  /lands; 

Thy  word  of  grace  /hall  prove 
A  peaceful  freptre  in  thy  hands. 

To  rule  thy  faints  by  love. 

Juflice  and  truth  Attend  thee  fliily 
But  mercy  is  thy  choice  y 
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And  God,  thy  God,  thy  foul  fhall  fiP 
With  molt  peculiar  joys. 

LONG  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 

The  Glory  of  Christ,  and  Power  of  hi 

Gofpel. 

*  XJOW  be  my  heart  infpir’d  to  fing 
The  glories  of  my  Saviour  King, 
jefus  the  Lord,  how  heavenly  fair 
H  is  form  !  how  bright  his  beauties  are  ! 

a  O'er  all  the  Tons  of  human  race 
He  Ihines  with  a  fuperiour  grace, 

Love  from  his  lips  divinely  flows, 

And  blefimgs  all  his  ftate  compofe. 

3  Drds  thee  in  arms,  rnoft  mighty  Lord, 
Gird  on  the  terrour  of  thy  fword, 

In  majefty  and  glory  ride 

With  truth  and  meeknefs  at  thy  fide. 

4  Thine  anger,  like  a  pointed  dart, 

Shall  pierce  the  foes  of  ftubborn  heart  j 
Or  words  of  mercy  kind  and  fweet 
Shall  melt  the  rebels  at  thy  feet. 

5  Thy  throne,  O  God,  for  ever  (lands, 
Grace  is  the  fceptre  in  thy  hands  ; 

Thy  laws  and  works  are  juft  and  right, 
Jiiftice  and  grace  are  thy  delight. 

6  God,  thine  own  God,  has  richly  died 
His  oil  of  gladnefs  on  thy  head, 

And  with  his  facred  fpirit  bleft 
H  is  firft-born  Son  above  the  red. 


LONG  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 

Christ  and  his  Church  :  Or,  The  Myftica’ 

Marriage* 

1  fT1HE  King  of  faints,  how  fair  his  face, 

X  Adorn'd  with  majefty  and  grace  ; 
He  comes  with  bleffings  from  above, 
And  wins  the  nations  to  his  love. 

2  At  his  right  hand,  our  eyes  behold, 
The  queen  array'd  in  pureft  gold  ; 

The  world  admires  her  heav'nly  drefs 
Her  robe  of  joy  and  righteoufnefs. 

3  He  forms  her  beauties  like  his  own, 

He  calls  and  feats  her  near  his  throne  : 
Fair  ft  ranger,  let  thine  heart  forget 
The  idols  of  fhy  native  ftate. 

4  So  fhall  the  King  the  more  rejoice 
In  thee  the  fav'rite  of  his  choice  ; 

Let  him  be  lov’d,  and  yet  ador’d, 

For  he's  thy  Maker  and  thy  Lord. 


S  G  happy  hour,  when  thou  ftialt  rife 
To  his  fair  palace  in  the  (kies, 

And  all  thy  Tons  (a  num'rous  train) 
Each  like  a  prince  in  glory  reign. 

5  Let  endlefs  honours  crown  his  head  ; 
Let  ev'ry  age  his  praifes  fpread  ; 

While  we  with  cheerful  fongs  approve 

The  condefcenfion  of  his  love. 

'  —  ■  ■  ■  ■  » -  .  .  . 

PSALM  XLVI. 

LONG  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 

fhe  Church’s  Safety  and  Triumph  among  na¬ 
tional  Deflations. 

1  OD  is  the  refuge  of  his  faints, 

VJT  When  (forms  of  fharp  diftrefs  in  vade ; 
Ere  we  can  offer  our  complaints 
Behold  him  prefent  with  his  aid. 

2  Let  mountains  from  their  feats  be  hurl'd 
Down  to  the  deep,  and  bury'd  there  ; 
Convulfions  {hake  the  folid  world. 

Our  faith  fhall  never  yield  to  fear. 

3  Loud  may  the  troubled  ocean  roar, 

In  facred  peace  our  fouls  abide, 

While  ev’rv  nation,  ev’ry  fhore, 
Trembles,  and  dreads  the  fuelling  tide* 

p  There  is  a  ftream,  whofe  gentle  flow 
Supplies  the  city  of  our  God  ; 

Life,  love,  and  joy  ftill  gliding  through, 
And  wat’ring  our  divine  abode. 

5  That  facred  ftream,  thine  holy  word. 
That  ail  my  raging  fear  controls : 

Sweet  peace  thy  promifes  afford, 

And  give  new  ftrength  to  fainting  fouls* 

6  Sion  enjoys  her  monarch’s  love, 

Secure  againft  a  threat’ning  hour; 

Nor  can  her  firm  foundations  move, 

Built  on  his  truth, and  arm’d  with  pow'r, 

LONG  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 

god  fights  for  his  Church. 

;  i  T  ET  Zion  in  her  King  rejoice,  [rife; 
JL d  The’  tyrants  rage,  andkingdems 
He  utters  his  almighty  voice, 

The  nations  melt,  the  tumult  dies. 

s  The  Lord  of  old  for  Jacob  fought. 

And  Jacob's  God  is  ftill  our  aid: 

Behold  the  works  his  hand  has  wrought, 
What  deflations  he  has  made. 

;  From  fea  to  fea,  through  all  the  fhores, 
He  makes  the  noife  of  battle  ceafe  ; 
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When  from  on  high  his  thunder  roars, 
He  awes  the  trembling  world  to  peace. 

4  He  breaks  the  bow,  he  cuts  the  fpear, 
Char’ots  he  burns  with  heav’nly  flame; 
Keep  filence  all  the  earth,  and  hear 
The  found  and  glory  of  his  name. 

5  u  Be  (till,  and  learn  that  I  am  God, 

**  I'll  be  exalted  o’er  the  lands, 

**  I  will  be  known  and  fear’d  abroad, 
But  ftiil  my  throne  in  Zion  hands.” 

6  O  Lord  of  hods,  almighty  King, 

While  we  fo  near  thy  .prefence  dwell, 
Our  faith  fhall  fit  fecure,  and  fing 
Defiance  to  the  gates  of  hell. 

P  S  A  L  M  XL  V  ii. 

COMMON  METRE. 

chri  T  aicending  and  reigning. 

%  T~\  FOR  a  fhout  of  facred  joy 

To  God  the  fov ’reign  King  ! 

Let  ev’ry  land  their  tongues  employ, 
And  hymns  of  triumph  fing. 

?  Jefus  our  God  afcends  on  high, 

His  heav'nly  guards  around, 

Attend  him  riling  through  the  fky, 

With  trumpets  joyful  found. 

^  Whileangels  Ihoutand  praife  their  King, 
Let  mortals  learn  their  (trains  : 

Let  all  the  earth  his  honours  fing  ; 

O’er  all  the  earth  he  reigns. 

4  Rehearfe  his  praife  with  awe  profound  ; 
Let  knowledge  lead  the  fong  ; 

Ncr  mock  him  with  a  folemn  found 
Upon  a  thoughtlefs  tongue. 

<;  In  Ifra'l  flood  his  ancient  throne, 

He  lov’d  that  chofen  race  ; 

But  now  he  calls  the  world  his  own, 

And  heathens  fade  his  grace. 

$  The  Gentile  nations  are  the  Lord’s, 
There  Abraham' s  God  is  known, 
While  pow’rs  and  princes,  Ihields  and 
Submit  before  his  throne.  [fwords. 


2  Thcfe  temples  of  his  grace, 

How  beautiful  they  hand. 

The  honours  of  our  native  place. 

The  bulwarks  of  our  land. 

3  In  Sion  God  is  known 
A  refuge  in  diftrefs  ; 

How  bright  has  his  falvation  fliown 
Through  all  iter  palaces. 

4  When  kings  againfi:  her  join’d. 
And  faw  the  Lord  was  there. 

In  wild  confufion  of  the  mind, 

They  fled  with  hafty  fear. 

5  When  natives  tall  and  proud 
Atttmpt  to  fpoil  our  peace, 

He  lends  his  t«mpefls  roaring  loud. 

And  finks  them  in  the  leas. 

6  Oft  have  our  fathers  told, 

Our  eyes  have  often  feen 

How  well  our  God  fee ures  the  fold 
Where  his  own  fheep  have  been.* 

7  In  ev’ry  new  difirels 
We’ll  to  his  houfe  repair, 

We’ll  think  upon  fiis  wond’rous  grace* 
And  leek  deli v ’ranee  there. 


SHORT  METRE.  SECOND  PART, 
Ver.  i  Or - 14. 


PSALM  XLVIU. 

SHORT  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 
Ver.  1* - 8. 

The  Church  Is  the  Honour  and  Safety  of 

Nation. 

I  REAT  is  the  Lord  our  God, 
VJ  And  let  his  praife  be  great ; 
makes  his  churches  his  abode, 

His  m oh  delightful  feat, 


rhe  Beauty  of  the  Church  !  Or,  Gofpel  Wor- 
Ihip  and  Order. 

i  TT'AR  as  thy  name  is  known 
J?  The  world  declares  thy  praife  t 


Thy  faints,  O  Lord,  before  thy  throne, 
Their  longs  of  honour  raife. 

2  With  joy  let  Judah  (land 
On  Sion's  chofen  hill, 

Proclaim  the  wonders  of  thy  hand, 

And  counfels  of  thy  will. 

♦ 

3  Let  Grangers  walk  around 
The  city  where  wedwod, 

Compafs  and  view  thine  holy  ground, 

And  mark  the  building  well. 

4  The  orders  of  thy  houfe, 

The  worfhip  of  thy  court. 

The  cheerful  fongs,  the  folemn  vows, 
And  make  a  fair  report. 

5  How  decent  and  how  wife  ! 

How  glorious  to  behold  ! 

Beyond  the  pomp  that  charms  the  eyes, 
And  ritos  adorn'd  with  gold. 
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6  The  God  we  w  or  Hi  ip  now 
Will  guide  us  ’till  we  die, 

W  ill  he  our  God  while  here  below, 

And  ours  above  the  licv. 

PSALM  XL  IX. 
COMMON  METRE.  FIRS?  PART. 

Per.  6.— — 14. 

Prjds  and  Death  $  or,  the  Vanity  of  Life  and 

Riches. 

HY  doth  the  man  of  riches  grow 
To  infolence  and  pride, 

To  fee  his  wealth  and  honours  flow 
With  every  riling  tide  ; 

2  [Why  doth  he  treat  the  poor  with  fcorn, 
^  Made  of  the  felf-fame  clay, 

ttiiu  boali  as  though  h.s  flefh  was  born 
01  better  dud  than  they  ?  J 

3  Not  ail  his  treafurs  can  procure 

Mis  foul  a  fnort  reprieve, 

Redeem  from  death  one  guilty  hour. 

Or  make  his  brother  live. 

4  [  Life  is  a  blelfing  can't  be  told. 

The  ranlom  is  too  high  ; 

Tuflice  will  ne'er  be  brib’d  wit]}  gold. 
That  man  may  never  die.,] 

5  Hejees  the^brutilh  and  the  wife, 

The  tim'rous  and  the  brave, 

Qm’t  their  podedions,  clofe  their  eyes, 
And  haden  to  the  a  rave. 

f  let  tis  his  inward  thought  and  pride, 
“  My  houfe  lhall  ever  dand  : 

**  And  that  my  name  may  long  abide, 
“  I'll  give  it  to  my  land.” 

1  Vain  are  his  thoughts,  his  hopes  gre  lod, 
How  loon  his  rnem’ry  dies  ! 

His  name  is  written  in  the  dud. 

Where  his  own  carcale  lies. 
PAUSE. 

This  is  the  folly  of  their  way  ; 

And  yet  their  fons  as  vain, 

Approve  the  words  their  fathers  fay, 

And  act  their  works  again. 

9  Men  void  of  wifdom  and  of  grace, 

If  honour  raife  them  high, 

Live  like  the  bead,  athoughtlefs  race, 
And  like  the  bead,  they  die. 

10  [  Laid  in  the  grave  like  filly  fheep, 

Death  feeds  upon  them  there, 


M  XLIX. 

Mill  the  lad  trumpet  breaks  their  deep, 
In  terrour  and  defpair.  j 

COMMON  METRE.  SECOND  PART \ 

Ver.  14,  15. 

Death  and  the  Relurredfion. 

E  fons  of  pride  that  hate  the  jud. 
And  trample  on  the  poor, 

When  death  has  brought  you  down  to 
Your  pomp  fhall  rile  no  more,  [dud, 

z  T  lie  ladgreat  day  lhall  change  the  feene ; 
When  will  that  hour  appear? 

When  lhall  the  jud  revive,  and  reign 
O'er  all  that  fcorn'd  them  here  ? 

3  God  will  my  naked  foul  receive. 

When  fep'rate  from  the  flelh  ; 

And  break  the  prifon  of  the  grave, 

To  raife  my  bones  afrelh. 

4  Heav'n  is  my  everlading  home, 

Th'  inheritance  is  fure  ; 

Let  men  of  pride  their  rage  refume. 

But  I'll  repine  no  more. 

LONG  METRE. 

The  rich  Sinner’s  Death,  and  the  Saint’* 
Refurreflion. 

1  Proil<^  infalt  the  poor, 

V  V  And  boaft  the  large  edatesthey 
How  vain  are  riches  to  fecure  [have  ? 
Their  haughty  owners  from  the  grave. 

z  They  can’t  redeem  one  hour  from  death 
With  all  the  wealth  in  which  they  trudj 
Nor  give  a  dying  brother  breath. 

When  God  commands  him  down  to  dud. 

1  , 

3  There  the  dark  earth  and  difmal  lhade 
Shall  clafp  their  naked  bodies  round  : 
That  flefh  fo  delicately  fed, 

Lies  cold,  and  moulders  in  the  ground. 

4  Like  thoughtlefs  fheep  the  (inner  dies, 
Laid  in  the  grave  for  worms  to  eat  ! 

The  faints  fhall  in  the  morning  rile. 

And  find  the  opprelTor  at  their  feet. 

5  His  honours  perifh  in  the  dud, 

And  pomp  and  beauty,  birth  and  blood ; 
That  glorious  day  exalts  the  jud 
To  full  dominion  o'er  the  proud. 

6  My  Saviour  dial!  my  life  red  ore* 

And  raife  me  from  my  daik  abode  ; 

My  flelh  and  foul  dial!  part  no  more  ; 

But  dwell  for  ever  near  my  God, 
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COMMON  METRE. 

Ver.  1 — 
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COMMON  METRE.  THIRD  PART. 


FIRo 

■6. 


L. 

rr  PART. 


Ver.  i,  5,  8,  16,  21 ,  22. 
The  Judgment  of  Hypocrites. 


The  Jaft:  Judgment  ;  or,  the  Saints  rewarded.  I  \\TIEN  Chrljl  tojudgment  (Tial  1  defcend, 

And  faints  furround  their  Lord, 
He  calls  the  nations  to  attend, 

And  hear  his  awful  word. 


ir"PKE  Lo  rd,  the  Judge,  be  fore  his  throne, 
X  Bids  the  whole  earth  draw  nigh. 
The  nations  near  the  rifing  fun, 

And  near  the  weftern  fky. 

■a  No  more  fhali  bold  blafpfiemers  fay, 

“  Judgment  will  ne'er  begin;" 

No  more  abufe  his  long  delay, 

To  impudence  and  fin. 

3  Thron'd  on  a  cloud  our  God  fhali  come, 
Bright  flames  prepare  his  way, 
Thunder  and  darknefs,  fire  and  dorm, 
Lead  on  the  dreadful  day. 

4 Heav'n  from  above  his  call  (hall  hear, 
Attending  angels  come  j 
And  earth  and  hell  fhali  know  and  fear 
Hisjuftice  and  their  doom. 

5  11  But  gather  all  my  faints  (he  cries) 

“  That  made  their  peace  with  God 

By  the  Redeemer's  facrifice, 

11  And  feal’d  it  with  his  blood. 

6  tl  Their  faith  and  works  brought  forth  to 
<l  Shall  make  the  world  confefs  [light, 
<l  My  fentence  of  reward  is  right, 

And  heav'n  adore  my  grace." 


u 


COMMON  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 
Ver.  10,  11,  14,  15,  23. 

Obedience  is  better  than  Sacrifice. 

Ir  i  ^HUS  faith  the  Lord,  <f  the  fpacious 
X  “  And  flocks  and  herds  are  mine, [fields 
“  O’er  all  the  cattle  of  ihe  hills 
“  I  claim  a  rii>ht  divine. 


2  “  I  afk  no  flieep  for  facrifice, 

u  Nor  bullocks  burnt  with  fire; 

<c  To  hope  and  love,  to  pray  and  praife, 
u  Is  all  that  I  require. 

3  te  Call  upon  me  when  trouble's  near, 

“  My  hand  fhali  fet  thee  free  ; 
cc  Then  fhali  thy  thankful  lips  declare 
<c  The  honour  due  to  me. 

4  il  The  man  that  offers  humble  praife, 

He  glorifies  me  befl  : 

Cl  And  thofe  that  tread  my  holy  ways, 
ei  Shall  my  falvation  tafle." 


Not  for  tlie  want  of  bullocks  (lain, 

“  Will  1  the  world  reprove  ; 

“  Altars  and  rites,  and  forms  are  vain, 
“  Without  the  fire  of  love. 

u  And  what  have  hypocrites  to  do, 

(t  To  bring  tlieir  facrifice  ? 

“  They  call  my  ftatutes  juft  and  true, 
“  But  deal  in  theft  and  lies. 

4  “  Could  you  expedt  to  'fcape  my  fight, 

“  And  fin  without  control  ? 

£C  But  I  fhali bring  yourcrimes  to  light, 
u  With  anguifii  in  your  foul." 

5  Confider  ye  that  flight  the  Lord, 

Before  his  wrath  appear  ; 

If  once  you  fall  beneath  hisfword. 
There’s  no  deliv'rer  there. 


LONG  METRE. 

Hypocrify  expofed. 

THE  Lord  the  Judge)  lis  churches  warns ; 
Let  hypocrites  attend  and  fear, 

Who  place  their  hope  in  rites  and  forms, 
But  make  not  faith  nor  love  their  care, 
2  Vile  wretches  dare  rehearfe  his  name 
With  lips  of  falfhood  and  deceit ; 

A  friend  or  brother  they  defame, 

And  footh  and  flatter  thofe  they  hate. 

3They  watch  to  do  their  neighbours  wrong, 
Yet  dare  to  feek  their  maker's  face; 
They  take  hiscoV'nant  on  their  tongue, 
But  break  his  laws,  abufe  his  grace. 

4  To  heav’n  they  lift  their  hands  unclean, 
Defil’d  with  luff,  defil'd  with  blood; 

By  night  they  pradtife  ev'ry  fin, 

By  day  their  mouths  draw  near  to  God. 

5  And  vvhi le  his  judgments  long  delay. 
They  grow  fecure  and  fin  the  more  ; 
They  tlvnk  he  fleeps  as  well  as  they. 
And  put  far  off  the  dreadful  hour. 

O  dreadful  hour,  when  God  draws  near. 
And  lets  their  crimes  before  their  eyes  ; 
His  wrath  their  guilty  fouls  fhali  tear. 
And  no  deljv'rer  dare  to  rife. 
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PARTICULAR  METRE.  FIRST  FART 
The  lad  Judgment, 

x  r|  TIE  Lord,  the  fov’reign,  fends  hds 
X  fummons  forth,  [north  ; 

Calls  the  fouth  nations,  and  awakes  the 
From  ead  to  wed  the  founding  orders 
/pread  [dead  : 

Thro  didant  worlds  and  regions  of  the 
F»o  more  (hall  Atheids  mock  his  long  de¬ 
lay  »  [  the  day  ! 

His  vengeance  deeps  no  more  :  Behold 

a  Behold  the  Judge  defcends  j  his  guards 
are  nigh,  [fky  : 

Temped  and  fire  attend  him  down  the 
Heav  n,  earth,  and  hell  draw  near  ;  let 
all  things  come  [doom; 

To  hear  his  judice,  and  the  tinner’s 
But  gather  fird  my  faints  ( the  Judge 
commands)  .  [lands. 

Bring  them,  ye  angels,  from  their  didant 
3  Behold  my  cov’nant  dands  for  ever  good, 
Seal’d  by  th’  eternal  facrifice  in  blood, 
And  fign’d  with  all  their  names  ;  the 
G reeky  the  Je<Wy 

That  paid  theancient  worfhip,  or  the  new; 
There’s  no  didi notion  here  ;  come, 
fpread  their  thrones, 

And  near  me  feat  my  fav’ rites  and  my  fons. 

4 1  their  almighty  Saviour  and  their  God, 

I  am  their  Judge  :  Ye  heav’ns  proclaim 
abroad 

Mv jud  eternal  fentence,and  declarefhear; 
Thofe  awful  truths  that  finners  dread  to 
Sinners  in  Ziony  tremble  and  retire  ; 

I  doom  the  painted  hypocrite  to  fire. 

5  Not  for  the  want  of  goats  or  bullocks  flain 
Do  I  condemn  thee  ;  bulls  and  goats  are 

vain 

Without  the  dames  oflove  :  In  vain  the 
do  re 

Of  brutal  ofF rings  that  were  mine  before ; 
Mine  are  the  tamer  beads  and  lavage  breed. 
Flocks,  herds,  and  fields,  and  foreds 
where  they  feed. 

6  If  I  were  hungry,  would  I  alkthee  food  ? 
When  did  I  third,  or  drink  thy  bullock’s 

blood  ? 

Can  I  be  flatter’d  with  thy  cringing  bows, 
Thy  folemn  chatt’rings,  and  fantadick 
vows  ?  [hold, 

Are  my  eyes  charm’d  thy  vedments  to  be- 
Glaring  in  gems,  and  gay  in  woven  gold  * 


M  L. 

7  Unthinking  wretch!  how  could ’d  thou 

hope  to  pleafe 

A  God,  a  Spirit,  with  fuch  toys  as  thefe  ? 
While,  with  my  grace  and  datutes  on  thy 
tongue,  [wrong  : 

Thou  lov’d  deceit,  and  dod  thy  brother 
In  vain  to  pious  forms  thy  zeal  pretends. 
Thieves  and  adult’rers  are  thy  cholen 
friends. 

8  Silent  I  waited  with  long- differing  love, 
But  didd  thou  hope  that  I  fliould  ne’er 

reprove  ?  [within. 

And  cherilh  fuch  an  impious  thought 
That  God  the  righteous,  would  indulge 
thydri  ? 

Behold  my  terrours  now ;  my  thunders 
roll,  [foul. 

And  thy  own  crimes  affright  thy  guilty 

9  Sinners  awake  betimes ;  ye  fools  be  wife ; 
Awake  before  this  dreadful  morning  rife  j 
Change  your  vain  thoughts,  your  crook¬ 
ed  works  amend  ;  [friend  j 

Fly  to  the  Saviour,  make  the  Judge  your 
Led  like  a  lion  his  lad  vengeance  tear 
Your  trembling  fouls,  a»4  no  deliv'rer 
near. 


PARTICULAR  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 
The  lad  Judgment. 

1  rT^HE  God  of  glory  fends  his  fummons 

X  forth,  [north  ; 

Calls  the  fouth  nations,  and  awakes  the 
From  ead  to  wed  the  fov’reign  orders 
fpread,  [dead. 

Thro’  didant  worlds  and  regions  of  the 
The  trumpet  founds  ;  hell  trembles  ;  heanj'n 
rejoices ;  [yvoices. 

Lift  up  your  keadsy  ye  faints ,  avith  cheerful 

2  No  more  fhall  Atheids  mock  his  long  de¬ 

lay  ;  [  day ; 

His  vengeance  fleeps  no  more  ;  behold  the 
Behold  the  J udge  defeend ;  his  guards  are 
nigh  ; 

Tempefts  and  fire  attend  him  down  the  iky. 
When  God  appearsf  all  nature  Jhall  adore 
hiniy  [him. 

While  finners  tremble,  faints  rejoice  before 

3  “  Ileav’n,  earth,  and  hell,  draw  near : 

Let  all  things  come  [doom  > 

«  To  hear  my  judice,  and  tile  finnqr’s 
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c<  But  gather  fil'd  my  faints  ;  (the  Judge 
commands)  [lands/ 

«  Bring  them, ye  angels  from  their  diflant 
When  Chrid  returns ,  r'l/ry  cheerful 

pajfton  :  [  nation. 

And  fiout  ye  faints ,  he  comes  for  your  faL 

4  m  Behold  my  covenant  (lands  forever 

good, 

«*  Seal’d  by  the  eternal  facrifice  in  blood, 
“  And  fign’d  with  all  their  names  ,  the 
Greek y  the  Jce w,  [new/' 

«  That  paid  the  ancient  worfhip  or  the 
There9  s  no  diftinftion  here ,  join  all  your  l 
voice sy  [rejoices. 

And  raife  your  headSy  ye  fainlSy  for  heav'n 

5  “  Here  (faith  the  Lord)  ye  angels, 

fpread  their  thrones,  [foils, 

“  And  near  me  feat  my  fav’rites  and  my 
«  Come,  my  redeem’d,  poffefs  the  joys 
prepar’d  [ward.” 

u  Ere  time  began,  ’tis  your  divine  re- 
When  Chrid  returns ,  wake  entry  cheerful 
paffion :  [vation. 

And  flout,  ye  faints ,  he  comes  for  your  f ah 

pause  the  firfl. 

6  “  I  am  the  Saviour,  I  th’  almighty  God, 
**  I  am  the  Judge  :  Ye  heav’ns  proclaim 

abroad 

<<  My  j uft  eternal  fentence,  and  declare 
“  Thofe  awful  truths,  that  Tinners  dread 
to  hear.” 

When  God  appears ,  all  nature  flail  adore 
him  :  [him . 

While  finners  trembley  faints  rejoice  before 

7  “  Stand  forth,  thou  bold  blafphemer 

and  profane,  [nings  vain  ; 

u  Now  feel  my  wrath, nor  call  my  threat- 
M  Thou  hypocrite,  once  dreft  in  faints 
attire, 

€<  1  doom  the  painted  hypocrite  to  fire.” 
Judgment  proceeds  ;  hell  trembles  ;  heav ' n 
rejoices  j  [voices. 

Lift  tip  your  headSy  ye  faintSy  with  cheerful 

8  u  Not  for  the  want  of  goats  or  bullocks 

(lain  [vain 

4t  Do  I  condemn  thee, bulls  and  goats  arej 
“  Without  the  flames  of  love  :  In  vain! 

the  Bore  v[fore.”j 

**  Of  bru|al  ofTringsthat  were  mins 
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Earth  is  the  Lord's  :  All  nature  Jhall  adore 
him  ;  ...  Vhim. 

While  fnners  tremble ,  faints  rejoice  before 

9  “  If  I  were  hungry,  would  I  afk  thee 

food  ? 

“  When  did  I  third,  or  drink  thy 
bullock’s  blood  ?  [  breed, 

“  Mine  are  the  tamer  beads,  and  favage 
“  Flocks,  herds,  and  fields,  and  for efts 
where  they  feed.” 

All  is  the  Lord' Sy  he  rules  the  wide  creation  : 
Gives  finners  vengeance ,  and  the  faints  fal- 
vation . 

10  “  Can  I  be  flatter’d  with  thy  cringing 

bows,  -  [vows  ? 

“  Thy  folemn  chatt’rings  and  fantadick 
“  Are  my  eye*  charm’d  thy  veftments- 
to  behold,  [gold 

il  Glaring  in  gems,  and  gay  in  woven 
God  is  the  Judge  of  hearts,  no  fair  dfguifes 
Gan  fereen  the  guilty  when  his  vengeance 
rifes. 

pause  the  fecond. 

11  **  Unthinking  wretch!  how  couldfl 

thou  hope  to  pleafe 

u  A  God, a  Spirit,  with  fuchtoysasthefe  F 
While  with  my  grace  and  datutes  on 
thy  tongue,  [ther  wrong.” 

(t  Thou  lov’d  deceit,  and  dofl  thy  bro- 
Judgment  proceeds  ;  hell  trembles  j  heav'n 
rejoices  ;  [voices. 

Lift  up  your  heads ,  ye  faints ,  with  cheerful 

12  “  In  vain  to  pious  forms  thy  zeal  pre¬ 

tends  ;  [friends : 

u  Thieves  and  adult’rers  are  thy  chofen 
“  While  the  falfe  flatt’rer  at  my  altar 
waits,  [hates.” 

41  His  harden'd  foul  divine  inflru£tior> 
God  is  the  Judge  of  hearts  :  No  fair  difguifes 
Can  fereen  the  guilty  when  his  vengeance  rifes . 

13  “  Silent  I  waited  with  long- fuff ’ring 

love  ; 

“  But  didftthou  hope  that  I  fhould  ne’er 
reprove  ?  [within, 

“  And  cherifh  fuch  an  impious  thought 
“  That  the  All- Holy  would  indulge  thy 
fin  ?” 

See,  God  appears  ;  all  nature  joins  t*  adore 
him :  [him. 

Judgment  proceed f,  and  f  nners  fall  before 

14  Behold  my  terrours  now  ;  my  thun¬ 

ders  roll,  [  foul  ; 

“  And  thy  own  crimes  affright  thy  guilty 
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Now  liice  a  lion,  (hall  my  vengeance 
tear  fnear." 

“  Thy  bleeding  heart,  and  no  deliverer 
Judgment  concludes ;  hell  trembles  !  heav’n 
rejoices ;  [Wj. 

Lift  up  your  heads  y  ye  faints,  <vjlth  cheerful 

EPIPHONEMA. 

J5  Sinners  awake  betime3;  ye  fools  be  wife! 
Avvake  before  this  dreadful  morning  rife  ; 
Change  your  vain  thoughts, your  crooked 
works  amend,  »  Hriend  • 

Fly  to  the  Saviour,  make  the  Judge  your 
Then  join,  ye  famts ;  njjake  entry  cheerful 

Un  {jvation.  f 

Hhen  Chn(f  returns ,  he  comes  for  your  fal-  5 


LI. 


2  Soon  as  we  draw  our  infant  breath, 

The  feeds  of  fin  grow  up  for  death  ; 
i  hy  law  demands  a  perfect  heart  ; 

But  we’re  defil’d  in  ev'ry  part. 

3  [Great  God,  create  my  heart  a-new? 
And  form  my  fpirit  pure  and  true  ; 

O  make  me  wife  betimes  to  fpy 
My  danger  and  my  remedy.] 


PSALM  LI. 

LONG  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 

A  Penitent  pleading  for  Pardon. 

1  P5fy»  Lord  ;  O  Lord,  forgive, 
Let  a  repenting  rebel  live  ; 

Are  not  thy  mercies  large  and  free  ? 
May  not  a  finner  truft  in  thee  ? 

2  My  crimes  are  great,  but  can't  furpafs 
I  he  power  and  glory  of  thy  grace  : 
Great  God,  thy  nature  hath  no  bound, 
oo  let  thy  pard  ning  love  be  found. 

3  O  wafh  my  foul  from  ev'ry  fin, 

And  make  my  guilty  confcience  clean  ; 
Here  on  my  heart  the  burden  lies, 

And  pad  offences  pain  mine  eyes. 

4  My  lips  with  fhame  my  fins  confefs 
jAgaind  thy  law,  a  gain  d  thy  grace  ; 
Loid,  fiiould  thv  judgment  grow  fevere, 
I  am  condemn  d,  but  thou  art  clear. 

3  Should  hidden  vengeance  feize  my  breath, 
i  mud  pronounce  thee  juft  in  death  : 
And  if  my  foul  were  fent  to  hell, 

Lhy  righteous  law  approves  it  well. 

*  Yet  fave  a  trembling  finner,  Lord, 
Whofehope  diil  hov'ring round  rhy  word, 
Would  light  on  fome  fweet  promife  there 
Some  lure  fupport  againd  defpair. 


4  Behold,  I  fall  before  thy  face  ; 

My  only  refuge  is  thy  grace  : 

No  outward  forms  can  make  me  clean  ; 
The  leprofy  lies  deep  within. 

No  bleeding  bird,  nor  bleeding  bead. 
Nor  hyflop  branch,  nor  fprinkling  pried; 
Nor  running  brook,  nor  flood,  nor  fea^ 
Can  wafh  the  difmal  ftain  away. 

Jefus,  my^God,  thy  blood  alone 
Hath  pow’r  fufficient  to  atone  ; 

Thv  blood  can  make  me  white  as  fnows 
No  Jewifn  types  could  cleanfe  me  fo. 

7  While  guilt  diflurbs  and  breaks  my  peace. 
Nor  flefh  nor  loul  hath  red  or  eafe  ; 
Lord,  let  me  hear  thy  pard'ning  voice^ 
And  make  my  broken  bones  rejoice. 


LONG  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 

Original  and  adua!  Sin  confefled. 

LORD,  I  am  vile,  conceiv'd  in  fin  ; 

And  born  unholy  and  unclean  ; 
Spuing  from  fhe  man  whole  guilty  fall, 
Corrupts  the  race,  and  taints  us  all. 


LONG  METRE.  THIRD  PART. 

The  Backflider  reftored  :  Or,  Repentance  and 
Faith  in  the  blood  of  christ. 

1  THOU  that  bear’d  when  finnerscry, 

V^Tbough  all  my  crimes  before  thee lie? 


Behold  them  not  with  angry  look, 

But  blot  their  mem'ry  from  thy  book. 

2  Create  my  nature  pure  within. 

And  form  my  foul  averfe  to  fin  ; 

Let  thy  good  Spirit  ne'er  depart, 

Nor  hide  thy  prefence  from  my  heart. 

3  I  cannot  live  without  thy  light, 

Cad  out  and  banifh’d  from  thy  fight  I 
Thine  holy  joys,  my  God,  redore, 

And  guard  me  that  I  fall  no  more. 

4  Though  I  have  griev'd  thy  Spirit,  Lord, 
Thy  help  and  comfort  dill  afford  r 
And  let  a  wretch  come  near  thy  throne 
To  plead  the  merits  of  thy  Son. 

5  A  broken  heart,  my  God,  my  King, 

Is  all  the  facrifice  I  bring  ; 

The  God  of  grace  will  ne’er  defpife 
A  broken  heart  for  facrifice. 
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$  My  foul  lies  humbled  in  the  duft, 

And  owns  thy  dreadful  fentence  juft  j 
Look  down,  O  Lord,  with  pitying  eye, 
And  fave  the  foul  condemn'd  to  die. 

7  Then  will  I  teach  the  world  thy  ways  ; 
Sinners  fhall  learn  thy  fov 'reign  grace  ; 
I'll  lead  them  to  my  "Saviour's  blood, 

And  they  fhall  praife  a  pard'ning  God. 

S  O  may  thy  love  infpire  my  tongue  1 
Salvation  fhall  be  all  my  long  ; 

And  all  my  povv'rs  fhall  join  to  blefs 
The  Lord,  my  ftrength  and  righteoufnefs. 

COMMON  METRE.  FIRST  PART 

Original  and  a&ual  Sin  confefied  and  pardoned. 

ORD,  I  would  fpread  my  forediftrefs 
\  And  guilt  before  thine  eyes  ; 

Jainft  thy  laws,  againft  thy  grace, 

How  high  my  crimes  arife  ! 

s  Shouldfl  thou  condemn  my  foul  to  hell, 
And  crufh  my  flefh  to  duft,  [well, 
Heav'n  would  approve  thy  vengeance 
And  earth  muft  own  it  juft. 

3  I  from  th£  flock  of  Adam  came, 

Unholy  and  unclean  ; 

All  my  original  is  fhame, 

And  all  my  nature  fin. 

4  Born  in  a  world  of  guilt,  I  drew 

Contagion  with  my  breath  ; 

And  as  my  days  advanc'd,  I  grew 
Ajufter  prey  for  death. 

5  Cleanfe  me,  O  Lord,  and  cheer  my  foul 

With  thy  forgiving  love  ; 

O  make  my  broken  lpirit  whole, 

And  bid  my  pains  remove. 

6  Let  not  thy  fpirit  quite  depart, 

Nor  drive  me  from  thy  face  j 
Create  anew  my  vicious  heart. 

And  fill  it  with  thy  grace. 

7  Then  will  I  make  thy  mercy  known 

Before  the  fons  ot  men  ; 

Backfliders  fhall  addrefs  thy  throne,  1 
And  turn  to  God  again. 

COMMON  METRE.  SECOND  PART 
Ver.  14 - 17. 

Repentance  and  Faith  in  the  Blood  of  Christ  . 
t  /^"\  GOD  of  mercy,  hear  my  call, 

V^/  My  loads  of  guilt  remove  $ 

Break  down  this  feparating  wall  »  % 
That  bsfs  me  from  thy  love,  t 
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Give  me  the  prefence  of  thy  grace, 
Then  my  rejoicing  tongue 

Shall  f  peak  aloud  thy  righteoufnefs, 
And  make  thy  praife  my  fong. 

No  blood  of  goats;  nor  heifer  llain. 
For  fin  could  e'er  atone  ; 

The  death  of  Chrijl  fhall  Hill  remain 
Sufficient  and  alone. 

A  foul  oppreft  with  fin's  defert, 

My  God  will  ne'er  defpife  : 

A  humble  groan,  a  broken  heart, 

Is  our  beft  facrifice. 


PSALM  Lllf. 

COMMON  METRE. 

Ver.  4  —  6 . 

Vjflory  arid  Deliverance  from  Perfection- 

ARE  all  the  foes  of  Sion  fools, 

Who  thus  devour  her  faints  ? 

Do  they  not  know  her  Saviotir  rules, 
And  pities  her  complaints  ? 

They  fhall  be  leiz'd  with  fad  furprife  j 
For  God's  revenging  arm. 

Scatters  the  bones  of  them  that  rife 
To  do  his  children  harm. 

In  vain  the  fons  of  Satan  boaft 
Of  armies  in  array  ; 

When  God  has  firft  defpis'd  their  hoft; 
They  fall  an  eafy  prey. 

O  for  a  word  from  Sion's  King, 

Her  captives  to  reftore  ! 

Jacob  with  all  the  tribes  fhall  fing* 

And  Judah  weep  no  more. 

PSALM  LV. 

Ver.  1, - 8,  1 6,  17,  18,  22. 

COMMON  METRE. 

Support  for  the  afrli<fted  and  tempted  Soul. 

OCOD,  iny  f£fuge,  hear  my  cries; 

Behold  my  Howing  tears, 
Forearth  and  hell  my  hurt  devife* 

And  triumph  in  my  tears* 

Their  rage  is  levell’d  at  tny  life;' 

My  foul  with  guilt  they  load, 

And  fill  my  thoughts  with  inward  ftrile 
To  fhake  my  hope  in  God. 

With  inward  pain  my  heaft- firings  foil  hC‘; 
1  groan  withev'ry  breath  5 
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Horrour  and  fear  befet  me  round 
Amongft  the  fnades  of  death. 

4  O  were  I  like  a  feather’d  dove, 

And  innocence  had  wings  ; 

I  d  fly,  and  make  a  long  remove 
From  all  thefe  reftlefs  things. 

5  Let  me  to  fome  wild  defart  go, 

And  find  a  peaceful  home, 

Where  ftorms  of  malice  never  blow, 
Temptations  never  come. 

6  Vain  hopes,  and  vain  inventions  all, 

To  Tcape  the  rage  of  hell  ! 

The  mighty  God  on  whom  I  call. 

Can  fave  me  here  as  well. 
pause. 

7  By  morning  light  I’ll  feek  his  face, 

At  noon  repeat  my  cry, 

The  night  fhal  1  hear  me  alk  his  grace, 
Nor  will  he  long  deny. 

*  God  fhall  preferve  my  foul  from  fear, 
Or.  ftiield  me  when  afraid  ; 

Ten  thoufand  angels  mud  appear 
If  he  command  their  aid. 

9  I  call  my  burdens  on  the  Lord, 

The  Lord  fufiains  them  all  ; 

Mv  courage  refis  upon  his  word, 

That  faints  fhall  never  fall. 

10  My  higheft  hopes  fhall  not  be  vain, 

My  lips  (hall  fpread  his  praife  j 
While  cruel  and  deceitful  men, 

Scarce  live  out  half  their  days, 


SHORT  METRE. 

Ver.  15,  16,  17,  19,  22. 

Dangerous  Profperity  :  Or,  Daily  Devotion  en 

couragec!. 

i  T  ET  finners  take  their courfe, 

JLi  And  chufe  the  road  to  death  ; 

But  in  the  worfhip  of  my  God 
I’ll  fpend  my  daily  breath. 

2  My  thoughts  addrefs  his  throne 
When  morning  brings  the  light ; 

l  fee k  his  blelling  ev’ry  noon, 

And  pay  my  vows  at  night. 

3  L  hoti  wilt  regard  my  cries, 

O  my  eternal  God, 

While  finners  perifli  in  ftirprife 
Bencalh  thine  angry  rod. 

4  Becaufe  they  dwell  at  cafe, 

And  no  fad  changes  feel, 


They  neither  fear  nor  truft  thy  name,, 
Nor  learn  to  do  thy  will. 

5  But  I  with  all  my  cares, 

Will  lean  upon  the  Lord, 

I  11  cafl  my  burdens  on  his  arm. 

And  reft  upon  his  word. 

6  His  arm  fhall  well  fuftain 
The  children  of  his  love; 

The  ground  on  which  their  fafety  Hands, 
No  earthly  pow’r  can  move. 


PSALM  LVI. 

COMMON  METRE. 

Deliverance  from  Oppreflion  and  FaHhood  ; 
I  Or,  cod’s  Care  of  nis  People,  in  Anfwer  to 
1  F aith  and  Prayer. 

1  THOU,  whole  jufticereignsot^gh, 
V_>/  And  makes  th’  oppreftor  ceaMj 
Behold  how  envious  finners  try 

To  vex  and  break  my  peace. 

2  The  Tons  ot  violence  and  lies. 

Join  to  devour  me,  Lord  ; 

But  as  my  hourly  dangers  rife, 

My  refuge  is  thy  word. 

3  In  God  moft  holy,  juft,  and  tru*, 

I  have  repos’d  my  truft  ; 

Nor  will  I  fear  what  flefli  can  do, 

The  offspring  of  the  duft. 

4  They  wreft  my  words  to  mifehief  ftil 

Charge  me  with  unknown  faults  ; 
Mifehief  doth  all  their  counfelsfill. 

And  malice  all  their  thoughts. 

5  Shall  they  efcape  without  thy  frown  l 

Muft  their  devices  ftand  ? 

O  caft  the  haughty  finner  down. 

And  let  him  know  thy  hand. 

pause. 

6  God  counts  the  forrows  of  his  faints, 

^  Their  groans  affeft  his  ears  ; 

L  hou  haft  a  book  for  my  complaints, 
A  bottle  for  my  tears. 

When  to  thy  throne  I  raife  my  cry. 

The  wicked  fear  and  flee  ; 

So  fwift  is  prayer  to  reach  the  fky, 

So  near  is  God  to  me. 

Tn  thee,  moft  holy,  juft  and  true, 
t  I  have  repos'd  my  truft  ; 

Nor  will  I  fear  what  man  can  do. 

The  offspring  ef  the  du(L 
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9  Thy  folemn  vows  are  on  me.  Lord, 

Thou  (halt  receive  my  praife  ; 

I'll  fing,  “  How  faithful  is  thy  word  ; 

“  How  righteous  all  thy  ways." 

10  Thou  haft  fecur'd  my  foul  from  death, 

O  fet  a  pris'ner  free  ! 

That  heart  and  hand, and  life  and  breath, 
May  be  employ'd  for  thee. 


PSALM  LVII. 

LONG  METRE. 

Praife  for  Protedlion,  Grace  and  Truth. 

MY  God,  in  whom  are  all  the  fprings 
Ofboundlefs  love,  and  grace  un¬ 
mown, 

I  me  beneath  thy  fpreading  wings 
1  the  dark  cloud  is  overblown. 

2  **Up  to  the  heav'ns  I  fend  my  cry, 

'The  Lord  will  my  defires  perform  ; 

He  fends  his  angels  from  the  fky, 

And  faves  me  from  the  threat'ning  ftorm. 
3  Be  thou  exalted,  O  my  God, 

Above  the  heav'ns  where  angels  dwTell  ; 
Thy  pow'r  on  earth  be  known  abroad, 
And  land  to  land  thy  wonders  tell. 

4  My  heart  is  fix’d  ;  my  long  fhall  raife 
Immortal  honours  to  thy  name  ; 
Awake,  my  tongue,  to  found  his  praife. 
My  tongue,  the  glory  of  my  frame. 

5  High  o'er  the  earth  his  mercy  reigns, 
And  reaches  to  the  utmoft  fky  ; 

H  is  truth  to  endlefs  years  remains, 
When  lower  worlds  diftolve  and  die. 


2  Have  ye  forgot,  or  never  knew, 

That  God  will  judge  the  judges  too  > 

High  in  the  heav'ns  hisjuftice  reigns  ,* 
Yet  yotl,  invade  the  rights  ot  God, 

And  fend  your  bold  decrees  abroad. 

To  bind  the  confcience  in  your  chains. 

3  A  poifon'd  arrow  is  your  tongue, 

T  he  arrow  fliarp,  the  poifon  ftrong, 

And  death  attends  where’er  it  wounds : 
You  hear  no  counfels,  cries  nor  tears  j 
So  the  deaf  adder  flops  her  ears 

Againft  the  pow'r  of  charming  founds. 

4  Break  out  their  teeth,  eternal  God, 
Thofe  teeth  of  lions  dy’d  in  blood  ; 

And  crufh  the  ferpents  in  the  dull  ; 

As  empty  chaff,  when  whirlwinds  rife, 
Before  the  (weeping  tempeft  flies, 

So  let  their  hopes  and  names  he  loft. 

5  Th’  Almighty  thunders  from  the  fky, 
Their  grandeur  melts,  their  titles  die, 

As  hills  of  fnow  diftolve  and  run. 

Or  fnails  that  perifh  in  their  flime, 

Or  bir  ths  that  come  before  their  time, 
Vain  births  that  never  fee  the  fun. 

5  Thus  fhall  the  vengeance  of  the  Lord 
Safety  and  joy  to  faints  afford  ; 

And  all  that  hear  fhall  join  and  fay, 

“  Sure  there's  a  God  that  rules  on  hign, 
u  A  God  that  hears  his  children  cry, 
“And  will  their  fuff'  rings  well  repay. 


Be  thou  exalted,  O  my  God, 

Above  the  heav’ns  where  angels  dwell ; 
Thy  pow'r  on  earth  be  known  abroad,  1 
And  land  to  land  ihy  wonders  tell. 


PSALM  LVIII. 

PARTICULAR  METRE. 

Warning  to  Magiftrates. 

i  TUDGE5,  who  rule  the  world  by  laws, 
Will  ye  defpife  the  righteous  caufe, 
When  th*  injur'd  poor  before  you  ftands? 
Pare  ye  condemn  the  righteous  poor, 
And  let  rich  finners  'fcapc  fecure, [hands? 
While  gold  and  greatnefs  bribe  your 


PSALM  LX. 

C  O  M  M  O  N  M  E  T  R  E. 
Ver.  1. - 5. 
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On  a  Day  of  Humiliation  for  Difappolntments 

in  War. 


LORD,  haft  thou  caft  the  nation  off, 
Muff  we  forever  mourn  ? 

Wilt  thou  indulge  immortal  wrath  ? 
Shall  mercy  ne’er  return  i 

The  terrour  of  one  frown  of  thine. 
Melts  all  our  ftrength  away  ; 

Like  men  that  totter,  drunk  with  wine, 
We  tremble  in  difmay, 

“  Our  Sion  trembles  at  thy  Jlrake, 

“  And  dreads  thy  lifted  hand  ! 

Oh,  heal  the  people  thou  hajl  broke , 

And  fave  the  Jinking  land. 


it 


<< 


4  Lift  up  a  banner  in  the  field, 
For  thofe  that  fear  thy  name  ; 


f*  <•> 
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Save  thy  beloved  with  thy  fhield. 
And  put  our  foes  to  fhame. 

5  Go  with  our  armies  to  the  fight, 
Like 

aconfed'rate  God  ; 

In  vain  confed  rate  pow'rs  unite 
Againft  thy  lifted  rod.  ' 


o  Our  troops  (fiallgain  a  wide  renown 
Bv  thine  aflifiing  hand  ; 

Lis  God  that  treads  the  mighty  down  ; 
And  makes  the  feeble  liand. 


In 


PSALM  LXI. 

SHORT  mjtre. 

Ver.  i* - 


Safety  in  God, 

1  'VTT’iILN  o’erwhelmM  with  grief, 
•V  V  My  heart  within  rue  dies  ; 


Helplels,  and  tar  from  all  relief, 

I  oheav’n  I  lift  mine  eyes. 

2  O  lead  me  to  the  Rock 
That's  high  above  my  head. 

And  make  the  covert  of  thy  wings, 
My  fhelter  and  my  friade. 

3  Within  thy  prefence,  Lord, 
For  ever  Til  abide  ; 

Thou  art  the  taw’r  of  my  defence  ; 
The  refuge  where  I  hide. 

4  Thou  givefi:  me  the  lot 

Of  thofe  that  fear  thy  name  ; 
If  endlefs  life  be  their  reward, 

I  Ihall  poffefs  the  fame. 


PSALM  LX1I. 

LONG  METRE. 
Ver.  5— 


12. 


.Vo  trufl  in  the  Creatures  :  Or,  Faith  in  divine 
Grace  and  Power. 


fpi rit  looks  to  God  alone  ; 


My  rock  and  refuge  is  his  throne; 
I ii  all  my  fears,  in  all  rhy  llraits, 


My  foul  on  his  falvation  waits. 


2  Trull  him,  ye  faints,  in  all  your  ways, 
Pour  out  your  hearts  before  his  face  ; 
When  helpers  fail, and  foes  invade, 
God  is  our  all-fufficient  aid. 


?  Falle  are  the  men  of  high  degree, 
The  bafer  fort  are  vanity  ; 

Laid  in  the  balance  both  appear 
Light  as  a  puff  of  empty  air. 
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Make  not  increafing  gold  your  truft. 
Nor  let  your  hearts  on  glitt'ring  duff  ; 
Why  will  you  grafp  the  fleeting  fmoke, 
And  not  believe  what  God  has  fpoke  l 

Once  has  his  awful  voice  declar'd. 

Once  and  again  my  ears  have  heard, 

“  All  pow’r  is  his  eternal  due  ; 

“  He  mull  be  fear'd  and  trulled  too/* 


For  fov 'reign  pow'r  reigns  not  alone, 
Grace  is  a  partner  of  the  throne ; 

Thy  grace  and  juftice,  mighty  Lord, 
Shall  vyell  divide  our  laft  rew*ard. 
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COMMON  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 

Ver .  i,  2,  5,  3,  4. 

The  Morning  of  a  lord’s  Day. 

E'  ARLY,  my  God,  without  d2 
j  I  halte  to  feek  thy  face  ; 

My  thirfby  fpirit  faints  away 
Without  thy  cheering  grace. 

i  So  pilgrims,  on  the  fcorching  Land, 
Beneath  a  burning  Iky,  ' 

Long  for  a  cooling  llream  at  hand. 

And  they  muff  drink  or  die. 

.  •  .  .  t  •  ; 

;  I’ve  feen  thy  glory  and  thy  pow'r 
Through  all  thy  temple  Ihine  ; 

My  God,  repeat  that  heav'nly  hour. 
That  vilion  fo  divine.' 


4  Not  all  the  bleflings  of  a  feaff. 

Can  pleafe  my  loul  fo  well, 

As  when  thy  richer  grace  I  talle. 
And  in  thy  prefence  dwell. 


5  Not  life  itfelf  with  all  its  joys. 

Can  my  bed  pafflons  move  j 

Orraife  fo  high  my  cheerful  voice  $ 
As  thy  forgiving  love. 

6  Thus  'till  my  laft  expiring  day, 

I'll  blefs  my  God  and  King  : 

Thus  will  I  lift  my  hands  to  pray. 
And  tune  my  lips  to  ling. 


COMMON  METRE.  SECOND  PART 
Ver.  6—10. 


Midnight  Thoughts  recolle&ed. 


WAS  in  the  watches  of  the  ni 


TW 

I  thought  upon  thy  pow'r. 
I  kept  thy  lovely  face  in  light 
Amidlt  the  darkefl  hour. 


?h-- 
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2  My  flefh  lay  rcfting  on  my  bed, 

My  foul  arofe  on  high  ; 

«  My  God,  my  life,  my  hope,  I  faid 
“  Bring  thy  falvation  nigh.” 

3  My  fpirit  labours  up  thine  hill, 

And  climbs  the  heavenly  road  ; 

But  thy  right  hand  upholds  me  ftill, 

While  I  purfue  my  God. 

4  Thy  mercy  ft  retches  o’er  my  head 

The  lhadow  of  thy  wings  ; 

My  heart  rejoices  in  thine  aid, 

My  tongue  awakes  and  fings. 

5  But  the  deftroyers  of  my  peace 

Shall  fret  and  rage  in  vain  ; 

The  tempter  (hall  for  ever  ceafe, 

And  all  my  fins  be  (lain. 

#hy  fword  {hall  give  my  foes  to  death, 
And  fend  them  down  to  dwell 
In  the  dark  caverns  of  the  earth, 

Or  to  the  depths  of  hell. 

*■-  t 

LONG  METRE. 

Longing  after  god  :  Or,  The  Love  of  god 
better  than  Life. 

i  REAT  God,  indulge  my  humble 
V_X  claim, 

Thou  art  my  hope,  my  joy,  my  reft  ; 
The  glories  that  compofe  thy  name, 
Stand  all  engag’d  to  make  me  bleft. 

2  Thou  great  and  good,  thou  juft  and  wife, 
Thou  art  my  Father  and  my  God  : 

And  I  am  thine  by  facred  ties  ; 

Thy  fon,  thy  lervant, bought  with  blood. 

3  With  heart  and  eyes,  and  lifted  hands, 
For  thee  I  long,  to  thee  I  look. 

As  travellers  in  thirfty  lands 
Pant  for  the  cooling  water-brook. 

4  With  early  feet  I  love  t’  appear 
Among  thy  faints,  and  leek  thy  face  ; 

Oft  have  I  feen  thy  glory  there, 

And  felt  the  pow’r  of  fov’reign  grace. 

5  Not  fruits, nor  wines  that  tempt ourtafte, 
No«r  all  the  joys  our  fenfesknow, 

Could  make  me  fo  divinely  bleft, 

Or  raife  my  cheerful  paftion  fo. 

6  My  life  itfelf,  without  thy  love 
No  tafte  of  pleafure  could  afford  ; 
'Twould  but  a  tirefome  burden  prove, j 
Ifl  were  banifh’d  from  the  Lord. 

7  Amidft  the  wakeful  hours  of  night,  ! 

When  bufy  cares  afflict  my  head,  . 
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One  thought  of  thee  gives  new  delight ; 
And  adds  refrefhment  to  my  bed. 

g  I’ll  lift  my  hands,  I'll  raife  my  voice. 
While  I  have  breath  to  pray  or  praife  ; 
This  work  (hall  make  my  heart  rejoice. 
And  fpend  the  remnant  of  my  days. 

SHORT  METRE, 

Seeking  god. 

1  T\/TY  God>  permit  my  tongue 
1V1  This  joy  to  call  thee  mine  j 

And  letmy  early  cries  prevail 
To  tafte  thy  love  divine. 

2  My  thirfty  fainting  foul 
Thy  mercy  does  implore  : 

Not  travellers  in  defert  lands 
Can  pant  for  water  more. 

3  Within  thy  churches,  Ldrd, 

I  long  to  find  my  place. 

Thy  pow'r  and  glory  to  behold, 

And  feel  thy  quick’ning  grace. 

4  For  life  without  thy  love 
No  relifh  can  afford  ; 

No  joy  can  be  compar’d  with  this. 

To  lervq  and  pleafe  the  Lord. 

5  To  thee  Til  lift  my  hands. 

And  praife  thee  while  I  live  ; 

Not  the  rich  dainties  of  a  feaft 
Such  food  or  pleafure  give. 

6  In  w  akeful  hours  Of  night, 

I  call  my  God  to  mind  : 

I  think  how  wife  thy  counfels  are. 

And  all  thy  dealings  kind. 

7  Since  thou  baff  been  my  help. 

To  thee  my  fpirit  flies. 

And  on  thy  watchful  providence 
My  cheerful  hope  relies. 

8  The  fhadow  of  thy  wings 
My  foul  in  fafety  keeps  : 

I  follow  where  my  Father  leads. 

And  he  fupports  my  ffeps. _ 

PSALM  LXV. 
LONG  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 
Ver.  i - 5. 

Publick  Prayer  and  Praife. 

HE  praife  of  Sion  waits  for  thee. 
My  God  ;  andpraile  becomes  thy 
There  {hall  thy  faints  thy  glory  fee,[houfe. 
And  there  perform  their  publick  vows. 
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2  O  thou,  whofe  mercy  bends  the  (kies, 
lo  lave  when  humble  tinners  pray 
All  lands  to  theelhall  lift  their  eyes 
And  iflands  of  the  Northern  fea.  ;  * 

3  Againft  my  will  my  fins  prevail, 
Butgrace  ftaU  purge  away  their  (lain ; 
The  blood  ot  Chnji  will  never  fail 
To  walh  my  garments  white  again. 

4  Bled  is  the  man  whom  thou  lhalt  choofd 
And  give  him  kind  accefs  to  thee  j 
Qive  him  a  place  within  thy  houfe, 

To  tade  thy  love  divinely  free. 


M 
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5  Let  Babel  fear  when  Sion  prays  j 
Babel  prepare  for  long  didrefs,  ’ 

When  Sion’s  God  hi mfelf  arrays 
In  terrour  and  in  righteoufnefs. 

6  With  dreadful  glory  God  fulfils 
What  his  afflicted  faints  requeft  ; 

And  with  almighty  wrath  reveals 
His  love  to  give  his  churches  red. 

7  Then  diall  the  flocking  nations  run 
To  Sion’s  hill,  and  own  their  Lord  ; 
The  riling  and  the  felting  fun, 

Shall  fee  the  Saviour’s  name  ador’d. 

LONG  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 

Fer.  5 - 13. 

Divine  Providence  in  Air,  Earth  and  Sea  j  or. 
The  god  of  Nature  and  Grace. 


Mountains  eftablifh’d  by  his  hand,  ' 
Firm  on  their  old  foundations  dand. 

6  Behold  his  enfigns  fweepthe  fky, 

New  comers  blaze,  and  lightningsfly  ; 
I  he  heathen  lands  with  fwift  furprize^ 
from  the  bright  horrours  turn  their  eyes*. 
At  his  command  the  morning  ray 
Smiles  in  the  ead,  and  leads  the  day  : 
He  guides  the  fun’s  declining  wheels. 
Over  the  topsot  wedern  hills. 

S  Seafons  and  times  obey  his  voice 
The  ev’ning  and  the  morn  rejoice, 

1  o  fee  the  earth  made  foft  with  diow’rs. 
Laden  with  fruit,  anddrefs’d  in  flow’rs. 

9  ’Tis  from  his  wat’ry  dores  on  high, 

He  gives  the  thirdy  ground  fiipply*; 

He  walks  upon  the  clouds,  and  the 
Doth  his  enriching  drops  difpenfe.  7 

10  The  defart  grows  a  fruitful  field. 
Abundant  food  the  vallies  yield  ; 

The  vallies  fhout  with  cheerful  voice, 
And  neighb’ring  hills  repeat  their  joys. 

1 1  The  padures  (mile  in  green  array  ; 
There  lambs  and  larger  cattle  play  ; 

The  larger  cattle  and  the  lamb, 

Each  in  his  language,  fpeaks  thy  name. 

1 2  Thy  works  pronounce  thy  pow’r  divine  • 
O  er  ev  ry  field  thy  glories  fhine  ; 
Through  ev’ry  month  thy  gifts  appear  ; 
GreatG  od!  thy  gooanefs  crowns  the  year! 


*  fT1HE  God  of  our  falvation  hears 
X  T  he  groans  of  Sion  mix’d  with  tears, 
Yet  when  he  comes  with  kind  defigns, 
Through  all  the  way  his  terrour  fhines. 

s  On  him  the  race  of  man  depends, 

Far  as  the  earth’s  remotcdends, 

Where  the  Creator’s  name  is  known, 

By  Nature’s  feeble  light  alone. 

3  Sailors  that  travel  o’er  the  flood, 
Addrefs  their  frighted  fouls  ro  GocJ  : 
When  tempeds  rage,  and  billows  roar, 
At  dreadful  didance  from  the  fhore. 

4  He  bids  the  noify  temped  ceafe, 

He  calms  the  raging  croud  to  peace  ; 
When  a  tumultuous  nation  raves, 

Wild  as  the  winds,  and  loud  as  waves. 

5  Whole  kingdoms  fhaken  by  the  dorm. 
He  fettles  in  a  peaceful  form  ; 


COMMON  METPE.  FIRST  PART 

A  Prayer  Hearing  god,  and  the  Gentiles 

called. 

RAISE  waits  in  Siont  Lord,  for  thee, 
There  diall  our  vows  be  paid  ; 

Tli oil  had  an  ear  when  finners  pray* 

All  flefli  diall  feek  thine  aid. 

2  Lord,  our  iniquities  prevail, 

But  pard’ning  grace  is  thine, 

And  thou  wilt  grant  us  pow’r  and  fkill 
To  conquer  ev’ry  fin. 

3  Bled  are  the  men  whom  thou  wilt  choofe. 
To  bring  them  near  thy  face, 

Give  them  a  dwelling  in  thine  houfe, 

To  fead  upon  thy  grace. 

In  anfw’ring  what  thy  church  requeds. 
Thy  truth  and  terrour  fhine, 

And  works  of  dreadful  righteoufnefs 
Fulfil  thy  kind  defign. 
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5  Thus  (hall  the  wond’ring  nations  fee 

The  Lord  is  good  and  juft  ; 

And  diftant  iflands  fly  to  thee, 

And  make  thy  name  their  truft. 

6  They  dread  thy  glittering  tokens,  Lord? 

When  figns  in  heav’n  appear  ; 

But  they  (hall  learn  thy  holy  word, 

And  love  as  well  as  fear. 


COMMON  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 

The  Providence  of  god,  in  Air,  Earth  ana 
Sea  ;  or,  the  Bleffings  of  Rain. 

1  ’r|  TS  by  thy  ftrength  the  mountains 

X  God  of  eternal  pow’r  !  [ftand, 

The  lea  grows  calm  at  thy  command, 
And  tempefts  ceafe  to  roar. 

2  The  morning  light  and  ev’ning  (hade 
w  Succeflive  comforts  bring  ; 

Thy  plenteous  fruits  make  harveftglad, 
Thy  flow  Vs  adorn  the  fpring. 

3  Seafons  and  times, and  moons  and  hours, 

Heav’n,  earth  and  air  are  thine  ; 
When  clouds  diftil  in  fruitful  fhow’rs, 
The  author  is  divine. 

4  Thofe  wand’ringcifterns  in  the  fky, 

Bornebythe  winds  around, 

VvTith  wat’ry  treafures  well  fupply 
The  furrows  of  the  ground. 

5  The  thirfty  ridges  drink  their  fill. 

And  ranks  of  corn  appear  ; 

Thy  ways  abound  with  bleffings  ftill. 
Thy  goodnefs  crowns  the  year. 


COMMON  METRE.  THIRD  PART. 

The  Bleffings  of  the  Spring  ;  or,  god  givet 

Rain. 

A  Pfalm  for  the  Hujk andman . 

J  OOD  is  the  Lord, the  heav’njy  king, 

vJ  Who  makes  the  earth  his  care, 
Vifitsthe  paftures  ev’ry  fpring,  * 

And  bids  the  grafs  appear. 

2  The  clouds,  like  rivers  rais’d  on  high, 

Pour  out,  at  his  command, 

Their  w'at’ry  bleffings  from  the  fky, 

To  cheer  the  thirfty  land. 

3  The  foften’d  ridges  of  the  field 

Permit  the  corn  to  fpring  ; 

The  vallies  rich  provifion  yield, 

And  the  poor  lab’rers  fing. 

4  The  little  hills,  on  ev’ry  fide, 

Rejoice  at  falling  fhow’rs,  ^ 


The  meadows  drefs’d  in  all  their  pride. 
Perfume  the  air  with  flow’rs. 

The  barren  clods  refrefli’d  with  rain, 
Promife  ajoytulcrop  ; 

The  parched  grounds  look  green  again, 
And  raife  the  reaper’s  hope. 

6  The  various  mon*hs  thy  goodnefs  crowns 
How  bounteous  are  thy  ways  ! 

The  bleating  flocks  fpread  o’er  the  downs 
And  fhepherds  fhout  thy  praife. 

PSALM  LXVI. 

COMMON  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 

Governing  Power  and  Goodnefs;  or,  our 
Grace  tried  by  Affiidiions. 

1  C^NG  all  ye  nations  to  the  Lord, 

O  Sing  with  a  joyful  noife  ; 

With  melody  of  found  record 

His  honours,  and  your  joys. 

2  Say  to  the  pow’r  that  fhakes  the  fky, 

“  How  terrible  art  thou  ! 

u  Sinners  before  thy  prefence  fly, 

“  Or  at  thy  feet  they  bow.” 


[Come  fee  the  wonders  of  our  God, 
How  glorious  are  his  ways  ! 

In  Mofes’  hand  he  puts  his  rod, 

And  cleaves  (lie  frighted  Teas. 

4  He  made  the  ebbing  channel  dry. 

While  Ifrael pafs’d  the  flood  ; 

There  did  the  church  begin  their  i°y» 
And  triumph  in  their  God.] 

5  He  rules  by  his  refiftlefs  might  ; 

Will  rebel  mortals  dare 

Provoke  th'  Eternal  to  the  fight. 

And  tempt  that  dreadful  wlir  ? 

O  blefsour  God,  and  never  ceafe. 

Ye  faints,  fulfil  his  praife  : 

He  keeps  our  life,  maintains  our  peace. 
And  guides  our  doubtful  ways, 

7  Lord, thou  haft  prov’d  our  fuff ’ring  fouls, 
To  make  our  graces  fhine  ; 

So  filver  bears  the  burning  coals. 

The  metal  to  refine. 

Through  wat’ry  deeps  and  fiery  ways, 
We  march  at  thy  command. 

Led  to  poffefs  the  promis’d  place, 

By  thine  unerring  hamL 
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COMMON  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 

Ver.  13-^ — — 20. 

Praife  to  god  for  hearing  Prayer. 

1  TV  TOW  (hall  my  folemn  vows  be  paid 
JL\  *  To  that  almighty  pow'r, 

That  heard  the  long  requefts  I  made 
In  my  diftrefsful  hour. 

2  My  lips  and  cheerful  heart  prepare 

To  make  his  mercies  known  ; 

Come  ye  that  fear  my  Go'd,  and  hear 
The  wonders  he  has  done. 

3  When  on  my  head  huge  forrows  fell, 

I  fought  his  heav'nly  aid  ; 

He  fav'd  my  finking  foul  from  hell, 

And  death's  eternal  (hade. 

4  If  fin  lay  cover'd  in  my  heart, 

While  pray'r  employ'd  my  tongue, 
The  Lord  had  (hewn  me  no  regard, 

Nor  I  his  praifes  fung. 

5  [But  God,  his  name  be  ever  bleft, 

Has  fet  my  fpirit  free  ; 

Nor  turn'd  from  him  my  poor  requeft, 
Nor  turn'd  his  heart  from  me.] 


PSALM  LXVII. 
COMMON  METRE. 

The  Nation’s  Profperity,  and  the  Church’8 

Increafe. 

i  OHINE,  mighty  God,  on  uSion9fd line, 
O  With  beams  of  heav'nly  grace  ; 
Reveal  thy  pow’r  through  all  thy  coafts, 
And  (hew  thy  Imiling  face. 

1  j\Amidft  bur  u  realm"  exalted  high, 
Do  thou  our  glory  (land. 

And  like  a  wall  of  guardian  fire, 
Surround  the  fav'rite  land.] 

3  When  (hall  thy  namfe  from  fiiore  to  (hore 

Sound  all  the  earth  abroad, 

And  difiant  nations  know  and  love 
Their  Saviour  and  their  God  ? 

4  Sing  to  the  Lord,  ye  diftant  lands. 

Sing  loud  with  (olemn  voice  ; 

<<  Let  ev'ry"  tongue  exalt  his  praife, 

And  ev'ry  heart  rejoice. 

$  He  the  great  Lord,  the  Sov 'reign  Judge, 
That  fits  enthron’d  above, 

Wifely  commands  the  worlds  he  made, 
Xnjufticeand  in  love. 


6  Earth  fhall  obey  her  maker’s  will* 

And  yield  a  full  increafe  ; 

Our  God  will  crown  his  chofen  “land'* 
With  fruitfuinefs  and  peace. 

7  God  the  Redeemer  (catters  round 

His  choiceft  favours  here* 

While  the  creation’s  utmoft  bound 
Shall  fee,  adore  and  fear. 

PSALM  LXVlil. 

,  LONG  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 

fer.  1. - 6,  32 - 35. 

The  Vengeance  and  Compafiion  of  god. 

1  T  ET  God  arife  in  all  his  might, 

X-j  And  put  the  troops  of  hell  to  flight; 
As  fmoke  that  fought  to  cloud  the  (kies. 
Before  the  rifing  temped  flies. 

2  [He  comes  array'd  in  burning  flames, 
juflice  and  vengeance  are  his  names  ; 
Behold  his  fainting  foes  expire 
Likemelting  wax  before  the  fire.] 

3  He  rides  and  thunders  through  the  fky. 
His  name  Jehovah  founds  on  high 
Sing  to  his  name,  ye  fons  of  grace. 

Ye  faints  rejoice  before  his  face. 

4  The  widow  and  the  fatherlefs 
Fly  to  his  aid  in  (harp  diftrels  ; 

In  him  the  poor  and  helplefs  find 
A  judge  that’s  juft,  a  father  kind. 

15  He  breaks  the  captive's  heavy  chain. 
And  pris'ners  fee  the  light  again  ; 

But  rebels  that  difpute  his  will. 

Shall  dwell  in  chains  and  darknefs  (till. 

PAUSE. 

6  Kingdoms  and  thrones  to  God  belong  * 
Crown  him  ye  nations  in  your  fong  ; 

Ilis  wond’rous  names  and  pow'rs  re¬ 
hear  fe  ; 

His  honours  (hall  enrich  your  verfe. 

t'7  He  fliakes  the  heav’ns  with  loud  alarms; 
How  terrible  is  God  in  arms  ! 

In  Ifrael  are  his  mercies  known, 

If  rati  is  his  peculiar  throne. 

5  Proclaim  him  king,  pronounce  him  bleft. 
He's  your  defence,  your  joy,  your  reft; 
When  terrours  rife  and  nations  faint, 

G  od  is  the  (Length  of  ev'ry  fainti 


PSALM  LX  IX. 


LONG  METRE.  SECOND  PAR  T. 

Ver.  17,  18. 

Christ’s  Afcenfion  and  the  Gift  of  the  Spirit 

LORD  when  thou  didfl  afcend  on  high 
Ten  thoufand  angels  fill'd  the  (ky  j 
Thofe  heav'nly  guards  around  thee  wait, 
Like  chariots  that  attend  thy  date. 

1  Not  Sinai’s  mountain  could  appear 
More  glorious  when  the  Lord  was  there ; 
While  he  pronounc’d  his  dreadful  law, 
And  (truck  the  chofen  tribes  with  awe. 

j  How  bright  the  triumph  none  can  tell, 
When  the  rebellious  pow'rs  of  hell, 
That  thoufand  fouls  had  captive  made, 
Were  all  in  chains  like  captives  led. 

4.  Rais'd  by  his  Father  to  the  throne, 

He  lent  the  promis'd  Spirit  down, 

With  gifts  and  grace  for  rebel  men, 
That  God  might  dwell  on  earth  again. 

LONG  METRE.  THIRD  PART. 
Ver.  19,  9,  20,  21,  22. 

5raife  for  temporal  Bleflings ;  or,  common  and 
fpiritual  Mercies. 

WE  blefs  the  Lord,  the  juft  and  good, 
Who  fills  our  hearts  with  joy&  food, 
Who  pours  his  bleflings  from  the  (kies, 
And  loads  our  days  with  rich  fupplies. 

t  He  fends  the  fun  his  circuit  round, 

To  cheer  the  fruits, to  warm  the  ground  ; 
He  bids  $he  clouds  with  plenteous  rain 
Refrefh  the  thirfly  earth  again. 

I  ’Tis  to  his  care  we  owe  our  breath, 

And  all  our  near  efcanes  from  death  ; 
Safety  and  health  to  God  belong  ; 

He  helps  the  weak  and  guards  the  (trong. 

j.  He  makes  the  faint  and  (inner  prove 
The  common  bleflings  of  his  love  ; 

But  the  wide  difF rente  that  remains, 

Is  endlefs  joys,  or  endlefs  pains. 
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PSALM  LXIX. 

COMMON  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 

Ver.  1 - 14. 

The  Sufferings  of  chr  ist  for  our  Salvation. 

1  “  Q  A  VE  me,  O  Lord,  the  fwelling  floods 
“  Break  in  upon  my  foul  : 

“  I  fink  ;  and  forrows  o'er  my  head, 

“  Like  mighty  waters  roll. 

2“  I  cry  'till  all  my  voice  be  gone, 

“  In  tears  I  wade  the  day  : 
iC  My  God,  behold  my  longing  eyes, 

•  “  And  fliorten  thy  delay. 

3“  They  hate  my  (oul  without  a  caufe, 

“  And  (till  their  number  grows 
“  More  than  the  hairs  around  my  head, 

“  And  mighty  are  my  foes. 

4U  'Twas  then  I  paid  that  dreadful  debt 
“  That  men  could  never  pay, 

“  And  gave  thofe  honours  to  thy  law 
“  Which  finners  took  away." 

5  Thus,  in  the  great  Mejfiah’s  name. 

The  royal  Prophet  mourns  ; 

Thus  lie  awakes  ouf  hearts  to  grief. 

And  gives  us  joy  by  turns. 

6“  Now  (hall  the  faints  rejoice  and  find 
“  Salvation  in  thy  name  ; 

“  For  I  have  borne  their  heavy  load 
“  Of  forrow,  pain  and  fhame. 

7“  Grief,  like  a  garment  cloth 'd  me  round, 
“  And  fackcloth  was  my  drefs, 
tc  While  I  procur’d  for  naked  fouls 
“  A  robe  of  righteoufnefs. 

8“  Amongft  my  brethren  and  the  Je^us^ 

“  I  like  a  ((ranger  flood, 

(i  And  bore  their  vile  reproach,  to  bring 
“  The  Gentiles  near  to  God. 

9<c  I  came,  in  finful  mortals  (lead, 

“  To  do  my  Father's  will  ; 

“  Yet  when  I  cleans’d  my  Father’s  houfe,, 
“  They  fcandaliz’d  my  zeal. 


j.  The  Lord, that  bruis’d  the  ferpent’s  head, 
On  all  tfie  Serpent’s  feed  (hall  tread  ; 
The  ftubborn  (inner’s  hope  confoifnd, 
And  fmite  him  with  a  lading  wound. 

5  But  his  right  hand  his  faints  (hall  raife 
From  the  deep  earth,  or  deeper  feas  ; 
And  bring  them  to  his  courts  above, 
There  (ball  they  tafle  his  (pedal  love,-  i 

II 


10“  My  fading  and  my  holy  groans 
“  Were  made  the  drunkard’s  (on<r  : 

G?  7 

“  But  God,  from  his  celefiial  throne, 

“  Heard  my  complaining  tongue. 

nu  He  fav'd  me  (rom  the  dreadful  deep 
“  Nor  let  my  foul  be  drown'd  ; 

“  He  rail’d  and  fix’d  my  linking  feet 
<£  On  well  eltablffla'd  ground* 
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12<‘  'Twas  in  a  mod  accepted  hour 
“  My  prayer  arofe  on  high  ; 

“  And  for  my  fake  my  God  (ball  hear 
“  The  dying  Tinner's  cry/' 


COMMON  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 

/  (T,  I  3  *—  21,  26,  29,  32. 

The  Pallicn  and  Exaltation  of  Christ* 

QW  let  our  lips  with  holy  fear 
And  mournful  pleafurefing 
The  fuff’rings  of  our  great  High  Pried, 
The  forrows  of  our  King. 

2  He  fmks  in  floods  of  deep  diflrefs  ; 

How  high  the  w'aters  rife  ! 

While  to  his  heavenly  Father's  eaf 
He  fends  perpetual  cries. 

3  “  Hear  me,  O  Lord,  and  fave  thy  Son, 

“  Nor  hide  thy  fhining  face  ; 

“  Why  fhould  thy  fav'rite  look  like  one 
“  Forfakep  of  thy  grace  ? 

4  u  With  rage  they  perfecute  the  man, 

u  That  groans  beneath  thy  wound, 
u  While,  for  a  facrifice,  I  pour 
16  My  life  upon  the  ground. 

5  They  tread  my  honour  to  the  dud, 

;  “  And  laugh  when  I  complain  ; 

<(  Their  fliarp  infulting  danders  add 
Frefh  anguifh  to  my  pain. 

6  et  All  my  reproach  is  known  to  thee, 

u  Thefcandal  and  the  flume  ; 

11  Reproach  has  broke  my  bleeding  heart, 
“  And  lies  defil'd  my  name. 

7  ft  I  look'd  for  pity  but  in  vain  ; 

“  My  kindred  are  my  grief, 
tl  f  afk  my  friends  for  comfort  round, 

“  But  meet  with  no  relief. 

3  tl  With- vinegar  they  mock  my  third, 
u  They  give  me  gall  for  food  ; 

And  fporting  with  my  dyinggroans, 

11  They  triumph  in  myjblood. 

9  t(  Shine  in*o  mydiflretTed  foul, 

“  Let  thv  compalhon  fave  ; 

<*  And  tho'  my  defh  fink  down  to  death, 
“  Redeem  it  from  the  grave, 

jo  ‘‘I  fhall  arife  to  praife  thy. name, 

Shall  reign  in  worlds  unknown, 

And  thy  falvation,  O  my  God, 

“  Shall  fVat  nie  on  thv  throne.” 


COMMON  METRE.  THIRD  PART. 

Christ's  Obedience  and  Death:  Or,  god  glo- 
•  rified  and  Sinners  faved. 

1  AT  HER,  I  fingthy  wrond'rous grace8 

A  1  blefs  my  Saviour's  name  ; 

He  bought  falvation  for  the  poor. 

And  bore  the  finners  fliame. 

i  His  deep  didrefs  has  rais'd  us  huh  * 

His  duty  and  his  zeal, 

Fulfil’d  the  law  which  mortals  broke 
And  fin  idl’d  all  thy  will. 

3  His  dying  groans,  his  living  fongs* 

Shall  better  pleafe  my  God,  & 

Than  harp  or  trumpet's  folemn  found. 

Than  goat's  or  bullock's  blood. 

4  This  fh all  his  humble  foll'wersfee 

And  fet  their  hearts  at  red  ; 

They  by  his  death  draw  near  to  thee. 
And  live  forever  bled. 

,>  Let  heav  n,  and  all  that  dwell  on  high. 
To  God  their  voices  raife, 

While  lands  and  feas  adid  the  fky, 

And  join  t'  advance  his  praife. 

6  Zion  is  thine,  mod  holy  God  ; 

Thy  Son  fhall  blefs  her  gates  : 

And  glory  purchas’d  by  his  blood 
.  for  thine  owm  Ifrael  waits. 

LONG  METRE.  FIRST  PART, 

Christ’s  Padion  and  Sinners  Salvation. 

1  FiEEPin  °Ur  *iearts  Iet  us  record 
JlJ  The  deeper  forrows  of  our  Lord  ; 
Behold  the  riling  billows  roll, 

To  overwhelm  his  holy  foul. 

2  In  long  complaints  he  fpends  his  breath. 
While  hods  of  hell  and  pow'rs  ofdeath. 
And  all  thefons  of  malice  join 

To  execute  their  curd  defign. 

3  Yet,  gracious  God,  thy  pow'r  and  love 
Has  made  thecurfe  a  blefling  prove  \ 
Thofe  dreadful  fuff’rings  of  thy  Son 
Aton'd  for  fins  which  we  had  done; 

4  The  pangs  of  our  expiring  Lord 
The  honours  of  thy  law  reftor'd  : 

His  forrows  made  thy  judice  known 
And  paid  for  follies  not  his  own. 

5  O  for  his  fake  our  guilt  forgive, 

And  let  the  mourning  (inner  live  : 

The  Lord  will  hear  us  in  his  name. 

Nor  fhall  our  hope  be  turn’d, to  flume. 
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LON©  METRE.  SECOND  DART. 
Ver.  7,  &c. 

Christ’s  Sufferings  and  Zeal. 

2  1 1  ■'WAS  for  our  fake,  eternal  God, 

X  Thy  Son  fuftaiiv  d  that  heavy  load 
Of  bale  reproach  and  fore  difgrace, 

And  fliame  defil’d  his  facred  face. 

► 

2  The  Jews,  his  brethren  and  his  kin, 
Abus’d  the  man  that  check’d  their  fin  : 
While  he  fulfil’d  thy  holy  laws, 

They  hate  him,  but  without  a  caufe. 

3  [“  My  Father’s houfe  (faid  he)  was  made, 
“  A  place  forworfhip,  not  for  trade 
Then  featuring  all  their  gold  and  brafs, 
lie  fcourg’dthe  merchants  from  the  place] 

4  [Zeal  for  the  temple  of  his  God 
Confum’d  his  life,  expos’d  his  blood  ; 
Reproaches  at  thy  glory  thrown 

He  felt,  and  mourn’d  them  as  his  awn.] 

$  [His  friends  forfook,  his  followers  fled, 
While  foes  and  arms  furround  his  head  ; 
They  curfe  him  Vvith  a  fiand’rous  tongue, 
And  the falfe  judge  maintains  the  wrong.] 

6  His  life  they  load  with  hateful  lies, 

And  charge  his  lips  with  blafphemies  ; 
They  nail  him  to  the  fhameful  tree  j — 
There  hung  the  man  that  dy’d  for  me  ! 

7  [Wretches,  with  hearts  as  as  hardasffones 
lnfult  his  piety  and  groans  ; 

Gall  was  the  food  they  gave  him  there, 
And  mock’d  his  third  with  vinegar.] 

5  But  God  beheld  ;  and  from  his  throne 
Marks  out  the  men  who  hate  his  Son  ; 
The  hand  that  rais’d  him  from  the  dead, 
Shall  pour  forth  vengeance  on  their  head. 
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Ver .  5 - 9. 

COMMON  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 
The  aged  Saint’s  Reflection  and  Hope. 

1  11  /TY  God,  my  everlafting  hope, 
TVjL  I  live  upon  thy  truth  ; 

Thine  hands  have  held  my  childhood  up 
And  ftrengthen’d  all  my  youth. 

z  My  flefh  was  fafhion’d  by  thy  pow’r, 
With  all  thefe  limbs  of  mine  ; 

And  from  my  mother’s  painful  hour 
I’ve  been  entirely  thine. 

3  Still  has  rpy  life  new  wonders  feen 
Repeated  ev’ry  year  j 


Behold  my  days  that  yet  remain, 

I  truft  them  to  thy  care. 

4  Cafl  me  not  off  when  ftreogth  declines. 

When  hoary  hairs  arife  ; 

And  round  me  let  thy  glory  fhine. 
Whene’er  thy  fervant  dies. 

5  Then  in  thehiff’ry  of  my  age. 

When  men  review  my  days. 

They'll  read  thy  love  in  ev’ry  page. 

In  ev’ry  line  thy  praife. 

-  •  'a  ■ 

COMMON  METRE.  SECOND  PART 

Ver.  15,  14,  1 6,  23,  22,  24. 
Christ  our  Strength  and  Righteoufnf fs# 

1  ]V  /TY  Saviour,  my  almighty  friend, 
IV1  When  I  begin  thy  praife, 

Where  will  the  growing  numbers  end. 
The  numbers  of  thy  grace  i 

1  Thou  art  my  everlafling  truft. 

Thy  goodnefs  I  adore  ! 

And  fince  I  knew  thy  graces  firff, 

I  fpeak  thy  glories  more. 

3  My  feet  (hall  travel  all  the  length 

Of  the  celeftial  road  ; 

And  march  with  courage  in  thy  firength, 
To  fee  my  Father  God. 

4  When  I  am  fill’d  with  fore  diftrefs 

For  fome  furprizing  fin, 

I’ll  plead  thy  perfect  righteoufnefs. 

And  mention  none  but  thine. 

5  How  will  my  lips  rejoice  to  tell 

The  viT’ries  of  my  King  ! 

My  foul,  redeem’d  from  fm  and  hell. 
Shall  thv  falvation  fing. 

6  [My  tongue  (hall  al}  the  day  proclaim 

My  Saviour  and  my  God, 

His  death  has  brought  my  foes  to  fliame. 
And  drown’d  them  in  his  blood. 

7  Awake,  awake,  my  tuneful  pow’rs  ; 

With  this  delightful  fong  ; 

I’ll  entertain  the  darkeft  hours. 

Nor  think  thefeafon  long.] 


COMMON  METRE.  THIRD  PART 
Ver.  17  — 


■2T. 


The  aged  Chriftian’s  Prayer  arid  Song  :  Or, 
Old  Age,  Death,  and  the  Refurredfion. 

i  OD  of  my  childhood, and  my  youth, 
VJT  The  guide  ot  all  my  days, 

1  have  declar’d  thy  heav’nly  truth, 
And  told  thy  woad’rous  ways, 
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7>  W  lit  thon  forfake  my  hoary  hairs, 

And  leave  my  fainting  heart  ? 

Who  (hall  fuftain  my  finking  years, 

If  God  my  firength  depart  ? 

3  Let  me  thy  povv’r  and  truth  proclaim 

To  the  furviving  age, 

And  leave  the  favour  of  thy  name 
When  I  fhall  quit  the  ftage. 

4  The  land  of  filence  and  of  death 

Attends  my  next  remove  ; 

O  may  thcfe  poor  remains  of  breath 
Teach  the  wide  world  thy  love  1 

p  A  '  u  S  E. 

5  Thy  righte'oufnefs  is  deep  and  high, 

Unfearchable  thy  deeds  : 
rl  hy  glory  fpreads  beyond  the  (ky, 

And  all  my  praife  exceeds. 

6  0 1 1  have  I  heard  thy  threat ’nings  roar, 

And  oft  endur’d  the  grief  : 

Lilt  when  thy  hand  has  preft  me  fore, 
Thy  grace  was  my  relief. 

7  By  long  experience  have  I  known 

L  hy  lov’reign  pow’r  to  fave  ; 

At  thy  command  I  venture  down 
Securely  to  rhe  grave. 

s  When  I  lie  bury’d  deep  in  dud. 

My  flefii  fiiall  be  thy  care  ; 

The(e  with’ring  limbs  with  thee  I  truft, 
To  raife  them  ftrong  and  fair. 


PSALM  LXXII. 

LONG  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 

The  Kingdom  of  christ. 

1  REAT  God,  whofe  univerfal  fvvay, 
xJT  The  known  and  unknown  worlds 

Now  give  the  kingdom  to  thy  Son,  [obey, 
Extend  his  pow’r,  exalt  his  throne. 

2  Thv  fceptre  well  becomes  his  hands, 

All  beav’n  fubmits  to  his  commands  j 
His  j nftice  fhall  avenge  the  poor, 

And  pride  and  rage  prevail  no  more. 

3  With  pow’r  he  vindicates  the  juft, 

And  treads  til*  oppreftor  in  the  duft  ; 

His  worfhip  and  his  fear  fiiall  laft, 

*Tiil  hours;  and  years,  and  time  be  paft. 
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4  As  rain  on  meadows  newly  mown. 
So  fiiall  he  fend  his  influence  down  : 
His  grace  on  fainting  fouls  diftils 
Like  heav’nly  dew  on  thirfty  hills. 

5  The  heathen  lands  that  lie  beneath 
The  (hades  of  overfpreading  death. 
Revive  at  his  firft  dawning  light, 
And  deferts  bloflbmat  the  fight. 

6  1  he  faints  (hall  flourifh  in  his  days, 
Dreft  in  the  robes  of  joy  and  praife  $ 
Peace,  like  a  river,  from  his  throne 
Shall  flow  to  nations  yet  unknown* 


LONG  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 

Christ's  Kingdom  among  the  Gentiles. 

1  TESUS  fhall  reign  where’er  the  fun 
J  Does  his  fucceflive  jimmies  Tun  ; 
His  kingdom  ftretch  from  fhore  to  fhore, 
’Till  moons  (hall  wax  and  wane  nd  more. 

2  [Behold  the  iflands,  with  theirLings, 
And  Europe  her  beft  tribute  brings^ 

From  North  to  South  the  princes  meet 
To  pay  their  homage  at  his  feet, 

3  There  Perjia,  glorious  to  behold, 

There  India  (hines  in  Eaftern  gold  ; 

And  barbarous  nations  at  his  word 
Submit,  and  bow,  and  own  their  Lord.] 

.  For  him  fiiall  endlefs  pray’r  be  made. 
And  praifes  throng  to  crown  his  head  ; 
His  name  like  fweet  perfume  fhall  rife 
With  ev’ry  morning  facrifice. 

5  People  and  realms  of  ev’ry  tongue 
Dwell  on  his  love  with  fweeteft  fong ; 
And  infant  voices  fhall  proclaim 
Their  early  bleffings  on  his  name. 

6  Bleffings  abound  where’er  he  reigns, 
Thepris’ner  leaps  to  loofe  his  chains  ; 
The  weary  find  eternal  reft, 

And  all  the  fons  of  want  are  bleft. 

7  [Wherehe  difplays  his  healingpow’r, 
Death  and  the  curfeare  known  no  more  : 
In  him  the  tribes  of  Adam  boaft, 

More  bleflings  than  their  father  loft. 

8  Let  ev’ry  creature  rife  and  bring, 

Peculiar  honours  to  their  king  : 

Angels  defeerid  with  fongs  again, 

And  earth  repeat  the  lpng  Amen,  j 


PSALM  LXXIII. 
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COMMON  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 

Alfli&e d  Saints  happy,  and  profperous  Sinners 

curled. 

j  \TOW  I’m  convinc’d  the  Lord  iskind 
To  men  of  heart  Xuicere, 

Yet  once  my  foolifh  thoughts  repin'd, 
And  border'd  on  defpair. 

*  • T  * 

2  I  griev’d  to  fee  the  wicked  thrive, 

And  fpoke  wjth  angry  breath, 

«  How  pleafant  and  profane  they  live  ! 
u  How  peaceful  is  their  death  ! 

3  “  With  well-fed  flefh  and  haughty  eyes 

“  They  lay  their  fears  to  lleep  ; 

“  Againft  the  heav’ns  their  handers  rife 
«  While  faints  in  filence  weep. 

4  u  In  vain  I  lift  my  hands  to  pray, 

“  And  cleanfe  my  heart  in  vain, 
u  For  I  am  diiiftcn’d  all  the  day, 

“  The  night  renews  my  pain.’* 

5  Yet  while  my  tongue  indulg’d  complaints 

I  felt  my  heart  reprove  ; 
u  Sure  I  fhall  thus  offeiid  thy  faints, 
u  And  grieve  the  men  I  love.” 

6  But  (till  I  found  my  doubts  too  hard, 

The  conflict  too  fevere, 

'Till  I  retir'd  to  fearch  thy  word, 
Andlearn  thy  feerets  there. 

7  There,  as  in  fome  prophetick  glafs, 

I  law  the  finner’s  feet 
High  mounted  on  a  flipp’ry  place, 
Bdide  a  fiery  pit. 

8  I  heard  the  wretch  profanely  boaft, 

’Till  at  thy  frpvvn  he  fell  ; 

His  honours  in  a  dream  were  lofi. 

And  he  awakes  in  hell. 

$  Lord,  wl>at  an  envious  tool  I  was  ? 

How  like  a  thoughtlefs  beafi  ! 

Thus  to  fufpeft  thy  promis’d  grace. 
And  think  the  wicked  bleft. 
io  Yet  I  was  kept  from  full  defpair, 
Upheld  by  pow’r  unknown  ; 

That  bleffed  hand  that  broke  the  fnare, 
Shall  guide  me  to  thy  throne. 


COMMON  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 

Ver.  23 — — — 28. 
god  our  Portion  here  and  hereafter. 

OD  my  fupporter,  and  my  hope, 
My  help  for  ever  near  : 

Thine  arm  of  mercy  held  me  up 
When  finking  in  defpair. 
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2  Thy  counfels,  Lord,  fhall  guide  my  feet 

Through  this  dark  wildernefs  ; 

Thine  hand  condudt  me  near  thy  feat. 
To  dwell  before  thy  face. 

3  Were  I  in  heav’w  without  my  God, 
’Twould  be  no  joy  to  me  ; 

And  whilft  this  earth  is  my  abode, 

I  long  for  none  but  thee. 

4  What  if  the  fprings  of  life  were  broke, 
And  flefh  and  heart  fliould  faint, 

God  is  my  foul’s  eternal  rock, 

The  ftrength  of  ev’ry  faint. 

Behold  the  finners  that  remove 
Far  from  thy  prefence,  die  ; 

Not  all  the  idol  gods  they  love 
Can  fave  them  when  they  cry. 

But  to  draw  near  to  thee,  my  God, 
Shall  be  my  fweet  employ  ; 

My  tongue  fhall  found  thy  works  abroad, 
And  tell  the  world  my  joy. 


LONG  METRE. 

Ver,  22,  3,  6,  17 - 20. 

The  Profperity  of  Sinners  curfed. 

1 T  ORD,what  a  thoughtlefs  wretch  was  I 
JL /  To  mourn,  and  murmur, and  repine. 
To  fee  the  wicked  plac’d  on  high,  - 
In  pride  and  robes  of  honours  fhine  ! 

2  But,  O  their  end,  their  dreadful  end  ! 
Thy  fanttuary  taught  me  fo  : 

On  flipp’rv  rocks  l  fee  them  ftand. 

And  fiery  billows  roll  below. 

3  Now,  let  them  boaft  how  tall  they  rife. 
I’ll  never  envy  them  again, 

There  they  may  (land  with  haughty  eyes, 
’Till  they  plunge  deep  in  endlels  pain. 

4  Their  fancy’d  joys,  how  fall  they  flee  ! 
Juft  like  a  dream  when  man  awakes  : 
Their  longs  of  fofteft  harmony 
Are  but  a  preface  to  their  plagues. 

Now  I  efteem  their  mirth  and  wine. 

Too  dear  to  purchafe  with  my  blood  $ 
Lord,  ’tis  enough  that  thou  art  mine, 
My  life,  my  portion,  and  my  God. 


SHORT  METRE. 

The  Myftery  of  Providence  unfolded. 
1  QURE  there’s  a  righteous  God, 
O  Nor  is  religion  vain  ; 
Though  men  of  vice  may  boaft  aloud. 
And  men  of  grace  complain. 


< 


* 


02  .  p  S  A  L 

X  X  faw  the  wicked  rife, 

. An<*  fe!t  my  heart  repine, 
w  hire  haughty  fools,  with  fcornful  eyes. 
In  robes  ot  honour  fhine. 

3  [Pamper'd  with  wanton  ea fe 

Their  fleih  looks  full  and  fair. 

Their  wealth  rolls  in  like  flowing  feas. 
And  grows  without  their  care. 

4  Free  from  the  plaguesand  pains 
I- hat  pious  fouls  endure, 

Trough  all  their  life  opprellion  reigns. 
And  racks  the  humble  poor. 

5  Their  impious  tongues  blafpheme 
I  he  everlafting  God  : 

Them  malice  blahs  the  good  mans  name, 
And  fpreads  their  lies  abroad. 

6  But  I  with  flowing  tears 

.  _  d  my  doubts  to  rile  ; 

Is  there  a  God  that  fees  or  hears 
“  The  things  below  the  Ikies  ?”] 

7  The  tumults  of  my  thought 
9  .  Held  in  hard  fufpenle, 

Till  to  thy  houfe  my  feet  were  brought 
To  learn  thy  juftice  thence. 

S  Thy  word  with  light  and  pow'r 
Did  my  mi  flakes  amend  ; 

I  view’d  the  tinners  lives  before. 

But  here  I  learn ’d  their  end. 

9  Dn  what  a  flipp’ry  fleep 
1  Be  thoughtlefs  wretches  go  * 

And  O  that  dreadful  fiery  deept 
That  waits  their  fall  below  ! 
io  Lord,  at  thy  feet  I  bow, 

My  thoughts  no  more  repine  : 

I  call  my  God  my  portion  now, 

And  all  my  pow’rs  are  thine. 

TsTTm  lxxiv. 

COMMON  METRE. 

The  Church  pleading  with  God  Under  fore 
Perfecution. 

*  T\7TLL  God  for  ever  cafl  us  off  ? 

V  V  His  wrath  for  ever  fmoke 
Againfl  the  people  of  his  love, 

His  little  chofen  flock  ? 

?  Think  of  the  tribes  f©  dearly  bought 
With  their  Redeemer’s  blood  ° 

Nor  let  thy  Zion  be  forgot, 

Where  once  thy  glory  flood. 
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3  Lilt  up  thy  feet,  and  march  in  hafte. 
Aloud  our  ruin  calls  ; 

oee  what  a  wide  and  fearful  wafte 
Is  made  within  thy  walls. 

4  Where  oh  ce  thy  churches  pray’d  and  fang 
Thy  foes  profanely  roar  : 

Over  thy  gates  their  enligns  hang, 

Sad  tokens  of  their  power. 

5  How  are  the  feats  of  worfhip  broke  ! 
They  tear  thy  buildings  down, 

And  he  that  deals  theheavieft  flroke. 
Procures  the  chief  renown. 

6.  With  flames  they  threaten  todeftroy 
Thy  children  in  their  nefl  j 
Come,  let  us  burn  at  once,  thevory. 
“  The  temple  and  the  pried.”  ' 

7  And  ftill  to  heighten  our  dirt  refs, 

Thy  pretence  is- vvi$(idravvn  ; 

Thy  wonted  figns  of  pow’r  and  grace, 
Thy  pow’r  and  grace  are  gone. 

8  No  prophet  fpeaks  to  calm  our  wroes, 

But  all  the  leers  mourn  ; 

There  s  not  a  foul  amongft  us  know 
The  time  of  thy  return. 

PAUSE. 

9  How  long,  eternal  God,  how  long 

f  Shall  men  of  pride  blafpheme  1 
Shall  faints  be  made  their  endlefs  fong, 
And  bear  immortal  fhame  ? 

to  Canft  thou  forever  fit  and  hear 
Thine  holy  name  profan’d  ? 

And  ftill  thy  jealoufy  forbear, 

And  ftill  withhold  thine  hand  ? 

11  What  flrange  delivVance  haft  thou 

In  ages  long  before  ?  [fliown 

And  now  no  other  God  we  own, 

No  other  God  adore. 

12  Thou  did  ft  divide  the  raging  fea 

By  thy  refiftlefj*,  might, 

To  make  thy  tribes  a  wond’rous  way, 
And  then  fecure  their  flight. 

13  H  not  the  world  of  nature  thine, 

The  darknefs  and  the  day  ? 

Didft  thou  not  bid  the  morning  fhine, 
And  mark  the  fun  his  way  ? 

14  Hath  not  thy  pow’r  form’d  evTy  coaft. 

And  fet  the  earth  its  bounds,  ' 

With  fu  miner's  heat,  and  winter’s  froft; 

In  their  perpetual  rounds  ? 
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15  And  /hall  the  Tons  of  earth  and  duft 

Thatfacred  pow’r  blafpheme  ? 

Will  not  thy  hand  that  form’d  them  firft 
Avenge  thine  injur’d  name  ? 

16  Think  on  the  cov’nant  thou  haft  made, 

And  all  thy  words  of  love  ; 

Nor  let  the  birds  of  prey  invade 
And  vex  thy  mourning  dove. 

17  Our  foes  would  triumph  in  our  blood, 

And  make  our  hope  their  jeft  ; 

Plead  thine  own  caui'e,  almighty  God, 
And  give  thy  children  reft. 

P  S  A  L  M  LXXV. 

LONG  METRE. 

*  •  x  f. ' 

Power  and  Government  from  god  alone. 

1  nno  thee,  moftHoly  andmoft  High, 

JL  To  thee  we  bring  our  thankful 
praife  ; 

Thy  works  declare  thy  name  is  nigh. 
Thy  works  of  wonder  and  of  grace. 

2  “  Tojlav*  rj  doom' d,  thy  chofen  fans 
t(  Beheld  their  foes  triumphant  rife  ; 

<{  And  fore  oppreji  by  earthly  thrones , 

“  fhey fought  the  Sovereign  of  the  flies . 

3  i  c  3  Tvcas  then, great  God,vuith  equal povo  ’  r, 
u  Arofe  thy  vengeance  and  thy  grace , 

To  f courge  their  legions  from  the fborey 
<l  And fave  the  remnant  of  thy  raced  ’ 

4  Let  haughty  Tinners  fink  their  pride  ; 
Nor  lift  fo  high  their  fcornful  head  j 
But  lay  their  foolifh  thoughts  afide, 
And  own  the  “  empire”  God  hath  made. 

5  Such  honours  never  come  by  chance, 
Nor  do  the  winds  promotion  blow  ; 

’Tis  God  the  Judge  doth  one  advance  $ 
^Tis  God  that  lays  another  low. 

6  No  vain  pretence  to  royal  birth, 

Shall  fix  a  tyrant  on  the  throne  ; 

God,  the  great  fovereign  of  the  earth, 
Will  rife  and  make  his  juftice  known. 

7  [  His  hand  holds  out  the  dreadful  cqp 
Of  vengeance,  mix’d  with  various 

plagues, 

To  make  the  wicked  drink  them  up, 
Wring  out,  and  tafte  the  bitter  dregs. 

8  Now  fhall  the  Lord  exalt  theji«ift, 

And  while  he  tramples  on  the  proud, 
And  lays  their  glory  in  the  duit, 

My  lips  (hall  fing  his  praiie  aloud  ] 
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PS  A  L  M  LXXVI. 
COMMON  METRE. 

Ijrael  faved,  and  the  Afyr'ian  deftroyed  :  Or# 
god’s  Vengeance  againtt  his  Enemies  pto<* 
ceeds  from  his  Church. 

1  TN  Judah  God  of  old  was  known,  . 

X  His  name  in  Ifrael  great  ; 

In  Salem  flood  his  holy  throne, 

And  Sion  was  his  feat. 

2  Among  the  praifes  of  his  faints, 

His  dwelling  there  he  chofe  : 

There  he  receiv’d  their  juft  complaints 
Againft  their  haughty  foes. 

3  From  Zion  went  his  dreadful  word, 

And  broke  the  threat ’ning  fpear  ; 
The  bow,  the  arrow’s,  and  the  fword. 
And  crufh’d  th’  AJfyrian  war. 

4  What  are  the  earth’s  wide  kingdoms  elfe^, 

But  mighty  hills  of  prey  i 
The  hill  on  which  jehovah  dwells 
Is  glorious  more  than  they. 

5  ’Twas  Zion's  King  that  flopp’d  the  breath 

Ofcaptains  and  their  bands : 

The  men  of  might  flept  faft  in  death, 
And  never  found  their  hands. 

6  At  thy  rebuke,  O  Jacob9 s  God, 

Both  horfeand  chariot  fell  : 

Who  knows  the  terrour  of  thy  rod  ! 
Thy  vengeance  who  can  tell  ? 

7  What  pow’r  can  (land  before  thy  fight 

When  once  thy  wrath  appears  ? 
Whenheav’n  fhines  round  withdreadful 
The  earth  lies  Hill  and  fears,  [light* 

8  When  God  in  his  own  fov’reign  wravs 

Comes  down  to  lave  th’  oppreft, 

The  wrath  of  man  fhall  work  his  praife. 
And  he’ll  reftrain  the  reft. 

9  [Vow  to  the  Lord,  and  tribute  bring  ; 

Ye  princes,  fear  his  frown  : 

His  terrours  fhake  the  proudeft  king, 
And  cuts  an  army  down. 

10  The  thunder  of  his  fharp  rebuke 

Our  haughty  foes  fhall  feel  : 

For  Jacob's  God  hath,  notforfook? 

But  dwells  in  Zim  full,] 


..  -•  * 


64  PSALM  LX  XVII,  LXXVIII. 


PSALM  LXXVII. 

COMMON  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 

Melancholy  afiaulting,  and  Hope  prevailing. 

1  r  I  ^O  God  I  cry *d  with  mournful  voice, 

JL  I  fought  his  gracious  ear, 

In  the  fad  day  when  troubles  rofe. 

And  fill’d  my  heart  wdth  fear. 

2  Sad  were  my  days,  and  dark  my  nights 

My  foul  refus’d  relief  $ 

I  thought  on  God  the  juft  and  wife, 

But  thoughts  increas’d  my  grief. 

3  Still  I  complain’d,  and  ftill  oppreft, 

My  heart  began  to  break  : 

My  God,  thy  wrath  forbid  my  reft, 

And  kept  my  eyes  aw’ake. 

4  My  overwhelming  forrows  grew, 

’Till  I  could  fpeak  no  more  ; 

Then  I  within  myfelf  withdrew, 

And  call’d  thy  judgments  o’er. 

5  I  call'd  back  years  and  ancient  times 

When  I  beheld  thy  face  ; 

My  fpiritfearch’d  for  fecret  crimes 
That  might  withhold  thy  grace. 

6  I  call’d  thy  mercies  to  my  mind 

Which  I  enjoy’d  before  ; 

And  will  the  Lord  no  more  be  kind  ? 

His  face  appear  no  more  ? 

Will  he  for  ever  caft  me  off  ? 

His  promife  ever  fail  ? 

Has  he  forgot  his  tender  love  T 
Shall  anger  ftill  prevail  ? 

B'ut  I  forbid  this  hopelefs  thought, 

This  daik,  defpairing  frame, 

Rememb  rins  what  thy  hand  hath  IO  He  gave  them  water  from  the  rock, 
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I’ll  meditate  his  w  orks  of  old  ; 

The  King  w  ho  reigns  above, 

I’ll  hear  his  ancient  wonders  told. 

And  learn  to  truft  his  love. 

Long  did  the  houfe  of  Jofeph  lie 
With  Egypt’s  yoke  oppreft  ; 

Long  he  delay’d  to  hear  their  cry, 

Nor  gave  his  people  reft. 

The  Tons  of  good  old  Jacob  teem’d 
Abandon’d  to  their  foes  ; 

But  his  almighty  arm  redeem’d 
The  nation  whom  he  chofe. 

Ifrael ,  his  people  and  his  fheep, 

Muft  follow  where  he  calls  ; 

He  bids  them  venture  through  thedeep, 
And  made  the  waves  their  walls. 

The  waters  faw  thee,  mighty  God, 
The  waters  faw  thee  come  ; 
Backward  they  fled,  and  frighted  flood. 
To  make  thine  armies  room. 

Strange  was  thy  journey  through  the  fea; 

Thy  footfteps,  Lord,  unknown  ; 
Terrours  attend  the  wond’rous  way 
That  brings  thy  mercies  down. 

8  [Thy  voice,  with  terrour  in  the  found? 

Through  clouds  and  darknefs  broke? 
All  heav’n  in  light’ning  (hone  around. 
And  earth  with  thunder  fhook. 

9  Thine  arrows  thro’  the  Iky  were  hurl’d. 

How  glorious  is  the  Lord  ! 

Surprize  and.trembling  feiz’d  the  world. 
And  his  own  faints  ador’d. 


Thy  hand  is  ftill  the  fame,  [wrought; 

9  I’ll  think  again  of  all  thy  ways, 

And  talk  thy  wonders  o’er, 

Thy  wonders  of  recov ’ring  grace, 
When  flefli  could  hope  no  more.  j 

10  Grace dw'ells  with  juftice  on  the  throne^ 

And  men  that  love  thy  word 
Have  in  thy  fan£hiary  known 
The  counfels  of  the  Lord. 


And  fafe  by  Mofcs*  hand 
Through  a  dry  defart  led  his  flock 
Home  to  the  promis’d  land.] 
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COMMON  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 

Comfort  derived  from  ancient  Providences  :  Or. 
Ifrael  delivered  from  Egypt,  and  brought  to 
Canaan. 

%  <<  T  T OW  awful  is  thvchaft’ning  rod  ? 
JL  I  <i  (May  thine  own  children  fay) 
The  great,  the  wife, the  dreadful  pod! 
(i  How  holy  is  his  way  f  * 


S  A  L  M  LXXVIII. 

COMMON  METRE.  FIRST' PART. 

jProvidences  of  god  recorded  :  Qr,  Pious  E- 
ducation  and  Inflrudtion  of  Children. 

1 1  T  £T  children  hear  the  mighty  deed, 
j  JLj  Which  God  perform’d  of  old  ; 
Which  in  our  younger  years  we  faw, 
And  which  our  fathers  told. 
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He  bids  us  make  his  glories  known  ; 

His  works  of  pow’r  and  grace  ; 
And  we’ll  convey  his  wonders  down 
Through  svVy  riling  race. 
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Our  lips  fhall  tell  them  to  o«r  fons, 
And  they  again  to  theirs, 

That  generations  yet  unborn 
May  teach  them  to  their  heirs. 

4.  Thus  (hall  they  learn,  in  God  alone 
Their  hope  fecurely  ftands, 

That  they  may  ne’er  forget  his  works, 
But  pra&ifehis  commands. 

COMMON  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 

XJrael'i  Rebellion  and  Punifhment  :  Or,  The 
Sins  and  Chaflifements  of  god’s  People. 

WHAT  a  Hi  ft' rebellious  houfe 
Was  Jacob’ s  ancient  race  ! 

Falfe  to  their  own  moft  folemn  vows, 
And  to  their  Maker’s  grace. 

i  They  broke  the  cov’nant  of  his  love, 
And  did  his  laws  defpife, 

Forgot  the  works  he  wrought  to  prove 
His  pow’r  before  their  eyes. 

3  They  faw  the  plagues  on  Egypt  light. 
From  his  revenging  hand, 

What  dreadful  tokens  of  his  might 
Spread  o’er  the  ftubborn  land  ! 

j.  They  faw  him  cleave  the  mighty  fea, 

A  And  march’d  with  fafety  through, 
With  wat’ry  walls  to  guard  their  way, 
’Till  they  had  ’fcap’d  the  foe. 

5  A  wond’rous  pillar  mark’d  the  road, 
Compos’d  of  fhade  and  light  ; 

By  day  it  prov’d  a  fhelt’ring  cloud, 

A  leading  fire  by  night. 

5  He  from  the  rock  their  third  fupply’d  ; 
The  gu filing  waters  fell, 

And  ran  in  rivers  by  their  fide, 

A  conftant  miracle. 

7  Yet  they  provok’d  the  Lord  moft  high, 

And  dar’d  diftruft  his  hand  : 

“  Can  he  with  bread  our  hoft  fupply 
“  Amidft  this  defart  land  ?’* 

8  The  Lord  with  indignation  heard. 

And  caus’d  his  wrath  to  flame  ; 

His  terroursever  ftand  prepar’d 
To  vindicate  his  name. 

COMMON  METRE.  THIRD  PART. 

1'he  Punifhment  of  Luxury  and  Intemperance: 
Or,  Chaftifement  and  Salvation. 

t  "\X7HEN  lfracV s  fins  the  Lord  re- 
▼  y  proves, 

And  fills  their  hearts  with  dread  ; 
Yet  he  forgives  the  men  he  loves, 

And  fends  them  heav’nly  bread. 

4  i  •  * 
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2  He  fed  them  with  a  lib’ral  band, 

And  made  his  treafures  known  ; 

He  gave  the  midnight  clouds  command. 
To  pour  provifion  down. 

3  The  Manna,  like  a  morning  fhow’r, 
Lay  thick  around  their  feet; 

The  corn  of  heav’n,  lo  light,  fo  pure*,' 
As  though  ’twere  angel’s  meat. 

4  But  they  in  murm’ring  language  laid, 

“  Manna  is  all  our  feaft  ; 

“  We  loath  this  light,  this  airy  bread 
“  We  muft  have  flefii  to  tafie.” 

5  (i  Ye  fhall  have  flefhto  pleafe  yourluft,” 
The  Lord  in  wrath  reply’d  ; 

And  fent  them  quails  like  land  or  duft. 
Heap’d  up  from  fide  to  fide. 

6  He  gave  them  all  their  own  defire  ; 

And  greedy  as  they  fed, 

His  vengeance  burnt  with  fecret  fire. 
And  fmote  the  rebels  dead. 

7  When  fomewere  (lain, the  reft  return ’d? 
And  fought  the  Lord  with  tears  ; 

Under  the  rod  they  fear’d  and  mourn’d^ 
But  foon  forgot  their  fears. 

$  Oft  he  chaftis’d,  and  ftill  forgave, 

’Till  by  his  gracious  end, 

The  nation  he  refolv’d  to  fave, 

Poflefs’d  the  promis’d  land. 

LONG  METRE. 

Fer.  32,  &c> 

Backfliding  and  Forgivenefs  ;  Or,  Sin  puniftC 
ed  and  Saints  faved.' 

1  REAT  God, how  oft  did  Ifrael prove 
VJT  By  turns  thine  anger  and  thy  love  ? 
There  in  a  glafs  our  hearts  may  fee 
How  fickle  and  how  faife  they  be. 

2  How  foon  the  faithlefs  Jcrws  forgot 
The  dreadful  wonders  God  had  wrought? 
Then  they  provoke  him  to  his  face,  ' 

Nor  fear  his  pow’r,  nortruft  his  grace* 

3  The Lord  confum’d  theiryears  inpain,-. 
And  made  their  travels  long  and  vain  ; 

A  tedious  march, through  unknown  ways* 
Wore  out  their  ftrength,  and  fpent  their 
days. 

4  Oft  when  they  faw  their  brethren  ftain9“ 
They  mourn’d  and  fought  the  Lord  again* 
Call’d  him  the  Rock  of  their  abode, 
Their  high  Redeemer  and  their  God, 
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5  Their  pray’rsand  vows  before  him  rife 
As  flatting  words  or  folemn  lies. 
While  their  rebellious  tempers  prove 
Falfe  to  his  cov'nant  and  his  love. 

6  Yet  did  his  fov'reign  grace  forgive 
The  men  who  ne'er  deferv'd  to  live  j 
His  anger  oft  away  he  turn'd, 

Or  elfe  with  gentle  flame  it  burn'd. 

7  He  law  their  flelh  was  weak  and  frail, 
He  faw  temptations  ftill  prevail  : 

The  God  of  Abraham  lov'd  them  ftill, 
And  led  them  to  his  holy  hill. 

P  S  A  L  M  LXXX. 
LONG  METRE. 

The  Church’s  Prayer  under  Afflidlion  :  Or, 
The  Vineyard  of  god  wafted. 

X  /""I  R.EAT  Shepherd  of  thine  Ifrael , 
VjT  Who  didft  between  the  cherubs 
dwell, 

And  led  the  tribes,  thy  chofen  fheep, 
Safe  through  the  defart  and  the  deep, 

3  Thy  church  is  in  thedefart  now, 

Shine  from  on  high  and  guide  it  through; 
Turn  us  to  thee  thy  love  reftore, 
Wefhall  be  fav'd,  and  figh  no  more. 

3  Great  God,  whom  heav'nly  holts  obey. 
How  long  (ball  we  lament  and  pray, 
And  wait  in  vain  thy  kind  return  ? 

How  long  fhall  thy  fierce  anger  burn  ? 

4  Inltead  of  wine  and  cheerful  bread 
Thy  faints  with  their  own  tears  are  fed ; 
Turn  us  to  thee,  thy  love  reltore, 

We  lhall  be  fav'd  and  figh  no  more. 

P  a  u  s  e  T. 

5  Halt  thou  not  planted  with  thy  hands 
A  lovely  vine  in  Heathen  lands  ? 

Did  not  thy  pow'r  defend  it  round, 

And  heav'nly  dews  enrich  the  ground  ? 

6  How  did  the  lpreading  branches  fiioot, 
Andblefs  the  nations  with  the  fruit  ? 
But  now,  dear  Lord,  look  down  and  fee 
Thy  mourning  vine,  that  lovely  tree. 

7  Why  is  its  beauty  thus  defac'd  ? 

Why  haft:  thou  laid  her  fences  wafte  ? 
Strangers  and  foes  againft  her  join, 

And  ev'ry  beaft  devours  the  vine. 

8  Return,  almighty  Gcd,  return; 

Nor  let  thy  bleeding  vineyard  mourn  : 
Turn  us  to  thee,  thy  love  reftore, 

Wre  lhall  be  fav'd,  and  figh  no  more. 


P  A  U  S  E  II. 

9  Lord,  when  this  vine  in  Canaan  grew. 
Thou  waft  its  ftrength  and  glory  too  ! 
Attack'd  in  vain  by  all  its  foes, 

'Till  the  fair  Branch  of  promile  rofe. 

10  Fair  Branch,  ordain'd  of  old  to  fhoo 
From  Da<vid* sftock,  from  yacob’ sroot  : 
Himfelf  a  noble  Vine,  and  we 

'  The  lelfer  branches  of  the  Tree  : 

11  'Tis  thy  own  Son  ;  and  he  lhall  ftanc 
Girt  with  thy  ftrength, at  thy  right  hand 
Thy  firft-born  Son,  ador'd  and  bleft 
With  pow'r  and  grace  above  the  reft. 

12  O  l  for  his  fake,  attend  our  cry, 
Shine  on  thy  churches,  left  they  die ; 
Turn  us  to  thee,  thy  love  reftore, 

We  lhall  be  fav'd,  and  figh  no  more. 


PSALM  LXXXL 


SHORT  METRE. 

Ver.  i,  8 - -1 6. 

The  Warning  of  God  to  his  People  :  Or,  Spl 
ritual  Bieflings  and  Punilhments. 


1  C^G  to  the  Lord  aloud, 

O  And  make  a  joyful  noife  ; 

God  is  our  ftrength,  our  faviour  God  ; 
Let  Ifrael  hear  his  voice. 

2  “  From  vile  idolatry 

“  Prefervemy  worlhip  clean  ; 

“  I  am  the  Lord  who  fet  thee  free 
“  From  llav'ry  and  from  fin. 


3  “  Stretch  thy  defires  abroad, 

“  And  I'll  fupply  them  well  ; 
“  Butifyewill  refufe  your  God. 

\i Ifrael Y«\\\  rebel  : 


4  “  I'll  leave  them,  faith  the  Lord, 
“  To  their  own  lulls  a  prey, 

“  And  let  them  run  the  dang'rous  road, 
“  'Tis  their  own  chofen  way. 


5  <c  \  ci  C  !  that  all  my  faints 

i ‘  Would  hearken  to  my  voice  ! 

u  Soon  I  would  eale  their  fore  complaints 
“  And  bid  their  hearts  rejoice. 

6  u  While  I  deftroy  their  foes, 

“  I'd  richly  feed  my  flock, 

(t  And  they  ftiould  tafte  the  ftream  than 
flows 

“  From  their  eternal  Reck/' 
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PSALM  LXXXII. 

LONG  METRE. 

god  the  fupreme  Governour  :  Or,  Magiftrates 

warned . 

j  A  MONGth’alfemblies  of  the  great, 
jljl.  A  greater  Ruler  takes  his  leaf  ; 
The  God  of  heav’n,  as  judge,  lurveys 
Thole  gods  on  earth,  and  alltheir  ways. 

2  Why  will  ye  then  frame  wicked  laws  ? 
Or  why  kipport  th'  unrighteous caufe  ? 
When  will  ye  once  defend  the  poor. 
That  Tinners  vex  the  faints  no  more  ? 

2  They  know  not,Lord,nor  will  they  know, 
Dark  are  the  ways  in  which  they  go  ; 
Their  name  of  earthly  gods  is  vain, 
For  they  fhall  fall  and  die  like  men. 

4  A  rife,  O  Lord,  and  let  thy  Son 
Poflefs  his  univerfal  throne, 

And  rule,  the  nations  with  his  rod. 

He  is  our  Judge,  and  he  our  God. 


PSALM  LXXXIII. 

SHORT  METRE. 

A  Complaint  agai nil  Perfecutors, 

ND  will  the  God  of  grace 
Pepetual  filence  keep  ? 

The  God  of  jultice  hold  his  peace. 

And  let  his  vengeance  fleep  ? 

2  Behold  what  curfed  fnares 
The  men  ol  mifchief  fpread  : 

The  men  that  hate  thy  faints,  and  thee, 
Lift  up  their  threat'ning  head. 

3  Again!!  thy  hidden  ones 
Their  counfels  they  employ, 

And  malice,  with  her  watchful  eye, 
Purfues  them  to  deftroy. 

4  The  noble  and  the  bale 
Into  thy  paftures  leap  ; 

The  Him  and  the  ftupid  afs 

Confpire  to  vex  thy  fhecp. 

5  iC  Come,  let  us  join,  they  cry, 

“  To  root  them  from  the  ground, 
<<  'Till  not  the  name  ot  faints  remain, 
Nor  merrt’ry  fhall  be  found/* 

6  Awake,  almighty  God, 

And  call  thy  wrath  to  mind  ; 

Give  them  like  forefts  to  the  fire, 

Or  ftubble  to  the  wind. 


7  Convince  their  madnefs,  Lord, 

And  make  them  feek  thy  name  : 

Or  elfe  their  ftubborn  rage  confound. 

That  they  may  die  in  fhame. 

8  Then  fhall  the  nations  know 
That  glorious  dreadful  word  ; 

jehovah  ! — is  thy  name  alone. 

And  thou  the  fov 'reign  Lord. 

TTTTITTxxxiv. 

LONG  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 

The  pleafure  of  Publick  Worrtftp. 

1  T  T  OW  pleafant,  how  divinely  fair, 
XT  O  Lord  of  hofts,thy  dwellings  are  \ 

With  long  defire  my  fpirit  faints 
To  meet  th*  aflenjblies  of  thy  faints. 

2  My  flefh  would  reft  in  thine  abode. 

My  panting  heart  cries  out  for  God  ; 

My  God,  my  king,  why  lhould  I  be 
So  far  from  all  my  joys  and  thee  > 

3  The  iparrow  chufes  where  to  reft, 

And  for  her  young  provides  her  neft  ; 
But  will  my  God  to  fparrows  grant 
That  pleafure  which  his  children  want? 

4  Bleft  are  the  faints  who  fet  on  high 
Around  thy  throne  of  majefty  ; 

Thy  brighteft  glories  fhine  above, 

And  all  their  work  is  praife  and  love. 

5  Bleft  are  the  fouls  that  find  a  place 
Within  the  temple  of  thy  grace  ; 

There  they  behold  thy  gentle  rays. 

And  feek  thy  face,  and  learn  thy  praife. 

.  Bleft  are  the  men  whofe  hearts  are  fet 
\b  To  find  the  way  to  Zion  s  gate  ; 

God  is  their  ftrength  ;  and  thro*  the  road 
They  lean  upon  their  helper  God. 

7  Cheerful  they  walk  with  growing  ftrength 
'Till  all  fhall  meet  in  heav’n  at  length  j 
'Till  all  before  thy  face  appear, 

And  join  in  nobler  worfliip  there. 

LONG  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 

god  and  his  Church:  Or,  Grace  and  Glory. 

GREAT  God,  attend  while  Zion  fings. 
The  joy  that  from  thy  prefence 
fprings  : 

Tofpend  one  day  with  thee  on  earth 
■  Exceeds  a  thoufand  days  of  mirth. 


m 


2  Might  T  enjoy  the  meaneft  place. 
Within  thy  houfe,  O  God  of  grace, 
xot  tents  ot  eafe,  nor  thrones  of  pow’r 

Xhould  temPl  n*y  to  leave  thy  door. 

3  God  ts  ourfun,  he  makes  our  day  : 

God  is  our  fhield,  he  guards  our  way 
from  all  th*  adaults  of  1, ell  and  fin, 

1'  rom  foes  without  and  foes  within. 

4  All  needful  grace  will  God  bellow,  ^ 
And  crown  that  grace  with  glory  too  ! 
He  gives  us  all  things,  and  withholds 
No  real  good  from  upright  fouls. 

5  O  God,  our  king,  whole  fov’reign  fway 
1  he  glorious  hofts  of  heav’n  obcw. 

And  devils  at  thy  prefence  flee, 

biell  is  the  man  that  trulls  in  thee. 

Paraphrafed  in  COMMON  METRE. 


P  S  A  L  M  LXXXIV. 


Vtrr. 


4>  2,  3,  io, 


Delight  in  Ordinances  of  Worlhip  :  Or,  god 
prefent  in  his  Churches. 

1  A/TY  ^°ul’  how  lovely  is  the  place 
,  To  which  %  God  reforts  ! 

Iis  heav  n  to  fee  his  failing  face, 

'  Though  in  his  earthly  courts. 

3  There  the  great  Monarch  of  the  Ikies! 

His  laving  powT  difplays. 

A  w  ,khit  bjeaks,id  uPon  our  eyes, 
With  kind  and  (juick’ning  rays. 

3  With  his  rich  gifts  the  heav’nly  Dove. 
Defcends  and  fills  the  place  * 

WTile  CAri/l  reveals  hiswond'r’ous  love, 
And  fheds  abroad  his  grace. 

*  Tliere,  mighty  God,  thy  words  declare 
1  he  lecrets  of  thy  will  j 
And  ftili  we  feek  thy  mercies  there 
And  ling  thy  praifes  dill. 
pause. 

,  My  heart  and  fle/h  cry  out  for  thee 
While  far  from  thine  abode  ;  ’ 

WAh5nJha11  1  trea(l  thy  courts’  and  fee 
My  Saviour  and  my  God  ? 

:  The  fparrow  builds  herfelfa  neff, 

And  fuffers  no  remove  ; 

O  make  me,  like  the  fparrowg,  b^ell 

To  dwell  but  where  Hove.  ’ 


3  L  wiiife  vr  *hrA°W  1  "OUH  wai 

vvmie  JeJus\ s  within, 

Rather  than  fill  a  throne  of  date 

Or  live  in  tents  of  fin. 

Could  I  command  the  fpacious  land,  j 
And  the  more  boundlefs  fea,  * 
for  one  blell  hour  at  thy  right  hand 
■I  ugive  them  both  away. 

PARTICULAR  METRE. 

Longing  for  the  Houfe  of  god. 

1  T  worlds  above, 

~~  How  pleafant  and  how  fair 
The  dwellings  of  thy  love, 

"lliy  earthly  temples  are  1 
To  thine  abode 
My  heart  afpires, 

With  warm  defires. 

To  lee  my  God. 

1  The  fparrow  for  her  youn*, 

With  pleafure  feeks  a  nefi^ 

And  wand  ring  fwallows  lon^ 

To  find  their  wonted  refi  ! 

My  fpirit  faints. 

With  equal  zeal, 

Do  rife  and  dwell 
Among  thy  faints. 

O  happy  fouls  that  pray, 

Where  God  appoints  to  hear  ? 

O  happy  men  that  pay 
Their  conftant  lervice  there  l 
Theypraife  thee  Itiil  • 

And  happy  they 
That  love  the  way 
To  Zion's  hill. 


To  fit  one  day  beneath  thine  eye. 
And  hear  thy  gracious  voice,  * 
.Exceeds  a  whole  eternitv 
Employ’d  in  carnal  joys. 


4  They  go  from  1 hength  to  tfrength, 
g  b rough  t«his  dark  vale  of  tears,  s 
ill  each  arrives  at  length  ; 

*  Pbl  each  in  heav’n  appears*. 

O  glorious  feat. 

When  God  our  Kin^ 

Shall  thither  bring  fj 

Our  willing  feet ! 

r  P  ^  u  s  E.  . 

I  o  fpendone  facred  day, 

Where  God  and  faints  abide. 

Affords  diviner  joy 

TTan  thoufand  days  befide  *  * 

Where  God  reforts, 

I  love  it  more 

To  keep  the  door 

Than  fiiine  in  courts- 
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*  6  God  is  our  fun  and  Shield, 
Our  light  and  our  defence  ; 


With  gifts  his  hands  are  fill’d. 


We  draw  our  blellings  thenc< 


He  (hall  befiow 
Or  Jacob* s  race 
Peculiar  grace 
And  glory  too. 

The  Lord  his  people  loves  : 
His  hand  no  good  withholds 
From  thofe  his  heart  approves, 
Fre.mpure  and  pious  fouls  ; 
Thrice  happy  he, 

O  God  of  hods, 

Whole  fpirit  trulls 
Alone  in  thee. 


3  Now  truth  and  honour  (hall  abound. 
Religion  dwell  on  earth  again, 

And  heav’nly  influence  blefs  the  ground. 
In  our  Redeemer’s  gentler  reign. 


'4  His  rightcoufncfs  is  gone  before, 

To  give  us  free  accefs  to  God  : 

|  Our  wand’ring  feet  (hall  dray  no  more, 
j  But  mark  his  fieps  and  keep  the  road. 


P 
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PS  A  L  M  LX  XXV. 
LONG  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 
Ter,  1 - 8. 


M  E  T  R  E. 

A  general  Song  of  Praife  to  god. 

MONG  the  princes,  earthly  gods. 
There’s  none  hath  pow’r  divine; 
Nor  is  their  nature,  mighty  Lord, 

Nor  are  their  works  like  thine. 


A] 


Waiting  for  an.  Anfwer  to  Prayer  :  Or  Deliv¬ 
erances  begun  and  completed. 


2  The  nations  thou  had  made,  (hall  bring 


Their  ofF’rings  round  thy  throne 


For  thou  alone  dolt  wond’rous  things, 
For  thou  art  God  alone. 


**  T  0RD>  40U  haft  call’d  thy  £race  t0  3  Cord,  I  would  walk  with  holy  feet ; 
-  JN*  ,  ’P’ nc  ’  , ,  i  Teach  me  thine  heav’idy  ways. 

Thou  halt  revers  d  our  heavy  doom  ;  And  my  poor  fcatter’d  thoughts  uni 


1  a°  ave  when  jyrat/  unn  d,  In  God  mv  Father’s  praife. 

And  brought  his  wand  ring  captives  horae. !  ‘  1 

,  Th™,  h,»  .A  ft.  X  r.- —  4  (jreat  1S  '“y  mercy,  and  my  tongue 


unite 


.  3  Thou  had  begun  to  fet  us  free, 

And  made  thy  fierce!!  wrath  abate": 
f  Now  let  our -hearts  be  turn’d  to  thee, 
And  thy  falvation  be  complete. 

3  Revive  our  dying  graces,  Lord, 

And  let  thy  faints  in  thee  rejoice  ; 


P 


Shall  thofe  fweet  wonders  tell. 

How  by  thy  grace  my  (inking  foul 
Role  from  the  deeps  of  hell. 

S  "a  L  M  LXXXVII. 

LONG  M  ETR  E. 


ivvuij  mnuj  in  Ulit  1UJU1CC  j  I  —  —  - 

Make  known  thy  truth,  fulfil  thy  word  •!  1 ~  C  lurc,hihe  Birth-ppce  of.t 
.  Wp  ...  .  . . . X  T  Jews  and  Gentiles  united  in 


;he  Saints  :  Or 


A 


We  wait  (or  praife  to  tune  our  voice. 

We  wait  to  hear  what  God  will  fay  : 
He  11  (peak,  and  give  his  people  peace 
But  let  them  run  no  more  aftray. 


the  Chriftiaa 


Led  his  returning  wrath  increale. 


LONG  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 
Ter.  9,  See. 

Salvation  bv  Christ. 

1  Q  ALT  A  i  ION  is  for  ever  nigh 

To  fouls  that  fear  and  trod  the  Lord  : 
,  And  grace  defending  from  on  high, 
Frefh  hopes  of  glory  (hall  afford. 

2  Mercy  and  truth  on  earth  are  met,  [heav’n: 
Since  Chrijl  the  Lord  came  down  from 
By  his  obedience  fo  complete 

judice  is  pleas’d,  and  peace  is  giv^i. 


Church. 

^OD  in  his  earthly  temple  lays 
~  Foundations  for  his  heav’nly  praife; 
He  likes  the  tents  of  Jacob  well/ 
j  But  dill  in  Zion  loves  to  dwell. 

1 2  His  mercy  viiits  ev’ry  houfe 
j  \  hat  pay  their  night  and  morning  vows  ; 
j  But  makes  a  more  delightful  day 
Where  churches  meet  to  praife  and  pray. 

3  What  glories  were  deferib’d  of  old  ? 
What  wonders  are  of  Zion  told  ? 

Thou  city  o(  our  God  below, 

Thy  fame  (hall  Tyre  and  Egypt  know. 

4  E qry.pt  and  Tyre ,  and  Greek  and  Jew, 
/Shall  there  begin  their  lives  anew'  ; 

Angels  and  men'fliall  join  to  (ing 
T  he  hill  where  living  waters  fpring* 


**!  * 


4 


‘ 


. 

. 


. 


,  v-rJ1  - 
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5  When  God  makes  up  his  lad  account 
Of  natives  in  his  holy  mount, 

'’Twill  be  an  honour  to  appear 
As  one  new-born,  or  nourifh’d  there  ! 

_ 1 1  _ > _ 

PSALM  LXXXIX. 

LONG  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 

The  Covenant  made  with  Christ  :  Or,  the 

true  David. 

i  T^OREVER  fhall  my  fong  record 
Jl  The  truth  and  mercy  of  the  Lord, 
Mercy  and  truth  for  ever  {land 
Like  heav’n  eflablifh’d  by  his  hand. 

3  Thus  to  his  fon  he  fware  and  faid, 

“  With  thee  my  cov’nant  fir/t  is  made  ; 
*‘In  thee  fhali  dying  Tinners  live, 

“  Glory  and  grace  are  thine  to  give. 

3  “  Be  thou  my  Prophet,  thou  my  Pried* 
“  Thy  children  fhali  be  ever  blefl  ; 

tc  Thou  art  my  chofen  King  ;  thy  throne 
<c  Shall  (land  eternal,  like  my  own. 

4  “  There' '  s  none  of  all  my  fons  above 
u  So  much  my  image  or  rny  love  ; 

li  Celeftial  pow’rs  thy  fubjedlsare  ; 
tc  1  hen  what  can  earth  to  thee  compare  ? 

5  “  David,  my  fervant,  whom  I  chofe, 

“  To  guard  my  flock,  to  crufh  my  foes, 
iC  And  rais’d  him  to  the  Jewifii  throne, 
li  Was  but  a  Ihadow  of  my  Son.’' 

6  Now  let  the  church  rejoice  and  ling 
Jefus  her  Saviour  and  her  King  ; 

Angels  his  heav’nly  wonders  fhow. 

And  faints  declare  his  works  below 


COMMON  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 

The  Fairhr'uinefs  of  gop, 

1  \/fY  never'cea^ng  f°ngs  fliatl  fhow 
JlVA  The  mercies  of  the  Lord  $ 

And  make  fucceeding  ages  know 
How  faithful  is  his  word. 

2  The  facred  truths  his  lips  pronounce 

Shall  firm  as  heav’n  endure  ; 

And  ifhe  fpeak  a  promife  once, 

TIT  eternal  grace  is  fure, 

3  How  long  the  race  of  David  held 

The  promis’d  Jewifh  throne  ! 

But  there’s  a  noble  covenant  feal’d 
To  David's  greateft  Sop, 


4  His  feed  for  ever  fhali  pofiefs 

A  throne  above  the  (kies  ; 

The  meanefl  fubjedl  of  his  grace 
Shall  to  that  glory  rife. 

5  Loi  d  God  of  hods1,  thy  wond’rous  ways 

Are  fung  by  faints  above  j 
And  laints  on  earth  their  honours  raife 
To  thy  unchanging  love. 


COMMON  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 
Ver.  7,  & c. 

The  Power  and  Majefty  of  god  ;  Or,  Reve¬ 
rential  Worihip. 

1  T  7TTH  rev’ re  nee  let  the  faints  appear 

V  V  And  bow  before  the  Lord, 

His  high  commands  with  rev’rence  hear3 
And  tremble  at  his  word  1 

2  How  terrible  thy  glories  rife  I 

How  bright  thy  beauties  fhine  ! 

Where  is  the  pow’r  with  thee  that  vies?  » 
Or  truth  compar’d  with  thine  ? 

3  The  Northern  pole,  and  Southern  reft 

On  thy  fupporting  hand  ;  ^ 

Darknefs  and  day  from  Eafl  to  Weft 
Move  round  at  thy  command. 

4  Thy  word  the  raging  winds  controul,  % 

And  rule  the  boid’rous  deep  : 

Thou  mak’fl  the  fleeping  billows  roil,  * 
The  rolling  billows  deep. 

5  Heav  ’n,  earth,  and  air,  and  fea  are  thine9 

And  the  dark  world  of  hell ; 

How  did  thine  arm  in  vengeance  fhine. 
When  Egypt dur ft  rebel ! 

6  Juflice  and  judgment  are  thy  throne. 

Yet  wond’rous  is  thy  grace  :  * 

White  truth  and  mercy  join’d  in  one. 
Invite  us  near  thy  face. 


COMMON  METRE.  THIRD  PART, \ 
Per.  15,  See. 

A  blefled  Gofpel. 

1  T>  LESTare  the  fouls  that  hear  and  know 
Jj  The  gofpeTs  joyful  found  ; 

Peace  fhali  attend  the  paths  thevgo. 
And  light  their  flepsfurround. 

2  Their  joy  fhali  bear  their  fpirits  up 

Through  their  Redeemer’s  name  ; 
His  righteoufnefs  exalts  their  hope, 

Nor  Satan  dares  condemn. 


L 


M 
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3  The  Lord  our  glory,  and  defence, 
Strength  and  (alvation  gives  : 

Jfrael,  thy  King  for  ever  reigns, 

Thy  God  for  ever  lives. 

COMMON  METRE.  FOURTH  FART 
Ver.  19,  &c. 

Christ’s  Mediatorial  Kingdom  :  Or,  His  di¬ 
vine  and  human  Nature. 

1  T  TEAR  what  the  Lord  in  viflon  faid, 
JT1  And  made  his  mercy  known  : 

“  Sinners,  behold,  your  help  is  laid 
“  On  my  almighty  Son.” 

2  Behold  the  man  my  wifdom  chofe 

Among  your  mortal  race  ; 

■  His  head  my  holy  oil  o’erflows, 

The  Spirit  of  my  grace. 

3  High  Ihall  he  reign  on  David's  throne, 

My  people's  better  King  ; 

My  arm  (hall  beat  his  rivals  down, 

And  (till  new  fubjedts  bring. 

4  My  truth  (hall  guard  him  in  his  way. 

With  mercy  by  his  fide, 

While  in  my  name  o’er  earth  and  fea 
He  (hall  in  triumph  ride. 

5  Me  for  his  Father  and  his  God 

He  (hall  for  ever  own, 

Call  me  his  rock,  his  high  abode,  > 
And  I’ll  fupport  my  Son. 

6  My  Brfl  born  Son,  array’d  in  grace. 

At  my  right  hand  (hall  fit  ; 

A  Beneath  him  angels  know  their  place, 

$  And  monarchs  at  his  feet. 

7  My  cov’nant  (lands  for  ever  faff, 

My  promifes  are  (trong  ; 

Firm  as  the  heav’ns  his  throne  (hall  lad, 
His  feed  endure  as  long. 

COMMON  METRE.  FIFTH  PART. 
Ver.  30,  &c. 

The  Covenant  of  Grace  unchangeable  :  Or* 
Afflidtion  without  Rejection. 

i  "V^ET  (faith  the  Lord)  if  David's  race, 
A  The  children  of  my  Son, 

Should  break  my  laws  abufe  my  grace, 
And  tempt  mine  anger  down  ; 

^  Their  fins  I’ll  vifit  with  the  rod, 

And  make  their  folly  fmart  ; 

But  I’ll  not  ceafe  to  be  their  God, 

Nor  from  my  truth  depart. 


. . , -  7* 

3  My  cov’nant  I  will  ne’er  revoke, 

But  keep  my  grace  in  mind  ; 

And  what  eternal  love  hath  fpoke. 
Eternal  truth  (hall  bind. 

4  Once  have  I  fworn  (I  need  no  more) 

And  pledg’d  my  holinefs. 

To  leal  the  (acred  promife  fure 
To  David  and  his  race. 

5  The  fun  (hall  (ee  his  offspring  rife 

And  fpread  from  (eato  fea, 

Long  as  he  travels  round  the  (kies 
To  give  the  nations  day. 

6  Sure  as  the  moon  that  rules  the  night 

His  kingdom  (hall  endure, 

’Till  theflx’d  Jaws  of  (hade  and  light 
Shall  be  obferv’d  no  more. 


LONG  METRE.  SECOND  FART 

Ver.  47,  &c. 

Mortality  and  Hope. 

A  Funeral  FJalm. 

1  T>  EMEMBER,  Lord, ourmortal  flats 
jLVHow  frail  our  life,  howfhort  the  date! 

Where  is  the  man  that  draws  his  breath 
Safe  fromdifeafe,  fecure  from  death  ? 

2  Lord,  while  we  fee  whole  nations  die. 
Our  flefh  and  fenfe  repine  and  cry, 

“  Mud  death  for  ever  rage  and  reign  t 
“Or  had  thou  made  mankind  in  vain  ? 

3  “Where  is  thy  promife  to  the  jud  ? 

“  Are  not  thy  fervants  turn’d  to  dud  ?” 
But  faith  forbids  thefe  mournful  dghs, 
And  fees  the  (leeping  dud  arife. 

4 That  glorious  hour,  that  dreadful  day. 
Wipes  the  reproach  of  faints  away, 

And  clears  the  honour  of  thv  word  : 

j  9 

Awake  our  fouls  and  blefs  the  Lord. 


PARTICULAR  METRE. 

Ver.  47,  &c. 

Life,  Death,  and  the  Refuredlion. 

1  HpniNK,  mighty  God,  on  feeble  man  ; 

A  Howfewhishours,howfhorthis  fpan 
Short  from  the  cradle  to  thegrave. 
Who  can  fecure  his  viral  breath 
Againd  the  bold  demands  of  death, 
With  (kill  to  fly,  or  pow’r  to  fave  ? 

2  Lord,  (hall  it  be  for  ever  faid, 

“  The  race  of  man  was  only  made 
For  ficknefs,  forrotv.  and  the  dud.f* 


Are  not  thy  fervants  day  by  day 
Sent  to  their  graves  and  turn’d  fodav 
Lord,  where’s  thy  kindnefs  to  thejuf 

3  Haft  thou  not  promis’d  to  thy  Son 
And  all  his  feed  a  heav’nly  crown  ? 

But  fiefti  and  fenfe  indulge  defpair  • 
For  ever  blefled  be  the  Lord, 

That  faith  can  read  his  holy  word. 
And  find  a  refurredion  there. 

4  Forever  blefled  be  the  Lord, 

Who  gives  his  faints  along  reward, 

For  alt  their  toil,  reproach,  and  pain 
Let  all  below,  and  all  above, 

Join  to  proclaim  thy  vvond’rous  love 
And  each  repeat  their  loud  Amen.  ’ 


PSALM  XC. 

long  metre. 

Llan  mortal  and  god  eternal. 
A  mournful  Song  at  a  Funeral 


i  Thy  wrath  awakes  our  humble  dread  : 

?;  We  fear  the  pow’r  that  ftrikes  us  dead.] 

S  Teach  us,  O  Lord,  how  frail  is  man  ; 

|  And  kindly  lengthen  out  our  fpan, 

’Till  a  wife  care  of  piety 

Fit  us  to  die  and  dwell  with  thee. 


j  COMMON  METRE.  FIRST  PART, \ 

1  v 

|  ter.  i — —5. 

Man  frail,  and  god  eternal. 

j1  ^\TR  God,  our  help  in  ages  paftj, 
Our  hope  for  years  to  come. 
Our  (belter  from  the  ftormy  blaft. 

And  our  eternal  home. 

2  Under  the  fhadow  of  thy  throne, 

i  hy  faints  have  dwelt  (ecu re. 
Sufficient  is  thine  arm  alone, 

And  our  defence  is  fure. 


1  r  |  ''H  ROUGH  ev’ry  age  eternal  God, 
X  Thou  art  our  reft,  our  fafe  abode  ; 
High  was  thy  throne  e’reheav’n  was  made’ 
Or  earth  thy  humble  footftool  laid. 
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Before  the  hills  in  order  ftood, 
Or  earth  receiv’d  her  frame. 
From  everlafting  thou  art  God, 
To  endlefs  years  the  fame. 


2  Long  hadft  thou  reign’d  e’re  time  began, 
Or  duft  was  fafhion’d  to  a  man  ; 

A  nd  long  thy  kingdom  fhall  endure 
When  earth  and  time  fhall  be  no  more. 

3  But  fnan,  weak  man,  is  born  to  die, 
Made  up  of  guilt  and  vanity  : 

Thy  dreadful  fentence,  Lord,  was  juft, — 
“  Return,  ye  finners,  to  your  duff.” 

4  [A  thoufand  of  our  years  amount 
Scarce  to  a  day  in  thine  account, 

Like  yefterday’s  departed  light,  # 

Or  the  laft  watch  of  ending  night.] 

pause. 

5  Death,  like  an  overflowing  ftream. 
Sweeps  us  away  ;  our  life’s  a  dream  : 
An  empty  tale  ;  a  morning  flow’r, 

Cut  down  and  wither’d  in  an  hour. 

6  [Our age  to  feventy  years  is  fet  ; 

How  fhort  the  term  !  how  frail  tlicfta'te  ! 
And  if  to  eighty  we  arrive, 

We  rather  figh  and  groan,  than  live. 

*?  But  O  !  how  oft  thy  wrath  appears, 

’  And  cuts  oft' our  expected  years  ! 


4  Thy  word  commands  our  flefh  to  duft, 
(*  Return,  ye  fons  of  men 
All  nations  rofe  from  earth  at  firft, 
And  turn  to  earth  again. 

15  A  thoufand  ages  in  thy  fight 

Are  like  an  ev’ning  gone  ;  At 

Short  as  the  watch  that  ends  the  nieht 
Before  the  rifing  fun. 

16  [The  bufv  tribes  of  fiefh  and  blood, 

With  ail  their  lives  and  cares, 

Are  carry  d  downwards  by  the  flood* 
And  loft  in  foll’wing  years. 

7  Time,  like  an  ever- rolling  ftream. 

Bears  ail  its  fons  away  ; 

!  They  fly,  forgotten  as  a  dream 
Dies  at  the  op’ning  day. 

g  Like  flow’ry  fields  the  nations  ftand. 
Pleas’d  with  the  morning  light  : 
Thefiow’rs  beneath  the  mower’s  hand, 

|  Lie  with’ringe’er  ’tis  night.] 

9  Our  God,  our  help  in  ages  paft, 

Our  hope  for  years  to  come, 

Be  thou  our  guard  while  troubles  laft. 
And  our  eternal  home. 


P  S  A  L 


XCI. 
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COMMON  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 

Ver.  8,  ii,  %  io,  ii. 

Infirmities  and  Mortality  theEft'e£t  of  Sin  :  Or, 
Lite,  old  Age,  and  Preparation  for  Death. 

i  T  ORD,  if  thine  eyes  furvey  our  faults, 
JLi  And  juflice  grows  fevere, 

Thy  dreadful  wrath  exceeds  our  thoughts,- 
And  burns  beyond  our  fear. 

*  Thine  anger  turns  our  frame  to  dull: : 

By  one  offence  to  thee, 

Adamt  with  all  his  fons,  have  loft 
Their  immortality. 

3  Life  like  a  vain  amufement  flies, 

A  fable  or  a  fong  j 
Byfwift  degrees  our  nature  dies. 

Nor  can  our  joys  be  long. 

4  *Tis  but  a  few  whofe  days  amount 

To  threefcore  years  and  ten  ; 

And  all  beyond  that  fhort  account 
Is  forrow,  toil,  and  pain. 

5  [Our  vitals  with  laborious  ftrife 

Bear  up  the  crazy  load, 

And  drag  thofe  poor  remains  of  life 
Along  the  tirefome  road.] 

6  Almighty  God,  reveal  thy  love. 

And  not  thy  wrath  alone  ; 

O  let  our  fweet  experience  prove 
The  mercies  of  thy  throne. 

7  Our  fouls  would  learn  the  heav’nly  art 

T*  improve  the  hours  we  have. 

That  we  may  a<5f  the  wifer  part. 

And  live  beyond  the  grave* 


'R1 


COMMON  METRE.  THIRD  PAR  T. 
Ver.  13,  &e. 

Breathing  after  Heaven. 

ETURN,  O  God  of  love,  return 
Earth  is  a  tirefome  place  ; 

How  long  fliall  we  thy  children  mourn 
Our  abfence  from  thy  face  ? 

2  Let  heav’n  fucceed  our  painful  years, 

Let  fin  and  forrow  ceale  ; 

And  in  proportion  to  our  tears, 

So  make  our  joys  increafe. 

3  Thy  wonders  to  thy  fervants  ftiow, 

Make  thy  own  work  complete ; 
Then  (hall  our  fouls  thy  glory  know, 
And  own  thy  love  was  great, 

K 


4  Then  fhall  we  fhine  before  thy  throne 
In  all  thy  beauty,  Lord  ; 

And  the  poor  fervice  we  have  done 
Meet  a  divine  reward. 


SHORT  METRE. 

Ver.  5,  10,  12. 

The  Frailty  and  Shortnefs  of  Life* 

*  T  ORD  what  a  feeble  piece 
JL-J  Is  this  our  mortal  frame? 
Our  life  how  poor  a  trifle  ’tis, 

That  fcarce  defervesthe  name  1 

2  Alas  1  ’twas  brittle  clay 
Thait  built  our  bodies  firft  ! 

And  ev’ry  month  and  ev’ry  day 
'Tls  mould’ring  back  to  duft, 

3  Our  moments  fly  apace. 

Nor  will  our  minutes  ft;  / 

J uft  like  a  flood  our  hafty  days 
Are  fweeping  us  away. 

4  Well,  if  our  days  muft  fly, 

f  We'll  keep  their  end  in  fight ; 

W^e  11  fpertd  them  all  in  wifdoni’s 
And  let  them  fpeed  their  Sight. 

5  They’ll  waft  us  foonero’er 
This  life’s  tempeftuous  fea  : 1 

Soon  we  fliall  reach  the  peaceful  (tiorc 
Of  bleft  eternity. 


-V  ti 


PSA 

LONG 

Ver .  1 - 7. 

Safety  in  publick  Difeafes 


L  M  XCI. 
METRE. 

and  Dange-rs. 


1  I_TE  that  hath  made  his  refuge  God, 
-**  Shall  find  a  moft  fecufe  abode  * 
Shall  walk  all  day  beneath  his  fhade,  * 
And  thereat  night  fhall  reft  his  head’. 

2  T  W^1  I  fay,  il  My  God,  thy  pow’r 
“  Shall  be  my  fortrefs  and  my  tow’f  : 

“  I  that  am  form’d  of  feeble  duft 

Make  thine  almighty  arm  my  truft.’* 

3  Thrice  happy  man  \  thy  Maker’s  care 
Shall  keep  thee  from  the  fowler’s  fn are f 
Satan  the  fowler,  who  betrays 
Unguarded  fouls  athotifand  ways* 

4  Juft  as  a  hen  protects  her  brood, 

(From  birds  of  prey  that  feek  their  blood'. 
Under  her  feathers,  fo  the  Lord 
Makes  his  own  arm  his  people’s  guard* 


5  If  burning  beams  of  noon  confpire 
To  dart  a  pefiilential  fire, 

God  is  their  life,  his  wings  are  fpread 
To  fiiield  them  with  a  healthful  Chade. 

6  If  vapours  with  maglignant  breath 
Kile  thick,  and  fcatter  midnight  death, 
lfrael  is  fafe  :  The  poifon’d  air 
Grows  pure,  if  IfraeV s  God  be  there, 

PAUSE. 

7  What  though  a  rhoufand  at  thy  fide, 

At  thy  right  hand  ten  thoufand  dy’d, 
Thy  God  his  chofen  people  faves, 
Amongft  the  dead,  amidft  the  graves. 

8  So  when  he  fent  his  angel  down 

To  make  his  wrath  in  Egypt  known. 
And  (lew  their  fons,  his  careful  eye 
Pad  all  the  doors, of  Jacob  by. 

9  But  if  the  fire,  or  plague,  or  (word, 
Receive  commiffion  from  the  Lord, 

To  ftrike  his  faints  among  the  reft, 
Their  very  pains  and  deaths  are  bleft. 

jo  The  fword,  the  peflilence,  or  fire, 

•  Shall  but  fulfil  their  bed  defire; 

Prom  fins  and  forrows  fet  them  free, 
And  bring  thy  children,  Lord,  to  thee. 


COMMON  METRE. 

Ver.  9 . . --i6. 

ProteOIon  from  Death,  Guard  of  Angels,  Vic¬ 
tory  and  Deliverance. 

1  X/E  Tons  of  men,  a  feeble  race, 

JL  Expos’d  to  ev’ry  fnare, 

Come, make  the  Lord  your  dwelling  place, 
And  trv,  and  truft  his  care. 

2  No  ill  ftrali  enter  where  you  dwell  ; 

Or  if  the  plague,  come  nigh, 

And  fweep  the  wicked  down  to  hell, 
’Twill  raife  his  faints  on  high. 

3  He’ll  givehis  angels  charge  to  keep 

Your  feet  in  ail  their  ways : 

To  watch  your  pillow  while  you  deep, 
And  guard  your  happy  days. 

4  Their  hands  (hall  bear  you,  left  you  fall 

And  dafli  againftthe  Clones  : 

Are  they  not  fervants  at  hft  call. 

And  fent  t’  attend  his  fons  ? 

5  Adders  and  lions  ye  ftiall  tread  ; 

The  tempter’s  wiles  defeat  ; 

He  that  hath  broke  the  ferpent’s  head 
Puts  them  beneath  your  feet,  1 


m  xcii. 

6  u  Becaufe  on  me  they  fet  their  love, 
tfr  I  ll  fave  them  (faith  the  Lord) 

((  I  11  bear  their  joyful  fouls  above 
u  Deftrudlion,  and  the  fword. 

7  i(  My  grace  fhall  an  fwer  when  they  call: 
“  In  trouble  I’ll  be  nigh  ; 

“  My  pbw’r  fhall  help  them  when  they 
fall, 

u  And  raife  them  when  they  die. 

8  u  Thofe  that  on  earth  my  name  have 

b  honour  them  in  heav’n  :  [known 
“  There  my  falvation  ftiall  be  ftiown, 

(i  And  endlefs  life  be  triv’n.” 

p  s  aTm  xciT 

LONG  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 

A  Pfalm  for  the  lord’s  Day. 

1  CWEET  is  the  work,  my  God, my  King, 
O  Topraife  thy  name, give  thanks  Sc  fing, 
To  Chew  thy  love  by  morning  light, 

And  talk  of  all  thy  truth  at  night. 

2  Sweet  is  the  day  of  facred  reft, 

No  mortal  cares  fhall  feize  my  breaft : 

O  may  my  heart  in  tunebe  found, 

Like  David’ s  harp  of  folemn  found  ! 

3  My  heart  ftiall  triumph  in  my  Lord, 
And  blefs  his  works,  and  blefs  his  word; 
Thy  works  of  grace  how  bright  they  Chine! 
How  deep  thy  counfels  !  how  divine  ! 

4  Fools  never  raife  their  thoughts  fohigh  ; 
Like  brutes  they  live,  like  brutes  they  die. 
Like  grafs  they  flourifh,  ’till  thy  breath 
Blaft  them  in  everlafting  death. 

5  But  I  ftiall  Chare  a  glorious  part. 

When  grace  hath  well  refin’d  my  heart. 
And  frefh  (up  plies  of  joy  are  ftied. 

Like  holy  oil  to  cheer  my  head. 

6  Sin  (my  word  enemy  before) 

Shall  vex  my  eyes  and  ears  no  more ; 

My  inward  foes  ftiall  all  be  flain, 

Nor  fatan  break  my  peace  again. 

7  Then  ftiall  I  fee,  and  hear,  and  know, 
All  I  defir’d  or  vvifti’d  below  ; 

And  ev’ry  pow’r  find  fweet  employ 
In  that  eternal  world  of  joy. 


long  metre,  second  part. 

The  Church  is  the  Garden  of  god. 

LORD,  ’tis  a  pleafant  thing  to  ftand 
In  gardens  planted  by  thinehanci  ; 
Let  me  within  thy  courts  be  feen  . 
Like  a  young  Cedar ,  frefh  and  green. 


PSALM  XCIir,  XGIV. 
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%  There  grow  thy  faints  in  faith  and  love, 
Bleft  with  thine  influence  from  above; 
Not  Lebanon  with  all  its  trees 
Yields  fuch  a  comely  fight  as  thefe. 

3  The  plants  of  grace  fliall  ever  live  : 
(Nature  decays  but  grace  mu  ft  thrive) 
Time  that  doth  all  things  elfe  impair 
Still  makes  them  flourifh  flrong  and  fair. 

4  Laden  with  fruits  of  age,  they  fhew 
The  Lord  is  h«ly,  juft  and  true  : 

None  that  attend  his  gates  fliall  find 
A  God  unfaithful  or  unkind. 

P  S  A  L  M  XCJII. 

LONG  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 

The  eternal  and  fovereign  god. 

1  T  EHQVAH  reigns  ;  he  dwells  in  light; 
J  Girded  with  majefly  and  might  : 
The  world  created  by  his  hands 

Still  on  its  firft  foundation  Hands. 

2  But  ere  this  fpacious  world  was  made, 
Or  had  its  firfl  foundations  laid, 

Thy  throne  eternal  ages  flood, 

Thyfelf  the  ever- living  God. 

3  Like  floods  the  angry  nations  rife, 

And  aim  their  rage  againfl  the  Ikies ; 
Vain  floods  thataim  their  rage  fo  high  1 
At  thy  rebuke  the  billows  die. 

4  For  ever  fliall  thy  throne  endure  j 
Thy  promife  Hands  for  ever  fure  ; 
Andeverlafting  holinefs 
Becomes  the  dwellings  of  thy  grace. 
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PARTICULHR  METRE.  FIRST  PARI, 

'HE  Lord  of  glory  reigns ;  he  reigns 
on  high, 

Tils  robes  of  fta-teareflrength  and  majefly; 
This  wide  creation  rofe  at  his  command, 
Built  by  his  word,  and  'flablifh'd  by  his 
hand  :  [tion, 

Long  flood  his  throne  ere  be  began  crea- 
And  his  own  Godhead  is  the  firm  foun¬ 
dation. 

2  God  is  th’  eternal  King :  thy  foes  in  vain 
Raife  their  rebellion  to  confound  thy  reign : 
In  vain  the  florms,  in  vain  the  floods  arife, 
And  roar,  and  tofs  their  waves  againfl 
the  fkies  ;  [commotion, 

Foaming  at  heav’n  they  rage  with  wild 
But  heav'n's  high  arches  fcorn  the  fwel- 
ling  ocean. 


3  Ye  tempefls  rage  no  more;  ye  floods  be 
ftill; 

And  the  mad  world  obedient  toh:s  will: 

Built  on  his  truth,  his  church  muff  ever 
ftand  ; 

Firm  are  his  promifes  and  flrong  his  hand : 

See  his  own  Ions,  when  they  appear 
before  him,  [dore  him. 

Bow  at  hisfoot-rtool,  and  with  fear  a- 
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PARTICULAR  METRE.  SECOND  PART . 
HE  Lord  Jehovah  reign3, 

And  royal  ftate  maintains, 

His  head  with  awful  glories  crown'd  ; 
Array'd  in  robes  of  light, 

Begirt  with  fov’reign  might. 

And  rays  of  majefly  around. 

2  Upheld  by  thy  commands, 

T  he  world  fecurely  Hands, 

And  fkies  and  fl^p^  obey  thy  word  : 

Thy  throne  was  fix’d  on  high 
Before  the  fiarry  Iky  : 

Eternal  is  thy  kingdom,  Lord. 

3  In  vain  the  noify  crowd, 

Like  billows  fierce  and  loud, 

Againfl  thine  empire  rage  and  roar  ; 

In  vain  with  angry  fpite 
The  furly  nations  fight, 

And  dalli  like  waves  again  It  the  fliore. 

4  Let  floods  and  nations  rage, 

And  all  their  pow’rs  engage, 

Let  fweiling  tides  aflault  the  Iky  : 

The  terrours  of  thy  frown 
Shall  beat  their  madnels  down  : 

Thy  throne  for  ever  flands  on  high. 

5  Thy  promifes  are  ti>e. 

Thy  grace  is  ever  new  : 

There  fix’d  thy  church  lhali  n'er  remove  ; 
Thy  faints  with  holy  fear 
Shall  in  thy  courts  appear. 

And  fing  thine  everiafiing  love. 

Repeat  the  fourth  jla?iz,a}  ij  necejjary. 


P  S  A  L  M  XC1V. 
COMMON  METRE.  FIRST  PART, 
Ter.  i,  2,  7 — — 14. 


Saints  chaftifed,  and  dinners  deflroyed  ;  Or, 
inltruCtive  Afflictions. 

i  GOD  !  to  whom  revenge  belongs, 
V-/  Proclaim  thy  wrath  aloud  j 
Let  fov’reign  pow’rredrefs  our  wrongs, 
Let  juflice  finite  the  proud. 
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p  s  A  L  M  XCV. 


i  They  fay, “The  Lord  nor  fees  nor  hears;” 
When  will  the  fools  he  wife  ? 

Can  he  be  deaf,  who  form’d  their  ears  ? 
Or  blind,  Who  made  their  eyes  ? 

3  He  knows  their  impious  t  houghts  are  vain 

And  they  (hall  feel  jiis  pow’r; 

His  wrath  (hall  pierce  their  fouls  with  pain 
In  fome  furprizing  hour. 

4  But  if  thy  faints  deferve  rebuke, 

T  hou  hafl  a  gentler  rod  ; 

Thy  providences  and  thy  book' 

Shall  make  them  know  their  God. 

5  Bleftis  the  man  thy  hands  chaflife, 

And  to  his  duty  draw  •  *' 

1  hy  fc Surges  make  thy  children  wife, 
When  they  forget  thy  law. 

6  But  God  will  n’er  cad  off  his  faints, 

Ncr  his  own  promife  break  j 
He  pardons  his  inheritance 
For  their  Redeemer’s  fake. 


COMMON  METRIC.  SECOND  PART. 

Per*  16 - 23.  £ 

Support  and  Comfort:  Or,  Deliver- 
om  ;i 


cod  our 
ance  from 


.  emptation  and  Perfecution. 


1  \7f7^HO  will  arife  and  plead  my  right, 
Againft  iny  num’rdus  foes  ;  ’ 

While  earth  and  hell  their  force  unite, 
And  all  my  hopes  oppofe. 

-  Had  hot  the  Lord,  my  rock,  my  help, 
Suftain’d  my  fainting  head. 

My  life  had  now  in  filence  dwelt, 

My  foul  amongft  the  dead. 

3  “Alas,  my  Aiding  feet !”  I  ery’d, 

»  Thy  promife  Was  my  prop  ; 

Thy  grace  daod  conffant  by  my  fide, 
Thy  fpirit  bore  me  up. 

4  When  multitudes  of  mournful  thoughts 
Within  my  bofom  roll, 


PSALM  XCV. 

COMMON  METRE. 

A  Pfalm  before  Prayer. 

i  CHNG  to  the  Lord  Jehovah’s  name, 
O  And  in  his  tfrength  rejoice  ; 

When  his  falvation  is  our  theme, 
Exalted  be  our  voice. 

z  With  thanks  approach  his  awful  fight, 
And  pfalms  of  honour  fing; 

The  Lord's  a  God  of  boundlefs  might, 
The  whole  creation’s  King. 

;  Let  princes  hear,  let  angels  know, 

How  mean  their  natures  feem, 

Thofe  gods  on  high/and  gods  below, 
When  once  compar'd  with  him. 

4  Earth  with  its  caverns  dark  and  deep. 
Lies  in  his  fpacious  hand  ; 

He  fix’d  the  feas  what  bounds  to  keep. 
And  where  the  hills  muft  ftand. 

Come,  and  with  humble  fouls  adore. 
Come  kneel  before  his  face  ; 

O  may  the  creatures  of  his  pow'r 
Be  children  of  his  grace. 

Now  is  the  time  he  bends  his  ear, 

And  waits  for  your  requefi  • 

Come,  lefi  he  route  his  wrath, and  (wear 
“  Ye  fiiall  not  fee  my  red.” 


R  E. 


SHORT  MET 

A  P  fill  in  before  Sermoru 

1  /^lOME,  found  his  praiTe  abroad, 
Vw'  And  hymns  of  glory  fing  j 

Jehovah  is  the  fov’reign  God,  5 
The  univerfal  King. 

2  He  form’d  the  deeps  unknown  ; 

Me  gave  the  feas  their  bound  ;  ' 

The  wat’ry  worlds  are  all  his  own. 

And  all  the  fulid  ground. 

3  Come,  vvorfiiip  at  his  throne. 

Come  bow  before  the  Lord  ; 


Thy  boundlefs  love  forgives  my  faults,  We  are  his  works,  and  not  our  own 


Thy  comforts  cheer  my  foul. 

Pow’rs  of  iniquity  may  rife, 

And  frame  pernicious  laws  ; 

But  God  my  refuge  rules  the  (kies, 

He  will  defend  my  canfe. 

Let  malice  vent  her  rage  aloud  ; 

Let  bold  blafphemers  fccfF ;  < 

The  Lord  our  God  ftall  judge  the  proud, 
And  cut  the  finnersf  off 


# 

* 


He  form’d  us  by  his  word. 

4  To  day  attend  his  voice, 

Nor  dare  proroke  his  rod  ; 

Come  like  the  people  of  his  choice. 
And  own  your  gracious  God. 

5  Biit  if  your  ears  refufe 
The ‘‘language  of  his  grace, 

And  hearts  grow  hard, like  ftubborn 
That  unbelieving  race  1 
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6  The  Lord  in  vengeance  dreft, 
Will  lift  his  hand  and  fwear, 

*«  You  that  defpife  my  promis'd  reft, 
Shall  have  no  portion  there." 


LONG  METRE. 

Fer,  i,  2,  3,  6 - 1 1. 

Canaan  loft  through  Unbelief :  Or,  a  Warn¬ 
ing  to  delaying  Sinners. 

i/^OME,  let  our  voices  join  to  raife 
A  facred  fong  ot  folemn  praife  : 
God  is  a  fov’reign  King  ;  rehearfe 
His  honours  in  exalted  verfe. 

i  Come,  let  our  fouls  addrefs  the  Lord, 
Who  fram'd  our  natures  with  his  word  ; 
He  is  our  fhepherd  !  we  the  ftieep, 

His  mercy  chufe,  his  paftures  keep. 

3  Come,  let  us  hear  his  voice  to-day, 

The  counfels  of  his  love  obey  ; 

Nor  let  our  harden'd  hearts  renew 
The  fins  and  plagues  that  Ifraelkncw 

4  Ifrael,  that  faw  his  works  of  grace, 

Yet  tempt  their  Maker  to  his  face  ; 

A  faithlefs  unbelieving  brood. 

That  tir'd  the  patience  of  their  God. 

5Thus  faith  theLord,“how  falfe  they  prove 
Forget  my  pow'r,  abufe  my  love  ; 

(l  Since  they  defpife  my  reft,  I  fwear 
li  Their  feet  fhall  never  enter  there. 

6  [Look  back,  mv  foul,  with  holy  dread, 
And  view  thofe  ancient  rebels  dead  ; 
Attend  the  offer'd  grace  to  day. 

Nor  lofe  the  blefli ng  by  delay. 

1  Seize  the  kind  promife  while  it  waits, 
And  march  to  Zion  s  heav'nly  gates  ; 
Believe,  an4  take  the  promis'd  reft  ; 
Obey  and  be  forever  blefh] 
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A  L  M  XCVI. 

M  M  O  N  METRE. 

Ver.  1,  10,  &c. 

Christ’s  Firft  and  Second  Coining. 

ING  to  the  Lord,  ye  diftant  lands, 
Ye  tribes  of  ev'ry  tongue  ; 

His  new  difeover’d  grace  demands 
A  new  and  nobler  fong. 

Say  to  the  nations,  JeJus  reigns, 

God’s  own  almighty  Son  ; 

His  pow'r  the  finking  world  fuftains, 
And  grace  furrounds  his  throne. 

Let  heav’n  proclaim  the  joyful  day, 
Joy  through  the  earth  be  feen  5 


Let  cities  fliine  in  bright  array, 

And  fields  in  cheerful  green. 

4  Let  an  unufual  joy  furprife 

The  iflands  of  the  lea  ; 

Ye  mountains  fink,  ye  vallies  rife, 
Prepare  the  Lord  his  way. 

5  Belholdhe  comes,  he  comes  to  blefs 

The  nations  as  their  God  ; 

To  fhew  the  world  his  righteoufnefr. 
And  fend  his  truth  abroad. 

6  But  when  his  voice  fhall  raife  the  dead, 

And  bid  the  world  draw  near. 

How  will  the  guilty  nations  dread, 

To  fee  their  Judge  appear. 

PARTICULAR  METRE. 

The  god  of  the  Gentiles. 

1  T  ET  all  the  earth  their  voices  raife, 
1  j  To  fmg  the  choice!!  pfalm  of  praife, 

To  fing  and  bids  Jehovah’s  name  $ 
His  glory  let  the  heathens  know. 

His  wonders  to  the  nations  ftiow, 

And  all  his  iaving^orks  proclaim. 

2  The  heathens  know  thy  glory,  Lord  ; 
The  wond’ring  nations  read  thy  word  ; 

Among  us  is  Jehovah  known  : 

Our  worlhip  fhall  no  more  be  paid 
To  gods  which  mortal  hands  have  made  ; 
Our  Maker  is  our  God  alone. 

3  Be  fram’d  the  globe,  he  built  the  fky. 
He  made  the  fhining  worlds  on  high, 

And  reigns  complete  in  glory  there  : 
His  beams  are  majefty  and  light  ; 

His  beauties,  how  divinely  bright  l 
His  temple,  how  divinely  fair  I 

4  Come,  the  great  day,  the  glorious  hour, 
When  earth  (ball  feel  his  laving  pow’r. 

And  barb’rous  nations  fear  his  name ; 
Then  fhall  the  race  of  men  confels 
The  beauty  of  his  holinefs, 

And  in  his  courts  his  grace  proclaim- 


PSALM  XC  V  [  r. 
LONG  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 
Ver.  1 - 5. 

Christ  reigning  in  Heaven  and  coming  to 

Judgment. 

f  E  reigns,theLord  theSaviour  reigns, 
Praife  him  in  evangelick  .drains  ; 
Let  the  whole  earth  in  fongs  rejoice, 

And  diftant  iflands  join  their  voice. 
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2  Deep  are  his  oounfels  and  unknown  ; 
But  grace  and  truth  lupport  his  throne  : 
-Tho  gloomy  clouds  his  way  furround, 
Juftice  is  their  eternal  ground. 

probes  of  judgment,  Io,  becomes  ! 
Shakes  the  wide  earth  and  cleaves  the  tombs 
Before  him  burns  devouring  fire, 

T.  he  mountains  melt,  the  feas  retire. 

4  His  enemies,  with  fore  difmav. 

Fly  from  the  fight  and  fhun  the  day  ; 
Then  lift  your  heads,  ye  faints,  on  high, 
And  ling,  for  your  redemption’s  nigh. 


LONG  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 

Ver.  6 - 9. 

carist’s  Inearnatior>. 

HE  Lord  is  come,  the  heavens  oro- 
claim 

His  birth  \  the  nations  learn  his  name  j 
An  unknown  flar  directs  the  road 
Of  Eatfern  fages  to  their  God. 

2  Ail  ye  bright  armies  of  the  fkies, 

Go,  worfhip  where  the  Saviour  lies  ; 
Angels  and  kings  before  him  bowr, 

Tliole  gods  on  high  and  gods  below. 

3  Let  idols  totter  to  the  ground, 

And  their  own  worfhippers  confound  : 
But  Judah  fhout,  but  Sion  fing, 

And  earth  confels  her  fov'reign  king. 


long  metre,  third  part. 

Grace  and  Glofy. 

r  r  j  ''HE  Almighty  reigns,  exalted  high, 
X  O'er  all  the  earth,  o'er  all  the  Iky: 
Tho*  clouds  and  darknefs  veil  his  feet, 

H  is  dwelling  is  the  mercy-leat. 

2  O  ye  that  love  his  holy  name, 

Hate  ev’ry  work  of  fin  and  fhame  ; 

He  guards  the  fouls  of  ail  his  friends. 

And  from  the  fnares  of  hell  defends. 

3  Immortal  light,  and  joys  unknown, 

Are  for  the  faints  in  darknefs  fown  ; 
Thofe  glorious  feeds  fhall  fpring  and  rife 
And  the  bright  iiarveft  blefs  our  eyes. 

4  Rejoice,  ye  righteous,  and  record 
Thefacred  honours  of  the  Lord  j 
None  but  the  foul  that  feels  his  grace 
Can  triumph  in  hisholinefs. 


m  xcvm. 

COMMON  METRE. 

Vcr.  1,  3,  5 - it  11, 

Christ’s  Incarnation,  and  the  kft  Judgmer 
E  illandsof  the  Northern  fea, 
Rejoice,  the  Saviour  reigns  ; 
His  word  like  fire  prepares  his  w«ay. 
And  mountains  melt  to  plains. 

2  His  prefence  finks  the  proudeft  hills. 
And  makes  the  vallies  rife  ; 

I  he  humble  foul  enjoys  hisfmiles, 

I  he  haughty  fi  nner  dies. 

3  The  heav'ns  his  rightful  pow'r  proclain 

The  idol  gods  around 
Fill  their  own  worfhippers  with  fhame. 
And  totter  to  the  ground. 

4  Adoring  angels  at  his  birth 

Make  the  redeemer  known  ; 

Thus  fhall  he  come  to  judge  the  earth- 
And  angels  guard  his  throne, 

5  His  foes  fhall  tremble  at  his  fight, 

And  hills  and  feas  retire  ; 

His  children  take  their  unknown  flight; 
And  leave  the  world  on  fire. 

6  The  feeds  of  joy  and  glory  fown 

For  faints  in  darknefs  here, 

Shall  rife  and  fpring  in  worlds  unknovvi 
And  a  rich  harvefi;  bear. 

p  s  a  l  m  xcvmT 

COMMON  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 

Praife  for  the  Gofpel. 
r  JTpO  our  almighty  Maker,  God, 

X  New  honours  be  addreft  ; 

His  great  falvation  fhd.es  abroad, 

And  makes  the  nations  bled. 

/ 

2  He  fpake  the  w'ord.to  Ahrah’m  firft. 

His  truth  fulfils  his  grace  ; 

The  Genfilcs  make  his  name  their  truff. 
And  learn  his  righteoufnefs. 

3  Let  the  whole  earth  his  love  proclaim 

With  all  her  different  tongues  ; 

And  fpread  the  honours  of  his  name 
In  melody  and  fongs. 

COMMON  METRE.  SECOND  PARI 

The  Messiah’s  coming  and  Kingdom. 

1  TOY  to  the  world  :  the  Lord  is  come  3 
J  Let  earth  receive  her  King  : 

Let  every  heart  prepare  him  room, 

And  heav’n  and  nature  fing. 
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i  Joy  to  the  earth  ;  the  Saviour  reigns; 
Let  men  their  tongs  employ  :  [plains, 
While  fields  and  floods,  rocks, hills  and 
Repeat  the  founding  joy. 

5  No  more  let  fins  and  torrows  grow, 

Nor  thorns  infeft  the  ground  ; 

He  comes  to  make  his  bleflings  flow 
Far  as  the  curte  is  found. 

V  He  rules  the  world  with  truth  and  grace, 
And  makes  the  nations  prove 
The  glories  of  his  righteoulnefs, 

And  wonders  of  his  love. 


P  S  A  L  M  XC IX. 
SHORT  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 

Christ’s  Kingdom  and  Majefty. 

i  npHE  God  jehovah  reigns, 


1  Let  all  the  nations  fear  . 

Let  finners  tremble  at  his  throne, 

And  faints  be  humble  there. 

2  Jefus  the  Saviour  reigns ! 

Let  earth  adore  its  Lord  ; 

bright  cherubs  his  attendants  ftand, 

Swift  to  fulfil  his  word. 

3  In  Zion  is  his  throne, 

His  honours  are  divine  : 

dis  church  fhall  make  his  wonders  known, 
For  there  his  glories  fhinc. 

4  How  holy  is  his  name  ! 

How  terrible  his  praife  ! 

[uftice  and  truth,  and  judgment  join 
In  all  his  works  of  grace. 


XCIX,  c. 

P  s  A  L  M  C. 

LONG  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 

A  Plain  Trarjlation. 

Praife  to  our  Creator. 
i’\7rE  nations  of  the  earth,  rejoice 
X  Before  the  Lord  y#ur  fov’reign  King, 
Serve  him  with  cheerful  heart  and  voice, 
With  all  your  tongues  his  glory  fing. 

2  The  Lord  is  God  ;  ’tis  he  alone 
Doth  life  and  breath  and  being  give; 

We  are  his  work,  and  not  our  own  ; 

The  fheep  that  on  his  paltures  live. 

3  Enter  his  gates  with  fongs  of  joy, 

With  praifes  to  his  courts  repair. 

And  make  it  your  divine  employ, 

To  pay  your  thanks  and  honours  there* 

4  The  Lord  is  good  ;  the  Lord  is  kind  ; 
Great  is  his  grace,  his  mercy  fure  ; 
And  the  whole  race  ol  man  fhall  find 
His  truth  from  a^e  to  age  endure. 


SHORT  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 

A  holy  god  worihipped  with  Reverence. 

1  T^XALT  the  Lord  our  God, 

JLJ  And  worfhip  at  his  feet  ; 

iis  nature  is  all  holinefs, 

And  mercy  is  his  feat. 

2  When  Ifrael  was  his  church, 

When  Aaron  was  his  prieft, 

rVhen  Mo/es  cry’d,  when  Samuel  pray’d, 
He  gave  his  people  reft. 

3  Oft  he  forgave  their  fins, 

Nor  would  defiroy  their  race  ; 

\nd  oft  he  made  his  vengeance  known, 
When  they  abus’d  his  grace. 

4  Exalt  the  Lord  our  God, 

Whole  grace  is  (till  the  fame  ; 

till  he’s  a  God  of  holinefs, 

And  jealous  for  his  na  me.  , 


LONG  METRE.  SECOND  PART 


A  Paraphrafe. 

SING  to  the  Lord  with  joyful  voice  ; 

Let  cv’ry  land  his  name  adore  ; 
The  Northern  ifles  fhall  fend  the  noife 
Acrofs  the  ocean  to  the  fhore. 


Nations  attend  before  his  throne 
With  folemn  tear,  with  facred  joy  ; 
Know  that  the  Lord  is  God  alone  : 

He  can  create,  and  hedeflroy. 

His  fov’reign  pow’r,  without  our  aid. 
Made  us  of  clay  and  form’d  us  men  ; 
And  when  like  wand  Ting  fheep  we 
ft  ray’d, 


He  brought  us  to  his  fold  again. 


5 


4  We  are  his  people,  we  his  care, 

Our  fouls  and  all  our  mortal  frame: 
What  lading  honours  fhall  we  rear. 
Almighty  Maker,  to  thy  name  ? 

We’ll  croud  thy  gates  with  thankful 
fongs, 

High  a«s  rite  heav’ns  our  voices  raife  ; 
And  earth  with  her  fen  thoufand tongues 
Shaft  fill  thy  courts  with  founding  praife* 

Wide  as  the  World  is  thy  command, 
Vaft  as  eternity  tfiy  love  ; 

Firm  as  a  rock  thy  truth  mu  ft  ftand, 
When  rolling  years  final)  ceafe  to  move. 
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.PSALM  Cl. 
long  metr 

The  Magiftrates  Pfalm.  ' 

1  lVTERCYandiudgment^emyrong 
IV A  And  fince  they  both  to  thee  belong, 
My  Gracious  God,  my  righteous  King, 
To  thee  my  fongs  and  vows  I  bring. 

all  lam  rais'd  to  bear  the  fword, 

I'll  take  my  counfels  from  thy  word  ; 
Thy  judice  and  thy  heav'nly  grace 
Shall  be  the  pattern  of  my  ways. 


3Letwifdom  all  my  actions  guide, 
Amd  let  my  God  with  me  refide  ; 

No  wicked  thing  fhall  dwell  with  me, 
Which  may  provoke  thy  jealoufy. 

4  No  fons  of  flander,  rage  and  drife 
Shall  be  companions  of  my  life  ; 

'l  he  haughty  look,  the  heart  of  pride, 
Within  my  doors  (hall  ne'er  abide. 


5  [I'll  fearch  the  land  and  raife  the  juft 
To  pods  of  honour,  wealth  and  truft  ; 
The  men  that  work  thy  holy  will, 
Shall  be  my  friends  and  fav'rites  dill.] 

6  In  vain  fhall  finners  hope  to  rife 
By  fluttering  or  malicious  lies  ; 

And  while  the  innocent  I  guard. 

The  bold  offender  (han't  be  (par’d. 


7  The  impious  crew,  that  factious  band, 
Shall  hide  their  heads,  or  quit  the  land  j 
And  all  that  break  the  publick  red, 
Where  I  have  pow'r,  fhall  be  fuppred. 


COMMON  METRE. 

A  Pfalm  for  a  Matter  of  a  Family. 

1  /~\F  judice  and  of  grace  I  fing, 

V^/  And  pay  my  God  my  vows  ; 

Thy  grace  and  judice,  heav’nly  King, 

Teach  me  to  rule  my  houfe. 

2  Now  to  my  tent,  O  God  repair. 

And  make  thy  fervant  wife  ; 

I'll  differ  nothingnear  me  there 
That  (hall  offend  thine  eyes. 

3  The  man  that  doth  his  neighbour  wrong, 

By  faldiood  or  by  force. 

The  fcornful  eye,  the  dand'rous  tongue, 
I'll  thrud  them  from  my  doors. 

4  Til  feek  the  faithful  and  the  juft, 

And  will  their  help  enjoy  j 
Thefe  are  the  friends  that  I  fhall  trud, 
The  fervantstl’ll  employ. 


The  wretch  that  deals  in  fly  dec&f, 
I'll  not  endure  a  night  : 

The  liar’s  tongue  I  ever  hate. 

And  banifh  from  my  light. 

TU  purge  my  family  around, 

And  make  the  wicked  dee; 

So  fhall  my  houfe  be  ever  found 
A  dwelling  fit  for  thee. 


PSALM  CIL 


COMMON  METRE.  FIRST  PART, 

Ter.  i — —13,  20,  21. 

A  Prayer  of  the  affli&ed. 

1  TT *W\R  me,  O  God,  nor  hide  thy  face. 
A  A  But  anfwer,  led  I  die  : 

Had  thou  not  built  a  throne  of  grace, 

To  hear  when  finners  cry  ? 

2  My  days  are  waded  like  the  frnoke 
Diffolving  in  the  air ; 

My  drength  is  dry'd,  my  heart  is  broke* 
And  finking  in  defpair. 

3  My  fpirits  flag,  like  with’ring  grafs 
Burnt  with  exceffive  heat  ; 

In  fecret  groans  my  minutes  pafs, 

And  I  forget  to  eat. 

As  on  fome  lonely  building' s  top. 

The  fparrow  tells  her  moan. 

Far  from  the  tents  of  joy  and  hope, 

I  fit  and  grieve  alone. 

5  My  foul  is  like  a  wildernefs, 

Where  beads  of  midnight  how I ; 

Where  the  fad  raven  finds  her  place, 

And  where  the  fereaming  owl. 

6  Dark  difmal  thoughts  and  boding  fears> 

Dwell  in  my  troubled  bread  ; 

While  fliarp  reproaches  wound  my  ears. 
Nor  give  my  fpirit  red. 

7  My  cup  is  mingled  with  my  w’oes, 

And  tears  are  my  repad  ; 

My  daily  bread  Tike  aO*es  grows 
Unpleafant  to  my  tade. 

8  Senfe  can  afford  no  real  joy 

To  fouls  that  feel  thy  frown; 

Lord,  'twas  thy  hand  advanc’d  me  high* 
Thy  hand  hath  cad  me  down. 

9  My  locks  like  wither'd  leaves  appear  5 

And  life's  declining  light 
Grows  faint  as  ev’ning  fhadows  ares 
That  vanifh  into  night. 


Si 


PSALM  CltL 


io  Blit  tlioU  for  ever  art  the  fartie, 

O  my  eternal  God  ! 

Ages  to  come  (hall  know  thy  name, 

And  ipread  thy  works  abroad. 

it  Thou  wilt  arife,  and  fiiew  thy  face, 
Nor  will  my  Lord  delay 
Beyond  th’  appointed  hour  of  grace, 
That  long  expected  day. 

2  2  He  hears  his  faints,  heknotos  their  cry, 
And  by  myfterious  ways 
Redeems  the  pris’ners  doom’d  to  die, 
And  fills  their  tongues  with  praife. 

common  Metre,  second  part- 

Ver.  13 - 21. 

Prayer  heard,  and  Zion  reftored. 


1  T  ET  Zion  and  her  Sons  rejoice, 

JLi  Behold  the  promis’d  hour  ! 

Her  God  hath  heard  her  mourning  voice, 
And  comes  t’  exalt  his  pow’r. 

2  Her  dufi  and  ruins  that  remain, 

Are  precious  in  our  eyes  ; 

Thofe  ruins  fhall  be  buiit  again, 

And  all  that  dufi  fiiall  rife. 

3  The  Lord  will  raife  J&rufalem , 

And  ftand  in  glory  there  ; 

Nations  fhall  bow  before  his  name, 
And  kings  attend  with  fear. 

4  He  fits  a  Sov’reign  on  his  throne, 

With  pity  in  his  eyes  : 

He  hears  the  dying  pris’ners  groan, 
And  fees  their  fighs  arife. 

5  He  frees  the  fouls  condemn’d  to  death, 

And  when  his  faints  complain, 

It  {han’t  be  faid  “  that  praying  breath 
“  Was  ever  fpent  in  vain.” 

6  This  fiiall  be  known  when  we  are  dead, 

And  left  on  long  record, 

That  ages  yet  unborn  may  read, 

And  trult,  and  praife  the  Lord. 

LONG  METRE. 

Ver.  23 — —28. 

Man’s  Mortality,  and  CHfcist’s  Eternity:  Or, 
Saints  die,  but  Chris'!'  and  the  Church  live. 

*  T  T  is  the  Lord  our  Saviour’s  hand 
X  Weakens  ourfirength  amidft  the  race; 
Difeafe  and  death  at  his  command 
Arrefi  us  and  cut  fiiort  our  days, 

h 


ri  Spare  us,  O  Lord,  aloud  we  pray, 
i  Nor  let  our  fun  go  down  at  noon  $ 

Thy  years  are  one  eternal  day. 

And  mufi  thy  children  die  fo  loon  ? 

3  Yet  in  the  midfi  of  death  and  grief 
This  thought  our  forrow  fiiall  alTuage  5 
“  Our  Father  and  our  Saviour  live  ; 

I  “  Chrifi  is  the  lame  through  ev’ry  age.” 

4’Twas  he  this  earth’s  foundation  laid  ; 
HeaV’n  is  the  building  of  his  hand;  [fade. 
This  earth  grows  old,  thefe  hcav’ns  fhall 
And  all  be  chang’d  at  his  command. 

5 The  ftarry  curtains  of  die  fky 
Like  garments  fiiall  be  laid  afide  ; 

But  fiill  thy  throne  fiands  firm  and  high  5 
Thy  church  for  ever  mufl  abide. 

6  Before  thy  face  thy  church  fiiall  live, 
And  on  thy  throne  thy  children  reign  ; 
This  dying  world  fhall  they  furvive, 

And  the  dead  faints  be  rais’d  again. 

P  S  A  L  M  CiTl 

LONG  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 
Ver.  1- — —7. 

<  <  * 

Bleffing  god  for  his  Goodnefs  to  Soul  and  Body. 

i  T>  LESS,  O  my  foul,  the  living  God, 
D  Call  home  thy  thoughts  that  rove 
abroad, 

j  Let  all  the  pow’rs  within  me  join, 

{  In  work  and  worfhip  fo  divine. 

1 2  Blefs,  O  my  foul,  the  God  ofgrace; 

His  Favours  claim  thy  highefi  praife  ;  . 
Why  fiiould  the  wonders  he  hath  wrought 
Be  loft  in  filence  Arid  forgot  > 

3  ’Tis  he,  my  foul,  thatfent  his  Son, 

To  die  for  crimes  which  thou  hail  done 
He  owns  theranfom,  and  forgives 
The  hourly  follies  of  our  lives. 

4  The  vices  of  the  mind  he  heals. 

And  cures  the  pains  that  nature  feels. 
Redeems  the  foul  from  hell,  and  faves 
Our  wafting  life  from  threat’nirig  graves, 

5  Our  youth  decayed  his  pow’r  repairs  ; 
His  mercy  crowns  our  growing  years  * 
He  fatisfies  our  mouth  with  good, 

And  fills  our  hopes  with  heav’nly  food, 

^  He  fees  thcoppreffor  and  th’  opprefij 
And  often  gives  the  fuff’rers  reft  ; 

But  will  his  juftice  more  difplay 
In  the  great,  laft  rewarding  day* 


PSALM  CIII. 


7  [His  povv’r  he  fhewM  by  Mofes'  hands. 
And  gave  to  Ifrael  his  commands  ; 

But  lent  his  truth  and  mercy  down. 

To  all  the  nations  by  his  Son. 

S  Let  the  whole  earth  hispow'r  confefs, 
Let  the  whole  earth  adore  his  grace  : 
The  Gentile  with  the  Jew  Ihali  join,* 

In  work  and  worfhip  fo  divine.] 


LONG  METRE.  SECOND  PART, 
Ter.  S - 18. 

COD’S  gentle  Chaftifement  ;  Or,  his  tender 
Mercy  to  his  People. 

inn  HE  Lord,  how  wond'rous  are  his 
JL  ways! 

Hew  firm  his  truth,  how  large  his  grace! 
He  takes  his  mercy  lor  his  throne. 

And  thence  he  makes  his  glories  known. 

2  Not  half  Co  high  his  pow'r  hath  fpread 
The  ftarry  heav'ns  above  our  head, 

As  his  rich  love  exceeds  our  praife, 
Exceeds  the  higheft  hopes  we  raife. 

3  Not  half  fo  far  hath  nature  plac'd 
The  riling  morning  from  the  weft, 

As  his  forgiving  grace  removes 
The. daily  guilt  of  thofehe  loves. 

4  How  (lowly  doth  his  wrath  arife  ! 

On  fwifter  wings  lalvation  flies: 

And  if  he  lets  his  anger  burn, 

How  foon  his  frowns  to  pity  turn ! 


SHORT  METRE.  FIRST  PART 
Ver .  i — - — 7. 

Praife  for  fpiritual  and  temporal  Mercies. 

BLESS  the  Lord,  my  foul  1 
_  Let  all  within  me  join. 

And  aid  my  tongue  to  blefs  his  name, 
VVhofe  favours  are  divine.  * 

2  O  blefs  the  Lord,  my  foul. 

Nor  le£  his  mercies  lie 

Forgotten  in  unthankfulnefs, 

And  without  praifes  die. 

3  'Tis  he  forgives  thy  fins, 

y  .  'Tis  he  relieves  thy  pain, 

Tis  he  that  heals  thy  ficknefles. 

And  makes  thee  young  again. 

4  He  crowns  thy  life  with  love, 

When  ranfom’d  from  the  grave , 

He  that  redeem'd  my  foul  from  hell. 
Hath  fov'reign  pow'r  to  fave. 

5  He  fills  the  poor  with  good  ; 

He  gives  the  fuff’rers  reft  ; 

The  Lord  hath  judgments  for  the  proud, 
And  juftice  for  tJi'  oppreft. 

6  His  wond  rous  works  and  ways 
He  made  by  Mofes  known  ; 

But  lent  the  world  his  truth  and  grace 
By  his  beloved  Son. 


5  Admidfthis  wrath  cempaffion  Ihines  ; 
His  ftrokes  are  lighter  than  our  fins  ! 
And  while  his  rodcorredts  his  faints, 
His  ear  indulges  their  complaints. 

6  So  fathers  their  young  Tons  chaftife, 
With  gentle  hands  and  melting  eyes  ; 
The  children  weep  beneath  the  fmart, 
And  move  the  pity  of  their  heart. 

PAUSE. 

7  The  mighty  God,  the  wife  and  juft, 
Knows  that  our  frame  is  feeble  duft  ; 
And  will  no  heavy  loads  impofe 
Beyond  the  ftrength  that  lie  beftows. 

8  He  knows  how  foon  our  nature  dies, 
Blafted  by  ev'ry  wind  thaf  flies  ; 

Like  grafs  we  fpring,  and  die  as  foon, 
As  morning  flow'rs  that  fade  at  noon. 

9  But  his  eternal  love  is  fure 

To  all  the  faints,  and  fhall  endure ; 
From  age  to  age  his  truth  fhall  reign, 
Nor  children's  children  hope  in  vain. 


Si-iUK T  METRE. 

Ter.  8 — 


o L LUND  PART. 
—  18. 

Abounding  Compaffiop  of  god:  Or,  Mero 
in  the  midtt  ot  Judgment. 

~Y  foul,  repeat  his  praffe, 

Whofe  mercies  are  Co  great ; 
Whofe  anger  is  fo  flow  to  rife. 

So  ready  to  abate. 


-M' 


2  God  will  not  always  chide  ; 

And  when  his  ftrokes  are  felt, 

His  ftrokes  are  fewer  than  our  crimes, 
And  lighter  than  our  guilt. 

3  High  as  the  heav'nsare  rais'd 
Above  the  ground  we  tread, 

So  far  the  riches  Qf  his  grace 

Our  higheft  thoughts  exceed. 

4  His  pow'r  fubdues  our  fins. 

And  his  forgiving  love, 

|  Far  as  the  Eaft  is  from  the  Weft, 

Doth  all  our  guilt  remove. 


P  S  A  L  M  CIV. 


5  The  pity  of  the  Lord 

To  thole  that  fear  his  name, 

Is  fuch  as  tender  parents  feel  ; 

He  knows  our  feeble  frame. 

6  He  knows  we  are  but  dull, 

Scatter'd  with  ev'ry  breath  : 

His  anger  like  a  rifing  wind 

Can  fend  us  fwilt  to  death. 

7  Our  days  are  as  the  grafs, 

Or  like  the  morning  flow’r  ; 

If  one  iharp  blalt  lweep  o'er  the  field, 

It  withers  in  an  hour. 

8  But  thy  companions,  Lord, 

To  endlefs  years  endure  ; 

And  children's  children  ever  find 
Thy  words  ofpromife  fure. 

SHORT  METRE.  THIRD  PART. 
Ver,  19 - 22. 

god’s  univerfal  Dominion  :  Or,  Angels  praife 

the  Lord. 

1  Lord,  the  fov'reign  King, 
j[  Hath  fix’d  his  throne,  on  high  ; 

O’er  all  the  heav’nly  world  he  rules, 

And  all  beneath  the  Iky. 

2  Ye  angels,  great  in  might, 

Andlwift  to  do  his  will, 

Blefs  ye  the  Lord,  whole  voice  ye  hear, 
Whole  plealure  ye  fulfil. 

3  Let  the  bright  hods  who  wait 
The  orders  of  their  King, 

And  guard  his  churches  when  they  pray, 
Join  in  the  praile  they  ling. 

4  While  alibis  wond’rous  works 
Through  his  vaft  kingdom  Ihew 

Their  Maker’s  glory,  thou,  my  foul, 

Shall  fing  his  graces  too. 

FT~ a  ITm  civ." 

LONG  METRE. 

The  Glory  of  god  in  Creation  and  Providence, 

Y  foul,  thy  great  Creator  praife  ; 
When  cloth’d  in  his  celefiial  rays 
He  in  full  majefty  appears, 

And,  like  a  robe,  his  glory  wears. 

Note ,  This  Pfalm  may  be  fung  to  a  different 
metre,  by  adding  the  following  two  lines  tc 
every  ftanza,  viz. 

Great  is  the  Lord ;  nuhat  tongue  can  frame 
An  eynal  honour  to  his  name. 


*3 

z  The  heav'ns  are  for  his  curtain  fpread, 
Th’  unfathom’d  deep  he  makes  his  bed  ; 
Clouds  are  his  chariot,  when  he  flies 
On  winged  (forms  acrofs  the  Ikies. 

5  Angels  whom  his  own  breath  infpires. 
His  minifters  are  flaming  fires  ; 

And  fwift  as  thought  their  armies  move 
To  bear  his  vengeance  or  his  love. 

4.  The  world’s  foundations  by  his  hand 
Are  pois’d,  and  fhall  forever  Hand  ; 

He  binds  the  ocean  in  his  chain, 

Left  it Ihould  drown  the  earth  again. 

5  When  earth  was  cover’d  with  the  flood. 
Which  high  above  the  mountains  flood, 
He  thunder’d,  and  the  ocean  fled, 
Confin’d  to  its  appointed  bed. 

6  The  fwelling  billows  know  their  bound, 
And  in  their  channels  walk  their  round  j 
Yet  thence  convey’d  by  fecret  veins, 
They  (pringon  hills, and  drench  the  plains* 

7  He  bids  the  cry  ft  al  fountains  flow', 

And  cheer  the  va!  lies  as  they  go  ; 

Tame  heifers  there  their  thrift  allay. 

And  for  the  ftream  wild  afles  bray. 

8  From  pleafant  trees  which  (hade  the  brink, 
The  lark  and  linnet  light,  to  drink  ; 
Their  fongs  the  lark  and  linnet  raiie, 
And  chide  our  filence  in  his  praile. 

V  A  U  S  E  I. 

9  God,  from  his  cloudy  ciliern  pours 
On  parched  earth  enriching  Ihow’rs  ; 
The  grove,  the  garden,  and  the  field, 

A  thoufand  joyful  b  lettings yield. 

10  He  makes  the  graily  food  arife. 

And  gives  the  cattle  large  lupnlies  ; 
With  herbs  for  man,  of  varioi  ^  pow’r, 
Tonourifh  nature,  or  to  cure. 

11  What  noble  fruits  the  vines  produce  ! 
The  olive  yields  an  ufeful  juice  ; 

Our  hearts  are  cheer  ’d  with  gen’rouswine, 
With  inward  joy  our  faces  (bine. 

12  O  blefs  his  name,  ye  people,  fed 
With  nature’s  chief  fuppoi  ter,  bread: 
While  bread  vour  vital  ftrength  imparts, 
Serve  him  with  vigour  in  your  hearts. 

V  A  U  S  E  II. 

13  Behold  the  ftately  cedar  {lands 
Rais’d  in  the  foreft  by  his  hands  ; 

Birds  to  the  boughs  for  (belter  fly. 

And  build  their  nefts  fecure  on  high. 


84 
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**  h°  Cra"Sy  hills  alcends  the  goat  ; 

And  at  the  airy  mountain’s  foot 
4  lie  feebler  creatures  make  their  ceil  : 
-He  gives  them  wddom  where  to  dwell. 

15  He  lets  the  fun  his  circling  race 
Appoints  the  moon  to  change  her  face  ; 
And  when  thick  darknefs  yeils  the  day, 
Cahs  out  wild  beads  to  hunt  their  preyY 

6  Fierce  lions  lead  their  young  abroad. 
And  roaring  afk  their  meat  from  God  • 
Jut  when  the  morning  beams  arife 
1  he  lavage  bead  to  covert  flies. 

1 7  Then  man  to  daily  labour  goes  ; 

I  he  night  was  made  for  his  renofe  : 
bleep  is  thy  gift,  that  fweet  relief  ‘ 
r  com  tirelome  toil  and  wading  grief. 

vS  Howdrange  thv  works  \  how  great  thy 
And  ev'ry  land  thy  riches  fill  ;  [fkill, 
T  hy  wifdom  round  the  world  we  fee* 

This  fpacious  earth  is  full  of  thee. 

T9  Nor  lefs  thy  glories  in  the  deep, » 

Wh erp  in  r-r-n  }  !  i  _ 1 


M  CV. 

2^ The  earth  Hands  tremblingat  thy  flroke. 
And  at  thy  touch  the  mountains 'imoke  j 

ret  humble  fouls  may  fee  thy  face,  ’ 

And  tell  their  wants  of  fov’reign  grace. 

2  a  lhe,e  my  hoPe?  and  wiflies  meet, 
£nd  make  my  meditations  fweet : 

i,  y.Praii'es  dtallmy  breath  employ, 

-t  ill  it  expire  in  endlefs  joy. 

aS  While  haughty  tinners  die  accurrt. 

Their  glory  bury’d  in  the  du(t, 

I  to  my  God,  my  lieav’nly  King, 
Immortal  hallelujahs  ling. 


CV. 


Where  fidi  in  millions  fwim  and  creep, 
With  wond’rous  motions fwift  or  flow. 
Still  wandering  in  the  paths  below. 

so  There  Hiips  divide  the  wat’ry  way, 
And  flocks  of  fcaly  monders  play  ;  * 
There  dwells  the  huge  leviathan, 

And  foams  and  fports  in  fpite  of  man. 

pause.  III. 


p  s  A  L  M  1 
ABRIDGED. 
COMMON  METRE. 

G0D  S  Condua  of  Ifrael ,  and  the  Plagues  o 

Egypt. 

‘(T1  AEi'lanks,t0  God>>nvokehis  name 
VJ  And  tell  the  world  his  grace  : 

Sound  through  the  earth  his  deedsof  fame, 

_  I  bat  ail  may  feekhis  face. 

2  Hjs  cov’nant,  which  he  kept  in  mind 

for  nuni  rous  ages  pad, 

To  numerous  ages  yet  behind. 

In  equal  force  (hall  lad. 

3  He  fware  to  Abrham  and  his  feed 

And  made  the  bleding  fure  : 

Gentiles  the  ancient  promife  read. 

And  find  Ins  truth  endure. 


21  -Vad  are  thy  works,  almighty  Lord, 
All  nature  reds  upon  thy  word, 

And  the  whole  race  of  creatures  dand, 
W  aiting  their  portion  from  thy  hand. 

22  While  each  receives  his  different  food, 
I  heir  c  ^vrftil  looks  pronounce  it  good  ; 
Eaglesand  bears, and  whales  and  worms, 
Rejoice  and  praife  in  difTrent  forms. 

23  But  when  thy  face  is  hid,  they  mourn. 
And  dying  to  their  dud  return  ; 

Both  man  and  bead  their  fouls  refi<m : 
Lire,  breath,  and,  fpirit  all  are  thine. 

24 Yet  thou  cand  breathe  on  duff  again, 
And  fill  the  world  with  beads  and  men  ; 
A  word  of  thy  creating  breath 
Repairs  the  wades  of  time  and  death. 

25  His  works,  the  wonders  of  his  might. 
Are  honour'd  with  his  own  deligln  ;  ? 
How  awful  are  his  glorious  ways  ! 

The  Lord  is  dreadful  in  his  praife.  * 


4  f<  Thy  feed  diall  make  all  nations  bled  9* 
(^aid  the  Almighty  ’voice) 

And  Canaan  $  land  dial)  be  their  red, 
“  The  type  of  heav'nly  joys." 

5[How  large  the  grant!  how  rich  the  grace? 

lo  give  them  Canaan’s  land, 

When  they  were  ft  rangers  in  the  place, 

A  little  feeble  band  ! 

6  Like  pilgrims  through  the  countries 

round 

Securely  they  remov'd  ; 

And  naughty  kings  that  on  them  frown'd. 
Severely  he  reprov'd. 

7  ^  ol!c^  nibie  Anointed, and  mine  arm, 
“  Shall  foon  avenge  the  wrong; 

Ti  he  man  that  does  my  prophets  harm* 
(i  Shall  know  their  God  is  ftrongj* 

^  E'hen  let  the  nvorld  forbear  its  rage 
hi  or  put  the  church  in  fear  ,* 

Ifrael  mufl  live  through  ev  ry  age 
find,  be  th’  Almighty’  $  (are.  j 
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P  S  A  L 

PAUSE  I, 

f  When  Pbaroah  dar’d  to  vex  the  faints, 
And  thus  provok’d  their  God, 

Mofes  was  fent  at  their  complaints, 
Arm'd  with  his  dreadful  rod- 

10  He  call’d  fordarknels;  dai knefscame, 
Like  an  o’erwhelming  flood  ; 

He  turn’d  each  lake  and  ev’ry  dream 
To  lakes  and  dreams  of  blood. 

$1  He  gave  the  fign,  and  noifome  flies 
I  h  rough  the  whole  country  ip  read  ; 
And  trogs  in  croaking  armies  rile 
About  the  monarch’s  bed. 

12  Through  fields  and  towns  and  palaces, 

The  ten  fold  vengeance  flefo  ; 

Lo cuds  in  fwarms  devour’d  their  trees, 
And  hail  their  cattle  dew  ; 

13  "1  hen  by  an  angel’s  midnight  droke 

The  flow’r  o i'  Egypt  dy’d  ; 

-The  ilrength  ofevery  houfe  was  broke, 
Their  glory  and  their  prides 

14  Noiv  let  the  'world  forbear  its  rage , 

Nor  put  the  church  in  fear , 

Ifrael  mujl  liue  through  eu ’ ry  aget 
And  be  th’  Almighty’ s  care. 

II. 
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LONG  METRE.' 

Ver.  1 — . — 5. 

Or,  Communion  with  Saints^ 


PAUSE 

*5  Thus  were  the  tribes  from  bondage  bro’t 

And  left  the  hated  ground  ; 

Each  fome  Egyptian  ipoilshad  got, 

And  not  one  feeble  found.  & 

The  Loid  himfelfchole  out  their  w’ay. 
And  mark’d  their  journies  right, 
Gave  them  a  leading  cloud  by  day, 

A  fiery  guide  by  night. 

17  They  third;  and  waters  from  the  rock, 
In  rich  abundance  flow, 

And  foil ’wing  dill  thecourfe  thevtook, 
Ran  all  the  defart  through. 

18  O  wond’rous  dream  !  O  blelfed  type 

Qt  ever  flowing  grace  ! 

So  Chrifl  our  rock  maintains  our  life 
Through  all  this  vyildernefs. 

^9  Thus  guarded  by  th’  Almighty  hand 
The  chofen  tribes  polled 
Canaan ,  the  rich,  the  promis’d  land, 
And  there  enjoy’d  tlieir  red. 

50  Then  let  the  'world forbear  its  rage , 

The  church  renounce  her fear  ; 

Ifrael  mujl  Hue  through  eu’ ry  a^e. 

And  be  th’  Almighty  ’ s  care. 


1  r  |  the  great,  the  ever  bled, 

-L  Let  fongs  of  honour  be  addred  > 
His  mercy  firm  forever  Hands  ; 

Give  him  the  thanks  his  love  demands. 

2  Who  knows  the  wonders  of  thy  ways  ? 
VV  ho  Hia.ll  fulfil  thy  boundlefs  praile  l 
Bled  are  the  fouls  that  fear  thee  dill. 
And  pay  their  duty  to  thy  will. 

3  Remember  what  thy  mercy  did 
For  Jacob’s  race,  thy  chofen  feed 
And  with  the  fame  falvaiion  blefs 
The  meaned  fuppliant  of  thy  grace. 

4  O  may  I  fee  thy  tribes  rejoice, 

And  aid  their  triumphs  with  my  voice  ! 
This  is  my  glory,  Lord,  to  be 
Join’d  to  thy  faints,  and  near  to  thee. 

S  II  OR  T  M  E  T  R  Ef 

Ver.  7,  S,  12 — 1 4,  43 — 4$. 

JJrael  punifhed  and  pardoned  :  Or,  cod’s  un-* 
changeable  Love. 


of  eternal  love. 


How  fickle  are  our  ways  I 
And  yet  how  oft  did  Ifrael  prove 
Thy  condancy  of  grace  ! 

2  T  hey  law  thy  wonders  wrought. 
And  then  thy  praife  they  lung  ;* 

But  foonthy  works  of  pow’r  forgot 
And  murmur’d  with  their  tongue. 

3  Now  they  believe  his  word, 

While  rocks  with  rivers  flow  ; 

Now  with  their  bids  provoke  the  Lord, 
And  he  reduc’d  them  low. 

4  Yet  when  they  mourn’d  their  faults. 
He  harken’d  to  their  groans, 

Brought  his  own  cov’nant  to  his  tho’ts. 
And  call’d  them  dill  his  fons. 

5  Their  names  were  in  his  book, 

He  lav’d  them  from  their  foes  : 

;Oft  lie  chadiYd*  but  ne’er  forlook 
ft  he  people  whom  he  choie. 

6  Let  Ifrael  blefs  the  Lord, 

Who  lov’d  their  ancient  race  ; 

-;And  Chrifiians  join  the  lolernn  word 
l  Amen,  to  all  the  praile. 
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PSALM  CVII. 

LONG  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 

Jjrael\t&  to  Canaan ,  and  Chriitians  to  Heaven. 

j  I VE  thanks  toGod:  he  reigns  above,  tt  ,  ,  ri  r  •  * 

f  t j--  .  _  ,  •  5  ,  ,5.  .*  c  He  cuts  the  bars  of  brafs  in  two, 

Kmd  are  his  thoughts,  his  name  is  ?  A  f  ,  ,,  , 

°  *  And  lets  thelmuing  pris  ner  through  ; 

Takes  off  the  load  of  guilt  and  grief, 

And  gives  the  laboring  foul  relief. 


4  Then  to  the  Lord  they  raife  their  cries. 
He  makes  the  dawning  light  arife, 

And  fcatters  all  thatdifmal  fliade 
That  hung  fo  heavy  round  their  head. 


His  mercy  ages  pad  have  known,  [love  : 
And  ages  long  to  come  fhall  own. 

2  Let  the  redeemed  of  the  Lord 
The  wonders  of  his  grace  record  : 
ifraely  the  nation  whom  he  chole, 

And  refeu’d  from  their  mighty  foes. 

3  [When  God’s  almighty  arm  had  broke 
Their  fetters  and  th’  Egyptian  yoke, 
They  trac’d  the  defert,  wand’ring  round 
A  wild  and  folirary  ground  ! 

4  There  they  could  find  no  leading  road, 
Nor  city  for  a  fix’d  abode  ; 

Nor  food,  nor  fountain  to  aftuage 
Their  burning  thifft,  or  hunger’s  rage.] 

5  In  their  diftrefs  to  God  they  cry’d  ; 

God  was  their  Saviour  and  their  guide  ; 
He  led  their  march  farwand’ring  round  ; 
’Twas  the  right  path  to  Canaan  $  ground. 

6  Thus  when  our  firft  releafe  we  gain 
From  fin’s  old  yoke,  and  Satan  s  chain. 
We  have  this  defert  world  to  pafs, 

A  dang’rous  and  a  tirefome  place. 

7  He  feeds  and  clothes  us  all  the  way, 

He  guides  cur  footfteps  left  w  e  ftrav. 

Fie  guards  us  with  a  powerful  hand,  * 
And  brings  us  to  the  heav’nly  land. 

S  O  let  the  faints  with  joy  record 
The  truth  and  goodnefs  of  the  Lord  ! 
How  great  his  works !  how  kind  his  ways  • 
Let  ev’ry  tongue  pronounce  his  praife. 


6  O  may  the  fons  of  men  record 
The  wond’rous  goodnefs  of  the  Lord  ? 
How  great  his  works  1  how  kindhis  ways 
Let  ev’ry  tongue  pronounce  his  praife. 


LONG  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 

Corre&ion  for  Sin,  and  Releafe  by  Prayer, 
j  TT'ROM  age  to  age  exalt  his  name, 

Jl  God  and  his  grace  are  (till  the  fame  j 
He  fills  the  hungry  foul  with  food, 

And  feeds  the  poor  with  ev’ry  good. 

%  But  if  their  hearts  rebel  and  rife 
Againft  the  God  that  rules,the  Ikies, 

If  they  reject  his  heav’nly  word, 

And  flight  the  counfels  of  the  Lord  j 

3  He’ll  bring  their  fpirits  to  the  ground, 
And  no  deliv’rance  fhall  be  found  ; 
Laden  with  grief  they  wafle  their  breath 
In  darknefs  and  the  fhades  of  death, 


LONG  METRE.  THIRD  PART 

Intemperance  punilhed  and  pardoned  :  Or,  ; 
Pfalm  for  the  Glutton  and  the  Drunkard 


1  T  TAIN  man  on  foolifh  pleafures  bent 

V  Prepares  for  his  own  punifhment  ; 
What  pains,  what  loathfome  maladies 
From  luxury  and  luff  arife  ? 

2  The  drunkard  feels  his  vitals  vvafte  ; 
Yet  drowns  his  health  to  pleafe  his  tafte 
'Till  all  his  active  pou  r’s  are  loft, 

And  fainting  life  draws  near  the  duft. 


3  The  glutton  groans  and  loaths  to  eat. 
His  foul  abhors  delicious  meat ; 

Nature  with'  heavy  loads  oppreft, 

Would  yield  to  death  to  be  releas’d. 

4  Then  how  the  fright’ned  finners  fly 
To  God  for  help  with  earned  cry  1 

He  hears  their  groans,  prolongs  theii 
breath, 

And  faves  them  from  approaching  death 

5  No  med’anes  could  efredt  the  cure 
So  quick,  fo  eafy,  or  fo  fare  ; 

The  deadly  fentence  God  repeals, 

He  fends  his  fov’reign  w  ord  and  heafe. 

6  O  may  the  fons  of  men  record 
The  wond’rous  goodnefs  of  the  Lord, 
And  let  their  thankful  off’rings  prove 
How  they  adore  their  Maker’s  love. 


LONG  METRE.  FOURTH  PART 
Deliverance  from  Storms  and  Ship- wreck  :  Or 
The  Seaman’s  Song. 

i  "VXTOULD  you  behold  the  works  oi 
VV  God, 

His  wonders  in  the  world  abroad, 

Go  with  the  mariners  and  trace 
The  unknown  regions  of  the  feas* 
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2  They  leave  their  native  fhores  behind. 
And  feize  the  favour  of  the  wind  ; 

'Till  God  commands  and  tempers  rife 
That  heave  the  ocean  to  the  (kies. 

3  Now  to  the  heav’ns  they  mount  amain, 
Now  fink  to  dreadful  deeps  again  ; 
What  ftrange  affrights  young  failors  feel, 
And  like  a  (lagg’ring  drunkard  reel  1 

^  When  land  is  far,  and  death  is  nigh, 
Loft  to  all  hope,  to  God  they  cry  ; 

His  mercy  hefars  their  loud  addrefs, 

And  fends  (alvation  in  dfftrefs. 

;  He  bids  the  winds  their  wrath  affuage, 
The  furious  waves  forget  their  rage  ; 
’Tiscalm  ;  and  failors  fmile  to  fee 
The  haven  where  they  wifli’d  to  be. 

5  O  may  the  fons  of  men  record 
The  wond’rous  goodnefs  of  the  Lord  ! 
Let  them  their  private  off’rings  bring, 
And  in  the  church  his  glory  ling. 


COMMON  METRE. 

The  Mariner’s  PlaJm. 

THY  works  of  glory,  mighty  Lord, 
Thy  wonders  in  the  deeps. 

The  fons  of  courage  fhall  record, 

Who  trade  in  floating  fhips. 

.  At  thy  command  the  winds  arife. 

And  fweli  the  tow ’ring  waves; 

The  men  aftpmfh’d  mount  the  (kies, 
And  fink  in  gaping  graves. 

[Again  they  climb  the  wat’ry  hills, 

And  plunge  in  deeps  again  ! 

Each  like  a  tott’ring  drunkard  reels, 
And  finds  his  courage  vain. 

Frighted  to  hear  the  temped  roar, 

They  pant  with  flutt’ring  breath, 
And  hopelefs  of  the  diftant  (hore. 
Expect  immediate  death.] 

Then  to  the  Lord  they  raife  their  cries, 
He  hears  the  loud  requeft, 

And  orders  filence  through  the  (kies, 
And  lays  the  floods  to  reft. 

Sailors  rejoice  to  lofe  their  fears, 

And  fee  the  (form  allay’d  ; 

Now  to  their  eyes  the  port  appears 
There  let  their  vows  be  paid. 

’Tis  God  t hat  brings  them  (afe  to  land  ; 
Let  (tupid  mortals  know 
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That  waves  are  under  his  command. 
And  all  the  winds  that;  blow. 

8  O  that  the  fons  of  men  would  praife 
The  goodnefs  of  the  Lord  1 
And  thole  tlwit  fee  thy  wondVous  ways 
Thy  wond'rous  love  record. 


LONG  METRE.  FOURTH  PART. 

Colonies  planted  :  Or,  Nations  bleft  and  pun¬ 
ched. 

A  Pjdlm fir  New-England. 

1  \  X7"HEN  God  provok’d  with  -daring 
VV  crimes, 

Scourges  the  madnefs  of  the  times, 

He  turns  their  fields  to  barren  fand. 

And  dries  the  rivers  from  the  land. 

2 His  word  can  raife  the  fprings  again, 
And  make  the  wither’d  mountains  green. 
Send  fhow’ry  blefiings  from  the  (kies, 
And  harvefis  in  the  defart  rife. 

3  [Where  nothing  dwelt  but  beafis  of  prey, 
Or  men  as  fierce  and  wild  as  they  ; 

He  bids  th’  opprefi  and  poor  repair, 

And  builds  them  towns  and  cities  there. 

4  They  fow  the  fields,  and  trees  they  plant. 
Whole  yearly  fruit  fupplies  their  want  : 
Their  race  grows  up  from  fruitful  (locks. 
Their  wealth  increafes  with  their  flocks. 

5  Thus  they  are  bleff ;  but  if  they  fin. 

He  lets  the  heathen  nations  in  ; 

ATavage  crew  invades  their  lands, 

T  heir  princes  die  by  barb’rous  hands. 

6  Their  captive  fons  expos’d  to  fcorn. 
Wander  unpity ’d  and  forlorn  : 

The  country  lies  unfenc’d,  untill’d. 

And  defolation  fp reads  the  field. 

7  Yet  if  the  humbled  nation  mourns, 

Again  his  dreadful  hand  he  turns  ; 

Again  he  makes  their  cities  thrive. 

And  bids  the  dying  churches  live.] 

8  The  righteous,  with  a  joyful  fenfe. 
Admire  the  works  of  providence  ; 

And  tongues  of  Atheiffs  (hall  no  more 
Blafpheme  the  God  that  faints  adore.  * 

<)  How  few  with  pious  care  record 
Thefe  •wond’rous  dealings  of  the  Lord  ^ 
But  wife  obfervers  (fill  fhall  find 
The  Lord  is  holy,  juft  and  kind. 
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M  CIX,  CX. 

LONG  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 


COMMON  METRE. 

Ver.  i - 5,  31. 

Love  to  Lremies  from  the  Example  of  christ 

1  OD  of  my  mercy  and  my  praile, 

'■  J®  Thy  glory  is  my  fong  ; 

Though  finners  fpeak  again#  thy  grace 

With  a  blalpheming  tongue. 

2  When  in  the  form  of  mortal  man 

Thy  Son  on  earth  was  found, 

With  cruel  Handers  falfe  and  vain, 
They  compafs’d  him  around. 

3  Their  mis’ries  his  companion  move, 

Their  peace  he  Hill  purfu’d  ; 

They  render  hatred  for  his  love, 

And  evil  for  his  good. 

4  Their  malice  rag’d  without  a  caufe, 

Yet  with  his  dying  breath 
He  pray’d  for  murd’rers  on  his  crofs. 
And  bled  his  foes  in  death. 

5  Lord,  fhall  thy  bright  example  fhine 

In  vain  before  my  eyes  ? 

Give  me  a  foul  a-kin  to  thine. 

To  love  mine  enemies. 

6  The  Lord  fliall  on  my  fide  engage, 

And  in  my  Saviour’s  name 
I  fliall  de'feat  their  pride  and  rage 
Who  flancfer  and  condemn. 


PSALM  CX. 

LONG  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 

christ  exalted,  and  Multitudes  converted  1 
Or,  The  Succefs  of  the  Gofpei.  s 

1  nnHUS  the  eternal  Father  fpake 
JL  To  Chrift  the  Son  ;  “Afcend  and  fit 
41  At  my  right  hand,  ’till  I  fhall  make 
“  Thy  foes  fubmiflive  at  thy  feet. 

2“  From  Zion  fliall  thy  word  proceed, 

“  Thy  word,  the  fceptrc  in  thy  hand, 

“  Shall  make  the  hearts  of  rebels  bleed, 
«  And  bow  their  wills  to  thy  command. 

«  That  day  fliall  fliew  thy  pow’r  is  great, 
«  When  faints  fTiall  flock  with  willing 
minds, 

«  And  fi oners  croud  thy  temple  gate, 

«  Where  holinefs  in  beauty  fhines.” 

4O  blefled  pow’r  !  O  glorious  day  l 
What  a  large  vidt’ry  lhall  enfue  ! 

And  converts  who  thy  gra-ce  obey, 
Exceeed  the  drops  of  morning  dew. 


The  Kingdom  and  Prielthcod  of  christ. 

1  THUS  &reat  Pord  of  earth  and  fej 
Spake  to  nis  Son,  and  thus  he  fwore  ; 
u  Eternal  fhall  my  priefihood  be, 

“  And  change  from  hand  to  hand  nomore< 

2“  Aaron  and  all  his  Tons  mud  die  : 

“  But  everlading  life  is  thine, 

“  To  fave  for  ever  thofe  that  fly 
“  For  refuge  from  the  wrath  divine. 

3  “  By  me  Mclchifedeck  was  made 

“  On  earth  a  king  and  pried;  at  once  ; 

“  And  thou, my  heav’niyPried,fhalt  plead 
“  And  thou,  my  King, limit  rule  my  fans.” 

4  Jcfus  the  pried  afcends  his  throne. 
While  counfels  of  eternal  peace. 
Between  the  Father  and  the  Son, 

Proceed  with  honour  and  fuccefs. 

* 

5  Thro  the  whole  earth  his  reign  fhallfpread, 
And  crufh  the  pow’rs  that  dare  rebel  ; 

T  hen  fliall  he  judge  the  riling  dead, 

And  fend  the  guijty  world  to  hell. 

6  Though  while  he  treads  his  glorious  way* 
He  drinks  the  cup  of  tears  and  blood, 
ThefutTrings  of  that  dreadful  day 
Shall  but  advance  him  near  to  God. 

COMMON  METRE, 

Christ’s  Kingdom  and  Priefthood. 


1  ^ESUS,  our  Lord,  afcend  thy  throne, 
J  And  near  thy  Father  fit : 

In  Zion  fhail  thy  pow’r  be  known. 

And  make  tiiy  foes  fubmit. 

2  What  wonders  fhall  thy  gofpei  do  ! 

Thy  converts  fhall  furpafs 
The  num’rous  drops  of  morning  dew, 
And  own  thy  fov ’reign  grace, 

3  God  hath  pronounc’d  a  firm  decree. 

Nor  changes  what  he  fwore  ; 

“  Eternal  fhall  thy  priedhood  be, 

“  When  Aaron  is  no  more. 

4  u  Mclchifedeck,  that  wond’rous  prie#;. 

That  king  of  high  degree, 

41  That  holy  man  who  Abrham  bled, 

“  Was  but. a  type  of  thee.” 

5  Jcfus  our  pried  forever  lives, 

To  plead  for  us  above  : 

JcJ'us  our  king  forever  gives 
The  bleflingsof  his  love* 
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bod  fiiall  exalt  his  glorious  head, 

And  his  high  throne  maintain, 

Shall  flrike  the  powers  and  princes  dead 
Who  dare  oppofe  his  reign. 


i4  They  that  would  grow  divinely  wife, 
Mud  with  his  fear  begin  : 

Our  faired:  proof  of  knowledge  lies 
In  hating  ev'fy  fin. 


PSALM  CXI. 

:ommon  Metre,  first  part. 

The  Wifdom  of  god  in  his  Works. 

SONGS  of  immortal  praife  belong 
To  my  almighty  God  : 

He  has  my  heart,  and  he  my  tongue, 

To  fpread  his  name  abroad. 

How  great  the  works  his  hand  has 
How  glorious  in  our  fight !  [wrought ! 
And  men  in  ev’ryage  have  fought 
His  wonders  with  delight. 

How  mod:  exaft  is  nature’s  frame  ! 

How  wife  the  Eternal  mind  ! 

His  counfels  never  change  the  fcheme 
That  his  firft  thoughts  defign’d. 

When  he  redeem’d  his  chofen  fons. 

He  fix’d  his  cov’nant  fure  : 

The  orders  that  his  lips  pronounce 
To  endlefs  years  endure. 

Nature  and  time,  and  earth  and  (kies, 
Thy  heav’nly  (kill  proclaim  : 

What  fiiall  we  do  to  make  us  wife. 

But  learn  to  read  thy  name  ? 

To  fear  thy  pow’r,  to  truft  thy  grace. 

Is  our  divinefi  fkill  : 

And  he’s  the  wifed  of  our  racd 
That  bed  obeys  thy  will. 


COMMON  METRE.  SECOND  PARt 

The  Perfe&ions  of  god. 

GREAT  is  the  Lord,  his  works  of 
might 

Demand  our  nobled  fongs  ; 

Let  his  aflembled  faints  unite 
Their  harmony  of  tongues. 

Great  is  the  mercy  of  the  Lord, 

He  gives  his  children  food  ; 

And  ever  mindful  of  his  word, 

He  makes  his  promife  good. 

His  Son,  the  great  Redeemer  came 
To  feal  his  cov’nhnt  fure  : 

Holy  and  rev’rend  is  his  name,, 

JHis  wavs  are  jud  and  pure. 

M 


PSALM  CXII. 

PAkTlCtJLAR  METRE. 

The  Blefiings  of  the  liberal  iVlan. 

1 r  PH  AT  man  is  bled  who  dands  in  awe 
X  Of  God,  and  loves,  his  facred  law: 

His  feed  on  earth  fhall  be  renown ’d  ; 
His  houfe  the  feat  of  wealth  fhall  be 
An  uhexhauded  treafury, 

And  with  fuccefiive  honours  crown’d* 

2  His  lib'ral  favours  he  extends, 

To  fome  he  gives,  to  others  lends  : 

A  gen’rous  pity  fills  his  mind  ; 

Yet  what  his  charity  impairs. 

He  fives  by  prudence  in  affairs, 

And  thus  he’s  jud  to  all  mankind. 

3  His  hands,  while  they  his  alms  bedow’d^ 
His  glory’s  future  harved  fow’d  : 

The  fweet  remembrance  of  the  jud9 
Like  a  green  root,  revives  and  bears 
A  train  of  blefiings  for  his  heirs, 

When  dying  nature  deeps  in  dud. 

4  Befet  with  threat’ning  dangers  round. 
Unmov’d  fiiall  he  maintain  his  ground  : 

His  confcience  holds  his  courage  up  : 
The  foul  that’s  fill’d  with  virtue’s  light, 
Shines  brighted  in  afilidlion’s  night ; 

And  fees  in  darknefs  beams  of  hope, 

PAUSE. 

5  [III  tidings  never  can  furprize 
His  heart,  that  fix’d  on  God  relies; 

Tho’  waves  and  tempeds  roar  around? 
Safe  on  a  rock  he  fits  and  fees 
The  fhipwreck  of  his  enemies, 

And  all  their  hopes  and  glory  drown'd* 

6  The  wicked  fhall  his  triumph  fee. 

And  gnafh  their  teeth  in  agony. 

To  find  their  expectations  croft. 

They  and  their  envy,  pride  and  fpight. 
Sink  down  toeverlafiing  night, 

And  all  their  names  in  darknefs  lod.j 

LONG  METRE. 

The  Blefiings  of  the  Pious  and  Charitable, 

H'pHRICE  happy  man  who  fears  the 
X  Lord, 

Loves  his  commands  and  truds  his  word  ; 
Honour  and  peace  his  days  attend, 

And  blefiings  to  feis  feed  defee 


P  S  A  L 

2  Companion  dwells  upon  his  mind 

To  works  of  mercy  (till  inclin'd  7  * 

He  lends  the  poor  fome  prefent  aid, 

Or  gives  them  not  to  be  repaid. 

3  When  times  grow  dark,  and  tidings  fpread 

That  fill  his  neighbours  round  with  dread, 
Tbs  heart  is  arm’d  again!*  the  fear, 

Tor  God  with  all  his  powT  is  there. 

4  His  foul  well  fix’d  upon  the  Lord, 
Draws  heavenly  courage  from  his  word: 
Amidfl  the  darknefs  light  (hall  rife, 

T°  cheer  his  heart,  and  bids  his  eyes. 

5  He  hath  difpers’d  his  alms  abroad, 

His  works  are  (fill  before  his  God; 

His  name  on  earth  (bail  long  remain, 
While  envious  finners  fret  in  vain. 


C  O  M  M  ON  METRE. 

Liberality  rewarded. 

^TLXAPPY  is  lie  that  fears  the  Lord* 
JljL  And  follows  his  commands, 
-Who  lends  the  poor  without  reward. 
Or  gives  with  lib’ral  hands. 

s  As  pity  dwells  within  his  bread 
To  all  the  tons  of  need  ; 

So  God  (hall  anfvver  his  requeft 
With  blefiings  on  his  feed. 

.3  No  evil  tidings  (hall  furprize 
His  well  eflablifh’d  mind  ; 

,-Hie  foul  to  God  his  refuge  flics, 

And  leaves  his  fears  behind. 

4  In  times  of  general  didrefs 

Some  beams  of  light  (hall  (hine, 

:  To  (hew  the  world  his  righteoufnefs. 
And  give  him  peace  divine. 

5  His  works  of  piety  and  love 

Remain  before  the  Lord  : 

Honor  on  earth,  and  joys  above, 
Shall  be  his  (lire  reward. 


P  S  A  L  M  CXIII. 

.  PARTICULAR  METRE. 

The  Majefty  and  CorXcen (ion  of  god. 

iTUT'E  that  delight  to  ferve  the  Lord, 

X  The  honours  of  his  pame  record, 
Hi3  facred  name  for  ever  bids  : 
Where’er  the  circling  fun  difplays 
*  His  rifing  beams,  orfetting  rays, 

Let  lands  and  leas  his  pow’r  coniefs. 


M  CXIII. 

2  Not  time,  nor  nature's  narrow,  founds ; 
Can  give  his  va(*  dominion  bounds  ; 

The  heav’ns  are  far  below  his  height 
Let  no  created  greatnefs  dare 
With  our  eternal  God  compare, 

Arm’d  with  his  Uncreated  might. 

3  He  bows  his  glorious  head  to  view 
What  the  bright  hods  of  angels  do, 

And  bends  his  care  to  mortal  things 
His  fov’reign  hand  exalts  the  poor, 

He  takes  the  needy  from  the  door, 

And  makes  them  company  for  kings. 

4  When  childlefs  families  defpair. 

He  fends  the  bleflmgs  of  an  heir 

To  refeue  their  expiring  name  ; 

The  mother,  with  a  thankful  voice. 
Proclaims  his  praifes  and  her  joys  : 

Let  ev'ry  age  advance  his  fame. 


LONG  METRE. 

god  fovereign  and  gracious. 

fervants  of  th’  almighty  King, 

X  In  ev’ry  age  his  praifes  iing  ; 
Where’er  the  fun  fhall  rife  or  let. 

The  nations  fhall  his  praife  repeat. 

2  Above  the  earth,  beyond  the  Iky, 
Stands  his  high  throne  of  majeity  ; 

Nor  time,  nor  place  his  pow’r  redrain, 
Nor  bound  his  univerfal  reign. 

3  Which  of  the  fons  of  Adam  dare, 

Or  angels  with  their  God  compare  l 
His  glories  how  divinely  bright,  ' 
Who  dwells  in  uncreated  light  ! 

4  Behold  his  love,  he  doops  to  view 
W hat  faints  above  and  angels  do  5 
And  condefcends  yet  more  to  know 
The  mean  affairs  of  men  below. 

5  From  dud  and  cottages  obfeure 
His  grace  exalts  the  humble  poor  ; 
Gives  them  the  honour  of  his  Tons, 

And  fits  them  for  their  heav’nlv  thrones 

6  [A  word  of  his  creating  voice, 

Can  make  the  barren  hotife  rejoice  : 
Though  Sarah's  ninety  years  were  paf*? 
The  promis’d  feed  is  born  at  lad. 

7  With  joy  the  mother  views  her  fon. 
And  tells  the  wonders  God  has  done.: 
Faith  may  grow'  drong  whenfenfe  defpairs 
If  nature  fails,  thepromife  bears.] 


P  s  A  L  M  CXIV,  CXV. 


PSALM  CXIV. 

LONG  METRE. 

Miracles  attending  Ifrael' s  Journey. 
jTTTHEN  Ifrael,  freed  from  Pharaoh' % 
W  hand, 

Left  the  proud  tyrant  and  his  land, 

The  tribes  with  cheerful  homage  own 
Their  King,  and  Judah  was  his  throne. 

2  Acrofs  the  deep  their  journey  lay  : 

The  deep  divides  to  make  them  way  : 
Jordan  beheld  their  march,  and  fled 
With  backward  current  to  his  head. 

3  The  mountains  (hook.  like  frighted  (keep, 
Like  lambs  the  little  hillocks  leap ; 

Not  Sinai  on  her  bafe  could  (land, 
Confcious  of  fov’rcign  pow’r  at  hand. 


5  [  With  eyes  and  ears  they  carve  the  head  ; 
Deaf  are  their  ears,  their  eyes  are  blind  . 
In  vain  are  cofily  off’rings  made,  v 

And  vows  are  (catter’d  in  the  wind. 

6  Their  feet  were  never  made  to  move. 
Nor  hands  to  fave  when  mortals  pray  ; 
Mortals  that  pay  them  fear  or  love. 
Seem  to  be  blind  and  deat  as  they.] 

7  O  Uaelf  make  the  Lord  thy  hope. 

Thy  help,  thy  refuge,  and  thy  red; 

The  Lord  (hall  build  thy  ruins  up. 

And  blefs  the  people  and  the  prielt. 

8  The  dead  no  more  can  fpeak  thy  praife. 
They  dwell  in  (Hence  in  the  grave ; 

But  we  (hall  live  to  ling  thy  grace, 

And  tell  the  world  thy  pow’r  to  lave. 


(j.  What  pow’r  could  make  the  deep  divide  1 
Make  Jordan  backward  roll  his  .tide  ? 
Why  did  ye  leap,  ye  little  hills  ? 

And  whence  the  fright  that  Sinai  feels  ? 

5  Let  ev’ry  mountain,  ev’ry  flood, 

Retire,  and  know  the  approaching  God, 
The  King  of  Ifrael ;  fee  him  here  ; 
Tremble  thou  earth,  adore,  and  fear. 

6  He  thunders,  and  all  nature  mourns, 
The  rock  to  (landing  pools  he  turns  ; 
Flints  fpring  with  fountains  at  his  word, 
And  fires  and  feas  conlefs  the  i_ord. 


p  S  A  L  M  CXV. 
LONG  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 

The  true  god  our  Refuge:  Or,  Idolatry  re 

proved. 

iVTOT  to  ourfelves,  who  are  but  dull, 
tN  Not  to  ourfelves  is  glory  due, 
Eternal  God,  thou  only  juft. 

Thou  only  gracious,  wife  and  true. 

5  Shine  forth  in  all  thy  dreadful  name  ; 
Why  (hould  a  heathen’s  haughty  tongue 
Infult  us,  and  to  raife  our  fhame,  [long  V’ 
Say,  “  Where’s  the  God  you’ve  ferv’d  fo 

3  The  God  we  ferve  maintains  his  throne 
Above  the  clouds,  beyond  the  (kies, 
Through  all  the  earth  his  will  is  done, 
He  knows  our  groans,  he  hears  our  cries. 

4  But  the  vain  idols  they  adore 
Arefenfelefs  fhapes  of  done  and  wood; 
At  bed  a  mafs  of  glitt’ring  ore, 

A  fiUejr  fnint/or  golden  god- 


PARTICULAR  METRE. 

Popilh  Idolatry  reproved. 

i\TOT  to  our  names,  thou  only  juft  and 
iNl  true, 

Not  to  our  w.orthlefs  names  is  glory  due  . 
Thy  pow’r  and  grace,  thy  truth  and  juftice 
claim 

Immortal  honours  to  thy  fov ’reign  name; 
Shine  thro’  the  earth  Irorn  heav’n  thy  bled 
abode,  [your  God?’* 

Nor  let  the  Heathen  fay,  “  And  w.here’s 

2  Heav’n  is  thine  higher .  court :  There 

(lands  thy  throne,  [done  : 

And  thro’  the  lower  worlds  thy  will  is 
Our  God  fram’d  all  this  earth-,  thefe 
heav’ns  he  fpread,  [made  ; 

But  fools  adore  the  gods  their  hands  have 
The  kneeling  croud,  with  looks  devout 
behold  •  [gold- 

Their  filver  (aviours,  and  their  faints  of 

3  [Vain  are  thofe  artful  (hapes  of -eyes  and 

ears, 

The  molten  image  neither  fees  nor  hears  ; 
Their  hands  are  helplefs,  nor  their  feet 
can  move,  [pow’r,  nor  love  1 

They  have  no  fpeech,  nor  thought,  nor 
Yet  fottifh  mortals  make  their  long  com-' 
plaints  [faints. 

To  their  deaf  idols,  and  their  movelefs 

4  The  rich  have  flatues  well  adorn’d  with 

gold ;  [mould. 

The  poor  content  with  gods  of  coarfer 
With  tools  of  iron  carve  the  fenfelefs  (lock, 
Lopt  from  a  tree,  oY  brokea from  a  rock; 


ft  i  t 


U<  « 


psalm 


people  and  prieft  drive  on  the  folemn  trade 
And  t rurt:  the  gods  that  faw?  and  ham- 
me rs  made.l 


5  Be  heav'n  and  earth  amaz’d  *  ’Tis  hard 

w,t0*ay  '  [they. 

M  hich  is  more  ftupid,  or  their  gods  or 

O  Ifrael,  tru ft  the  Lord  ;  He  hears  and 

^ees>  [peace  : 

He  knows  thy  borrows,  and  reftores  thy 

His  worfhip  does  a  thou  band  comforts 

t-t  .  [fliield. 

He  is  thy  help,  and  he  thine  heav’rfty 

P  In  God  we  truft ;  our  impious  foes  in  vain 
Attempt  our  ruin,  andoppofe  his  remn  • 
Had  they  prevail’d,  dark  nebs  had  clos’d 
our  days,  [praife  : 

And  death  and  filence  had  forbid  his 
But  w  e  are  bav  cl,  and  live:  Let  bongs  a  rife 
And  Zion  blebs  the  God  that  built  the  fkies! 


CXVI,  cxvir. 

Common  metre,  second  pare 

Ver.  12,  &c. 


^PnM-ale*lnkTrf ' ubic>  paid  in  thc  Church  :  Or 
Publick  T  hanks  for  private  Deliverance. 


1  ren^er  tQ  my  God 

*  *  For  all  his  kindnebs  fhown  ! 


PSALM  CXVI. 

COMMON  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 


Mv  feet  (hall  vifit  thine  abode, 

My  bongs  addrebs  thy  throne. 

1  A™TS  ™e.faints  that  fil>  thine  houfe. 
My  off  rings  (hall  be  paid  ;  . 

*  >^re  ?laP.rny  zea^  Perform  the  vows 
My  foul  in  anguifh  made. 

3  How  much  is  mercy  thv  delight. 

Thou  ever  blefted  God  !  ° 

How  dear  thy  bervants  in  thy  fight  I 
How  precious  is  their  blood  !& 


4  How  happy  all  thy  bervants  are  ! 

How  great  thy  grace  to  me  ! 

My  life,  which  thou  haft  made  thy  care. 
Ford,  I  devote  to  thee. 


Recovery  from  Sicknefs. 


;5  Now  I  am  thine,  for  ever  thine, 

Nor  fiiall  my  purpofe  move  ; 

Thy  hand  hath  loos’d  my  bonds  of  pain* 
And  bound  me  with  thy  love. 


slse  ars*» ,ifc’  ■ 


I  love  the  Lord  ;  he  bow’d  his  ear. 
And  chas’d  my  griefs  away  :  ' 

O  let  my  heart  no  ntoredebpair. 
While  I  have  breath  to  pray  ! 


If  1  for  fake  the  Lord. 


My  flefh  declin’d,  my  fpirits  bell, 

And  I  drew  near  the  dead, 

While  inward  pangs,  and  fears  obhell. 
Perplex’d  my  wakeful  head. 


P  S  A  L  M  CXVII. 

COMMON  METRE. 

Praife  to  god  from  all  Nations. 


I/"'\  ALL  ye  nations,  praife  the  Lord* 
Each  with  a  different  tongue  j 


-y  ^  f  ^  V  t  •  ^  I  V  V. 

In  ev  ry  language  learn  his  word, 


And  let  his  name  be  bung. 


4  My  God,  I  cry’d,  fhv  bervantbave, 

“  Thou  ever  good  and  juft  ; 

t(  ^  bv  Povv  r  can  rebcue  from  the  grave, 
“  Thy  pow’r  is  all  my  truft.” 


j2  Nis  mer<?y  reigns  through  ev’ry  land  • 
!  Proclaim  his  grace  abroad  ;  ‘ 

For  ever  firm  Jiis  truth  (hall  ftand  ; 
Praife  ye  the  faithful  Cod. 

*  ‘  -  •  v  t  • 


5  The  Lord  beheld  me  bore  diftreft, 
He  bade  my  pains  remove  ; 
Return,  my  foul,  to  God  thy  reft, 
I  or  thou  haft  known  his  love. 


6  My  God  hath  bav’d  my  foul  from  death, 
And  dry’d  my  balling  tears 
Now 
Anq 


L  O  N  G  METRE. 

FROM  all  that  ft  well  below  the  fkies 
I.et  the  Creator’s  praife  a  rife  .* 

Let  the  Redeemer’s  name  be  bung 
Through  ev’ry  land,  by  ev’ry  tongue. 

2  Eternal  are  thy  mercies,  Lord  ,• 

Eternal  truth  attends  thv  word 


i  •'  •  a  t7,,  °  j  vicinal  irurn  attends  mv  word  ; 

,v  r?  ",s  l>ralfe  1  n  ft,e,,d  n>y  breath, I  Thyprai/eflla:ifotmdfr6mflioretofto- 

remaining  year?.  '  I  'Till  funs  fliall  rife  and  fet  no  more.  ' 


■« 
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SHORT  METRE. 

THY  name,  almighty  Lord, 

Shall  found  thro’  diftant  lands  ; 


Great  is  thy  grace,  and  fure  thy  word  ! 
Thy  truth  for  ever  Hands. 

2  Far  be  thine  honour  fpread, 

And  long  thy  praife  endure, 

'Till  morning  light  and  evening  fhade 
Shall  be  exchang’d  no  more. 


3  Open  the  gates  of  'Zion  now. 

For  we  frail  worfhip  there, 

The  houfe  where  all  the  righteous  go. 
Thy  mercy  to  declare. 

4  Amongth'  aflembliesof  thy  faints 
Our  thankful  voice  we  raife; 

There  w  e  have  told  thee  our  complaints. 
And  there  we  fpeak  thy  praife. 


PSALM  CXVIII. 

COMMON  METRE.  FIRST  PART, 


Ver,  6- 


B 


COMMON  METRE.  THIRD  PART 
Ver .  22,  23. 

Christ  the  Foundation  of  his  Church. 

EHOLD  the  fure  foundation  Hone 
Which  God  in  Zion  lays, 

To  build  our  heav’nly  hopes  upon. 
And  his  eternal  praife. 

Chofen  of  God,  to  finners  dear. 

And  faints  adore  the  name, 

They  trull  their  whole  falvation  here. 
Nor  fhall  they  fuffer  frame. 

The  foolifr  builders,  fcribe  and  prieft. 
Reject  it  with  difdain  ; 

Yeton  this  rock  the  church  frail  reft. 
And  envy  rage  in  vain. 

4  What  though  the  gates  of  hell  withftood5 
Yet  mud  this  building  rife; 

,Tis  thy  own  work,  almighty  God, 

And  wond’rous  in  our  eyes. 


Deliverance  from  a  Tumult. 

*  nT'HE  Lord  appears  my  helper  now', 

JL  Nor  is  my  faith  afraid 
What  all  the  fons  of  earrh  can  do, 

Since  heav'n  affords  its  aid. 

2  ’Tis  fafer,  Lord,  to  hope  in  thee, 

And  have  my  God  my  friend, 

Than  trufl  in  men  of  high  degree, 

And  on  their  truth  depend, 

3  Like  bees  my  foes  befet  me  round, 

A  large  and  angry  fwarm  j 
But  I  fhall  ail  thei  r  rage  confound 
By  thine  almighty  arm. 

4-  Tis  through  the  Lord  my  heartis  ftrong, 

In  him  my  lips  rejoice  ; 

While  his  falvation  is  my  fong, 

How  cheerful  is  my  voice  !  ■  ‘ - ■ 

s  Like  angry  bees  they  girt  me  round;  jCOMMON  METRE.  FOURTH  FART. 
When  God  appears  they  fly  ;  |  Ver.  24,  25,  26. 


So  burningthorns  with  crackling  found, 
Make  a  fierce  blaze  and  die.  v 


S  Joy  to  the  faints,  and  peace  belongs  • 
The  Lord  protedls  tiieir  days  : 

Let  Ijrael  tune  immortal  fongs 
lohis  almighty  grace. 


COMMON  METRE, 
Ver.  17 — 


SECOND  PART. 


-2 1 


nna  ;  the  lord’s  Day  :  Or,  Christ’s 
Refurredtion  and  our  Salvation. 

1  HPHIS  is  the  day  the  Lord  hath  made, 
JL  He  calls  the  hours  his  own  ; 

Let  heav’n  rejoice,  let  earth  be  glad. 
And  praife  furround  the  throne. 

2  To-day  he  rofe  and  left  the  dead. 

And  Satan  s  empire  fell  ; 

To-day  the  faints  his  triumphs  fpread, 
Publick  Praife  for  Deliverance  from  Death.  And  all  his  wonders  tell. 

T  thou  haft  heard  thy  fervantcry’jj  Hofanna  to  the  anointed  King, 

And  refeu  d  from  the  .  \  To  Dan:ld\  i10]y  Son  : 

Help  us,  O  Lord,  defeend  and  bring 
Salvation  from  thy  throne. 

niore  con^ant  than  before>(4  Blefl  be  the  Lord,  who  comes  to  men 
Shan  fill  his  daily  breath  ;  j  With  meffages  of  grace  ; 

i  iy  land,  that  hath  chaff  is  d  him  fo  re,|  Who  comes  in  God  his  Father’s  name 
-nds  him  Itiil  ii  om  death.  To  fave  our  finful  race. 


And  re/cu’d  from  the  grave  ; 

Now  frail  he  live  :  (and  none  can  die, I 
If  God  refolve  to  fave.) 


Bi 


P  S  A  L  M  CXIX. 


,5  Hofanna  \n  the  highed  drains 
The  church  on  earth  can  raife  ; 

The  high  ell  heav’ns,in  which  he  reigns, 
Shall  give  him  nobler  praile. 


SHORT  METRE. 

Ver.  22 - 27. 


An  Hofanna  for  the  lord’s  Day:  Or,  Anew 
Song  of  Salvation  by  Christ.  ■ 

x  QEE  what  a  living  Stone 
O  The  builders  did  refiife  ; 

Yet  God  hath  built  his  church  thereon, 

In  fpite  of  envious  Jews. 

2  The  Scribe  and  angry  Pried 
Rejedt  thine  only  Son  ; 

Yet  on  this  Rock:  (ball  Sion  red, 

As  the  chief  corner- done. 

3  The  work,  O  Lord,  is  thine, 

And  wond’rous  in  our  eyes  ; 

This  day  declares  it  all  divine, 

This  day  did  Jefus  rife. 

4  This  is  the  glorious  day 
That  our  Redeemer  made; 

Let  11s  rejoice,  and  ling,  and  pray; 

Let  all  the  church  be  glad. 

5  Hofanna  to  the  King 
Of  Dav&l’s  royal  bjood  ; 

Blefs  him  ye  faints  :  He  comes  to  bring 
Salvation  from  your  God. 

6  We  blefs  thine  holy  word 
Which  all  this  grace  difplays; 

And  offer  on  thine  altar,  Lord, 

Our  facrifice  of  praife. 


Let  the  whole  church  addrefs  their  King: 
With  hearts  of  joy,  and  longs  of  praile. 


9 


P  S  A  L  M  CXIX. 

[  I  have  collcHed  and  difpojsd  the  moft  ufeful 
verjesoftlis  Pfalm  under  eight  eendifferent  heads, 
and  formed  a  divine  Jong  upon  each  of  them.  But 
the  verjes  are  mirth  tranfpojed,  to  attain  feme  de¬ 
gree  of , connexion .  In Jome placet ,  among  the  words* 
law,  commands,  judgments,  teftimonies,  I  have 
ufed  gofpel,  word,  grace,  truth,  promiies,  &c. 
as  more  agreeable  to  the  New  Tef  ament ,  and  the 
common  language  of  Chnf  iam ,  and  it  equally 
dnfwers  the  defign  of  the  Pfalmiji ,  which  was  to 
recommend  the  holy  Jcriptuce.\ 


LONG  METRE. 

Ver .  22 - 27. 

An  Hofanna  for  the  lord’s  Day  :  Or,  A  new 
Song  of  Salvation  by  christ. 

1  T  O!  what  a  glorious  Corner-done 
JL-J  The  'je-wijh  builders  didrefufe  : 
But  God  hath  built  his  church  thereon, 
In  fpite  of  envy  and  the  Jenvs. 

2  Great  God,  the  work  is  all  divine, 

The  joy  and  wonder  of  oureyes  ; 

This  is  the  day  that  proves  it  thine, 

The  day  that  faw  our  Saviour  rile. 

3  Sinners  rejoice,  and  faints  be  glad  ; 
H6fanna,'let  his  name  be  bled  : 

A  thoufand  honours  on  Ids  head, 

With  peace  and  light,  and  glory  red  ! 

4  In  God’s  own  name  he  comes  to  bring 
Salvation  to  our  dying  race  ; 


COMMON  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 


The  BlelTednefs  of  Saints, and  Mifery  of  Sinners* 
*  Ver. 


2.  3- 


i  Tft  LEST  are  the  undefil’din  heart, 

JO  Whofe  ways  are  right  and  clean  ; 


Who  never  from  thy  law  depart, 

But  fly  fromev’ry  fin. 

2  Bled  are  the  men  that  keep  thy  word, 

Andpradtile  thy  commands  ; 

Willi  their  whole  heart  thy  feektheLord 
And  ferve  thee  with  their  hands. 

Ver .  165. 

3  Great  is  their  peace  who  love  thy  law  ; 

How  firm  their  fouls  abide  ! 

Nor  can  a  bold  temptation  draw 
Their  Heady  feet  afide.  » 

.  *  Ver.  6. 

4  Then  fhali  my  heart  have  inward  joy. 

And  keep  my  face  from  fhame, 

When  ail  thy  datutes  1  obey, 

And  honour  ail  thy  name- 


Ver.  21,  1 1 8 . 


5  But  haughty  finners  God  will  hate. 

The  proud  Ihall  die  accurd  ; 
The,  fonsof  falfnood  and  deceit 
Are  trodden  to  the  dud. 

Ver.  1 19,  155. 

6  Vile  as  the  drofs  the  wicked  are  : 

And  thole  that  leave  thy  ways 
Shall  fee  faivation  from  afar, 

But  never  tade  thy  grace. 


COMMON  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 

Secret  Devotion  and  fpiritual-mindednefs  :  Or, 
Conllant  Converfe  with  god. 

Ver.  147,  55. 

1  rpo  thee,  before  the  dawning  light, 
JL  My  gracious  God,  I  pray; 

I  meditate  thy  name  by  nighty 

And  keep  thy  law  by  day,;  •  -•  j 
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Ver.  81. 

i  My  fpirit  faints  to  fee  thy  grace, 

Thy  promife'  boars  me  up  ; 

And  while  falvation  long  delays, 

Thy  word  fupports  my  hope. 

Ver.  164. 

3  Seven  times  a-day  I  lift  my  hands, 

And  pay  my  thanks  to  thee  ; 

Thy  righteous  providence  demands 
Repeated  praife  from  me. 

Ver.  62. 

4  When  midnight  darknefs  veils  the  Ikies, 

f  call  thy  works  to  mind  ; 

My  thoughts  in  warm  devotion  rife, 
And  fweet  acceptance  find. 


COMMON  METRE.  THIRD  PART. 

Froieflions  of  Sincerity,  Repentance  and  Obe¬ 
dience. 

Ver.  57,  60. 

irS  TdOU  art  my  portion,  O  my  God, 

X  Soon  as  I  know  thy  way, 

My  heart  makes  hade  tJ  obey  thy  word, 
*  And  differs  no  delay. 

Ver.  30,  14. 

2  I  choofe  the  path  of  heavenly  truth> 
And  glory  in  my  choice  : 

Not  all  the  riches  of  the  earth 
Could  make  me  fo  rejoice. 

3'  The  tedimonies  of  thy  grace, 

I  fet  before  mine  eyes  ; 

Thence  I  derive  my  daily  dre-ngth, 

And  there  my  comfort  lies. 

Ver.  59. 

4  If  once  I  wander  from  thy  path, 

I  think  upon  my  ways, 

Then  turn  my  feet  to  thy  commands, 
And  truft  thy  pardoning  grace. 

Ver.  94,  1 14. 

5  Now  Tam  thine,  for  ever  thine, 

O  fave  thy  fervant,  Lord, 

Thou  art  my  fhield,  my  hiding-  place. 
My  hope  is  in  thy  word.  F 

|  f  Ver.  1 12. 

^  ka.ft  inclin'd  this  heart  of  mine 

■  ;  y  "fbv  datutes  to  fulfil  ; 

.v'Vs-d  thus  ’till  mortal  life  fliall  end. 

K  I  perform  thy  will.  • 
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COMMON  METRE.  FOURTH  PART, 

Inftrudtions  from  Scripture. 

Ver.  9. 

iTTOW  fliall  the  young  fecure  their 
II  hearts, 

And  guard  their  lives  from  fin  ; 

Thy  word  the  choiced  rule  imparts 
To  keep  the  confcience  clean. 

Ver.  130. 

2  When  once  it  enters  to  the  mind. 

It  fpreads  fiich  light  abroad, 

The  mean  eft  fouls  inftrudtion  find. 

And  raife  their  thoughts  to  God. 

Ver .  105. 

3  ’Tis  like  the  fun,  a  heav’nly  light 

That  guides  us  all  the  day  ; 

And  through  the  dangers  of  the  night, 
A  lamp  to  lead  our  way. 

Ver.  90,  100. 

4  The  men  that  keep  thy  law  with  care. 

And  meditate  thy  word, 

Grow  wifer  than  their  teachers  are. 
And  better  know  the  Lord. 


Ver.  104,  1 1 3. 

5  Thy  precepts  make  me  truly  wife  $ 

I  hate  the  finner's  road  ; 

I  hate  my  own  vain  thoughts  that  ri&, 
But  love  thy  law,  my  God. 

Ver.  8q,  90,  91, 

6  [The  darry  heav'nsthy  rule  obey. 

The  earth  maintains  her  place  ; 

And  thefethy  fervants  night  and  day 
Ihy  fkill  and  pow'r  exprefs. 

7  But  dill  thy  law  and  gofpel,  Lord, 

Have  leffons  more  divine  : 

Not  earth  dands  firmer  than  thy  word, 
Nor  dars  fo  nobly  filing.] 

Ver.  1 60,  140,  9,  1 16. 

8  Thy  word  is  everlading  truth  \ 

How  pure  is  ev’ry  page  ! 

That  holy  book  fliall  guide  our  youth, 
And  well  fupport  our  age. 

COMMON  METRE.  FIFTH  PART. 

Delight  in  Scripture  :  Or,  the  Word  of  go# 
dwelling  in  us. 

Ver.  97. 

lf~\  HOW  I  love  thy  holy  law, 

Mis  daily  my  delight  ; 

And  thence  my  meditations  draw 
Divine  advice  by  night. 

Ver.  148. 

2  My  waking  eyes  prevent  the  day 
To  meditate  thy  word  ; 

Mv  foul  with  longing  melts  away 
To  hear  thy  gofpel,  Lord, 
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Ver.  3,  13,  54. 

3  How  doth  thy  word  my  heart  engage  1 

How  well  employ  my  tongue  I 
And  in  my  tirefome  pilgrimage, 

Yields  me  an  heavenly  fong. 

Ver.  19,  103* 

4  Am  I  a  Granger,  or  at  home  ? 

*Tis  my  perpetual  feaft  ; 

Not  honey  dropping  from  the  comb, 
So  much  delights  my  tafie. 

Ver.  72,  127. 

5  No  treafures  To  enrich  the  mind  ; 

Nor  /hall  thy  word  be  fold 
For  loads  of  filver  well  refin'd. 

Nor  heaps  of  choiceft  gold. 

Ver.  2S,  49,  175. 

$  When  nature  finks,  and  fpirits  droop, 
Thy  promifes  of  grace 
Are  pillars  to  fupport  my  hope. 

And  there  I  write  thy  praife. 

COMMON  METRE.  SIXTH  PART. 

Hoiinefs  and  Comfort  from  the  Word. 

Ver.  12 3. 

sT  ORD,  I  efieem  thy  judgments  right, 
M-J  And  all  thy  ftatutes  juft  ; 

Thence  I  maintain  a  conltant  fight 
With  ev'ry  flattering  luft. 

Ver.  97,  9. 

a  Thy  precepts  often  I  furvey  : 

I  keep  thy  law  in  fight, 

Through  ail  the  bufinefs  of  the  day, 

To  form  mv  actions  right. 

J  o 

Ver.  62. 

3  My  heart  in  midnight  filence  cries, 

“  How  fweet  thy  comforts  be 
My  thoughts  in  holy  wonder  rife. 

And  bring  their  thanks  to  thee  : 

Ver.  162. 

4  And  when  my  fpirit  drinks  her  fill, 

At  fome  good  word  of  thine, 

lot  mighty  men  that  (hare  the  fpoil 
Have  joys  compar'd  to  mine. 


4  Y 
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Nor  lead  a  fie p  beyond  the  grate  % 

But  thine  conduct  to  heav'n. 

I’ve  feen  an  end  of  what  we  call 
Perfection  here  below  j 
How  fbort  the  pow'rs  of  nature  fall. 
And  can  no  further  go. 

et  men  would  fain  be  jufi  with  God, 
By  works  their  hands  have  wrought; 
But  thy  commands,  exceeding  broad, 
Extend  to  ev'ry  thought. 

5  In  vain  we  boafi  perfeftion  here. 

While  fin  defiles  our  frame, 

And  finks  our  virtues  down  fo  far 
They  fcarce  deferve  the  name. 

6  Our  faith  and  love,  and  ev'ry  grace. 

Fall  far  below  thy  word  ; 

But  perfect  truth  and  righteoufnefs 
Dwell  only  with  the  Lord. 

COMMON  METRE.  EIGHTH  PART 

f  he  Word  of  god  Is  the  Saint’s  Portion  :  Or, 
The  Excellency  and  Variety  of  Scripture. 

Ver.  in,  paraphrafed. 

iT  ORD, I  have  made  thy  word  my  choice* 
JLi  My  lafiing  heritage  ; 

There  fhall  my  nobleft  pow'rs  rejoice, 
My  warmeft  thoughts  engage. 

2  I'll  read  the  hifi'ries  of  thy  love. 

And  keep  thy  laws  in  fight, 

While  through  the  promifes  I  rove, 
With  ever  frefii  delight. 

3  'Tis  a  broad  land  of  wealth  unknown* 

Where  fprings  of  life  arife, 

Seeds  of  immortal  blifs  are  fown, 

And  hidden  glory  lies. 

4  The  befi  relief  that  mourners  have. 

It  makes  our  forrows  blefi  ; 

Our  faireft  hopes  beyond  the  grave, 
And  our  eternal  refi. 


COMMON  METRE.  SEVENTH  PART. 

Imperfe&ion  of  Nature,  and  Perfection  o* 

Scripture. 

Ver.  96,  paraphrafed. 

1 T  ET  all  the  Heathen  writers  join 
JLi  To  form  one  perfect  book, 

Great  God!  if  once  compar'd  with  thine, 


How  mean  their  writings  look! 

2  Not  the  mod  perfect  rules  they  gave  1 2  My  heart  was  fafhion’d  by  thy  hand* 


COMMON  METRE.  NINTH  PART . 

Defire  of  Knowledge!  Or,  The  Teaching  of 
the  Spirit  with  the  Word. 

Ver.  64,  68,  18. 

i  npHY  mercies  fill  the  earth,  O  Lord, 
.1  How  good  thy  works  appear  l 
Open  mine  eyes  to  read  thy  word. 

And  fee  thy  wonders  there. 

Ver.  73,  in?. 


Could  (hew  one  fin  forgiv'n, 


My  k  rv ice  is  thy  due, 
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O  make  thy  fervant  underhand 
The  duties  he  mult  do. 

Ver.  19. 

Since  I’m  a  granger  here  below; 

Let  not  thy  path  be  hid, 

But  mark,  the  road  my  feet  fhall  go> 
And  be  my  conllant  guide. 

Ver.  26.  1 

When  I  confeL'd  my  wandYing  ways, 
Thou  heard ’ll:  my  foul  complain  j 
Grant  me  the  teachings  of  thy  grace, 
Or  1  (hull  ltray  again. 

Ver.  33,  34. 

If  God  to  me  his  llatutes  Ihew; 

And  heav’nly  truth  impart, 

His  work  for  ever  I’ll  purfue. 

His  law  /hall  rule  my  heart. 

Ver.  50,  71. 

This  was  my  comfort  when  I  bore 
Variety  of  grief ; 

It  made  me  learn  thy  word  the  more, 
And  fly  to  that  relief. 

Ver.  51. 

[In  vain  the  proud  deride  me  now  ; 

I'll  ne’er  forget  thy  law, 

Nor  let  that  blelfed  gofpel  go 
Whence  all  my  hopes  I  draw. 

Ver.  27,  171. 

When  I  have  learnt  mv  Father’s  will, 
I’ll  teach  the  world  his  ways  : 

My  thankful  lips  infpir’d  with  zeal 
Shall  loud  pronounce  his  praife.] 
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COMMON  METRE.  ELEVENTH  PART, 
Breathing  after  Holinels. 

Ver.  5,  33. 

i/^\  That  the  Lord  would  guide  my  waysa 
V-/  To  keep  his  llatutes  Hill ! 

O  that  my  God  would  grant  me  grace 
To  know  and  do  his  will  1 
Ver.  29.' 

2  O  fend  thy  Spirit  down  to  write 

Thy  lkw  upon  my  heart  I 
Nor  let  my  tongue  indulge  deceit, 

Nor  act  the  liar’s  part. 

Ver.  37,  36. 

3  From  vanity  turn  off  my  eyes. 

Let  no  corrupt  defign, 

Nor  covetous  defircs  arile 
Within  this  foul  of  mine. 

'  ....  Ver.  *13.3. 

4  Order  my  footlleps  by  thy  word* 

And  make  my  heart  fincere  ; 

Let  fin  have  no  dominion,  Lord, 

But  keep  my  conscience  clear. 

Ver.  176. 

5  My  foul  hath  gone  too  far  allray. 

My  feet  too  often  flip  ; 

Yet  flnee  I’ve  not  forgot  thy  way, 
Reltore  thy  wand’ring  fheep. 

Ver.  35. 

6  Make  me  to  walk  in  thy  commands  5 

’Tis  a  delightful  road  ; 

Nor  let  my  head,  or  heart,  or  hands,, 
Offend  again!!  my  God. 


OMMON  METRE.  TENTH  PART. 

Pleading  the  Promifes. 

Ver.  38,  49. 

EHOLD  thy  waiting  fervant,  Lord, 
Devoted  to  thy  fear  ; 

Remember  and  confirm  thy  word, 

For  ail  my  hopes  are  there. 

Ver.  41,  58,  107. 

Hall  thou  not  fent  falvation  down, 

And  promis’d  quick’ni ng  grace  ? 
Doth  not  my  heart  addrefs  thy  throne? 
And  yet  thy  love  delays. 

Ver .  123,  42. 

Mine  eyes  for  thy  falvation  fail  $ 

O  bear  thy  fervant  up  ; 

Nor  let  the  fcofling  lips  prevail, 

Who  dare  reproach  my  hope. 

Ver.  4 9,  74.^ 

Did  11  thou  not  raife  my  faith,  O  Lord  ? 

Then  let  thy  truth  appear  : 

Saints  Hull  rejoice  in  my  reward, 

And  truft  as  well  as  fear. 

N 


COMMON  METRE.  TtVELFTH  PART 
Breathing  after  Comfort  and  Deliverance* 
Ver.  153. 

tl^/TY  pod,  conllder  my  diflrefs, 

IV i.  Let  mercy  plead  my  caufe  ; 
Though  I  have  finn’d  again!!  thy  grace, 
I  can’t  forget  thy  laws. 

Ver.  39,  1 1 6. 

2  Forbid,  forbid  the  lharp  reproach. 

Which  I  lo  juftiy  fear  ; 

Uphold  my  life,  uphold  my  hopes. 

Nor  let  my  lhame  appear. 

Ver.  122,  135. 

3  Be  thou  alurety'  Lord,  for  me, 

Nor  let  the  proud  opprefs, 

But  make  thy  waiting  fervant  fee 
The  fhinings  of  thy  face. 

Ver.  %  2 . 

4  Mine  eyes  with  expectation  fail. 

My  heart  within  me  cries, 

When  njjill  the  Lord  his  truth  fulfil ^ 

And  make  my  comforts  rife  jfr 
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Ver.  132. 

5  Look  down  upon  my  borrows,  Lord, 
And  (hew  thy  grace  the  fame, 

As  thou  art  ever  wont  t’  afford 
To  thofe  that  love  thy  name. 


COMMON  METRE.  THIRTEENTH 

PART . 


Holy  Fear  and  tendernefs  of  Confcience. 
.  Ver.  1  o . 


Her.  50. 

3  This  is  the  comfort  I  enjoy 

When  new  diftrefs  begins  : 

I  read  thy  word,  l  run  thy  Way, 

And  hate  my  former  fins. 

Ver.  92. 

4  Had  not  thy  w  ord  been  my  delight 
When  earthly  joys  were  fled, 

My  foul,  oppreft  with  fo rrow's  weigh 


Had  funk  amongft  the  dead. 


WITH  my  whole  heart  I've  fought 
O  let  me  never  fray  [thy  face, 


From  thy  commands,  O  God  of  grace, 
Nor  tread  the  Tinners  way. 


Ver.  1 1 . 

3  Thy  word  I’ve  hid  within  my  heart, 
To  keep  my  confcience  clean, 

And  be  an  everlading  guard. 

From  ev’ry  riling  fin. 

Vtr.  63,  33,  G8* 

3  I  m  a  companion  cf  the  faints, 

Who  fear  and  love  the  Lord  ; 

My  forrows  rife,  my  nature  faints, 
When  men  tranfgrefs  thy  word. 

Ver.  1 6 1 ,  163. 

4  While  finners  do  thy  gofpel  wrong, 

My  fpirit  Hands  in  awe  j 
My  foul  abhors  a  lying  tongue, 

But  loves  thy  righteous  law. 

Ver.  161,  120. 

.  7vly  heart  with  facred  revVence  hears 
The  threat'nings  of  thy  word  ; 

My  belli  with  holy  trembling  fears 
The  judgments  of  the  Lord. 

3  Ver.  166,  174. 

5  My  God,  I  long,  1  hope,  I  wait 

For  thy  falvation  Hill  ; 

While  thy  whole  lav;  is  my  delight. 
And  I  obey  thy  will. 

4  J 


Ver.  75. 

5  I  know  thy  judgments,  Lord,  are  righ 

Though  they  may  feemfevere  ; 
The  HiarpeH  fuff' rings  I  endure 
Flow  from  thy  faithful  care. 

Ver.  67. 

6  Before  I  knew  thy  chaH'ning  rod, 

My  feet  were  apt  to  dray  ; 

But  now  I  learn  to  keep  thy  word. 
Nor  wander  from  thy  way. 


COMMON  METRE.  FOURTEENTH 

PART. 

Benefit  of  AfEI&ions,  and  Support  under  them. 
Ver.  153,  Si,  82. 

3 /CONSIDER  all  my  farrows,  Lord, 
And  thv  deliv'rance  fend  ; 

My  foul  fur  thy  falvation  faints  ; 

When  will  my  troubles  end  ? 


er. 
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2  Yet  have  I  foiind  'tis  good  for  me 
To  bear  my  father's  rod  ; 
Afflictions  make  me  learn  thy  law, 
And  live  upon  mv  Odd. 


COMMON  METRE.  FIFTEENTH  PAR1 
Holy  Refolutions. 

Ver.  93. 

i|r"\  THAT  thy  Hatutes  ev’ry  hour 
Might  dwell  upon  my  mind  ! 
Thence  I  derive  a  quick'ning  pow'r. 
And  daily  peace  I  find. 

Ver.  15,  16. 

2  To  meditate  thy  precepts,  Lord, 

Shall  be  my  fweet  employ  ; 

My  "foul  fha!l  ne’er  forget  thy  word. 
Thy  word  is  all  my  joy. 

Ver.  32. 

3  How  would  I  run  in  thy  commands. 

If  thou  my  heart  difeharge 
From  fin  and  Satan  s  hateful  chains. 
And  fet  my  feet  at  large. 

Ver.  13,  46. 

4  Myiipswith  courage  (hall  declare 

Thy  ftatutes  and  thy  name  ;  [hea 
IT)  (peak  thy  word,  though  kings  fhoui 
Nor  yield  to  (infill  fhame. 

Ver.  61,  69,  7 c. 

5  Let  bands  of  perfecutors  rife 

To  rob  me  of  my  right, 

Let  pride  and  malice  forge  their  lies. 
Thy  law  is  my  delight. 

Ver.  115. 

5  Depart  from  me,  ye  wicked  race, 
Whofe  hands  and  hearts  at  e  ill ; 

I  love  my  God,  I  love  his  ways.- 
And  mu  ft  obev  his  will. 
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P  S  A  L 

:OMMON  METRE.  SIXTEENTH  PART. 

Prayer  for  quickning  Grace, 

Vtr.  25,  37. 

Y  foul  lies  cleaving  to  the  dull  : 
Lord  give  me  life  divine  ; 

From  vain  delires  and  ev’ry  luh 
Turn  off  the(e  eyes  of  mine. 

I  need  the  influence  of  thy  grace 
To  fpeed  me  in  thy  way, 

Lefi  I  (h ou Id  loiter  in  my  race, 

Or  turn  my  feet  affray. 

Ver*  107. 

When  fore  afflictions  prefs  me  down, 

I  need  thy  quick’ning  powers; 

Thy  word  that  I  have  retted  on 
Shall  help  my  heavieft  hours. 

Ver.  1 $6,  40. 

Are  not  thy  mfercies  fovereign  (fill, 

And  thou  a  faithful  God  ? 

Wilt  thou  not  grant  me  warmer  zeal 
To  run  the  heav’nly  road  ? 

Ver.  159,4c. 

Docs  not  my  heart  thy  precepts  love, 
And  long  to  fee  thy  face  ? 

And  yet  hoiv  flow  my  fpirits  move 
Without  enliv’ning  grace  S 

Ver.  95. 

Then  (hall  I  love  thy  gofpel  more, 

And  ne’er  forget  thy  word. 

When  I  have  felt  its  quick’ning  pow’r 
To  draw  me  near  the  Lord. 


)NG  METRE.  SEVENTEENTH  PART. 

nsrage  and  Perfev°rance  under  Pei  fecution  : 
)r,  Grace  (hining  in  Dilhculties  and  Trials. 

Ver.  143,  28. 

HEN  pain  and  anguifh  feize  me, 
Lord, 

ill  my  fupport  is  from  thy  word  : 
ly  foul  dilfolves  for  heavinefs  ; 
rphoId  me  with  thy  hrength’ning  grace. 
Ver.  51,  69,  no. 

'he  proud  havefram’d  their  feoffs  a ndlies, 
hev  watch  my  feet  with  envious  eyes, 
md  tempt  my  (oul  to  fnares  and  (in  j 
et  thy  commands  1  ne’er  decline. 

Ver.  i6r,  78. 

'hey  hate  me,  Lord,  without  a  caufe, 
hey  hate  to  fee  me  love  thy  laws  ; 
ut  I  will  trull  and  fear  thy  name, 
fill  pride  and  malice  die  with  fhame. 


m  cxx. 

I.ONG  METRE.  '  LAST  PART. 

San&ified  Afflictions  :  Or,  Delight  in  the 
Word  of  god. 

Ver.  67,  59. 

t'U'ATHER,  1  blcfs  thy  gentle  hand  ; 

X  How  kind  was  thy  chailifing  rod, 
i  hat  forc’d  my  confluence  to  a  hand, 
And  brought  my  wand’ring  foul  to  God! 

2  Foolifh  and  vain  I  went  affray. 

Ere  i  had  felt  thy  (courges,  Lord, 

1  left  my  guide,  and  loh  my  way, 

But  now  1  love  and  keep  thy  word. 

j  r 

r  er.  71 . 

3  ’  Pis  good  for  me  to  bear  the  yoke. 

For  pride  is  apt  to  rife  and  (well  ; 

'Tis  good  to  bear  my  father's  broke. 
That  I  might  lcar/i  his  ffatutes  well. 

Ver.  72. 

4  The  law  that  iffues  from  thy  mouth 
Shall  raife  my  cheerful  paffions  more 
Than  all  the  treafures  of  the  South, 

Or  We ffern  hills  of  golden  ore. 

Ver.  73. 

5  I  h y  hands  have  made  my  mortal  frame. 
Thy  fpirit  form’d  my  foul  within  ; 

Teach  me  to  know  thy  wond’rous  name, 

‘ And  guard  me  fafe  from  death  and  fin. 

Ver.  74. 

6  Then  all  that  love  and  fear  the  Lord, 

At  my  falvation  (hall  rejoice; 

For  1  have  hoped  in  thy  word, 

And  made  thy  grace  my  only  choice.  * 

P  S  A "  L  "M  CXX.'- 

COMMON  M  E  T  R  E. 
Complaint  of  quarrelfome  Neighbours :  Or,  A 
devout  with  for  Peace. 

i'T'HOU  God  of  love,  thou  ever  bled, 
X.  Pity  my  fuff ’ring  hate  ; 

When  wilt  thou  let  my  foul  at  reft 
From  lips  that  love  deceit! 

2  Hard  lot  of  mine  !  my  days  are  caft 

Among  the  fons  of  hrife, 

Whofe  never  ceafing  brawlings  wafte 
JVly  golden  hours  of  life, 

3  O  might  I  fly  to  change  my  place, 

How  would  I  choofe  to  dwell 
In  fome  wide  lonefome  wildernefs, 

And  leave  thefe  gates  of  hell  ! 

4  Peace  is  the  blefiingthat  f  fee k, 

How  lovely  are  its  charms  ! 

I  am  for  peace  ;  but  when  1  fpeaj^ 

They  all  declare  for  arms. 


loo 
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P  S  A  L 


5  New  pafllons  f  ill  their  fouls  engage, 

And  keep  their  malice  ftrong. 

What  fhallbe  done  to  curb  thy  rage, 

O  thou  devouring  tongue  ! 

6  Should  burning  arrows  fmite  thee  thro  L 

Strict  judice  would  approve  ; 

But  1  had  rather  foare  mv  foe, 

And  melt  his  heart  with  love. 


F  S  A  '  L  M  CXXL 
L  °  N  G  M  K  T  R  E. 

Divine  Protection. 

TP  to  the  hills  T  lift  mine  eyes, 

LJ  Th’  eternal  hills  beyond  the  Ikies  ‘ 
T  hence  all  her  help  my  foul  derives  :  ‘ 
There  my  almighty  Refuge  lives. 

i  He  lives ;  the  everlabing  God, 

That  built  the  world, that  fpread  the  flood; 
The  heav’nswith  all  their  hobs  he  made; 
And  the  dark  regions  of  the  dead. 

3  He  guides  our  feet,  he  guards  our  way  ; 


He  will  fuftain  our  weak  eft  powers* 
With  his  almighty  arm. 

And  watch  our  molt  unguarded  hours 
Agginb  furprizing  harm. 

Ifrael  rejoice,  and  red  fecure, 

Thy  keeper  is  the  Lord  ; 

His  wakeful  eyes  employ  his  powV 
For  thine  eternal  guard. 

Nor  fcorching  fun,  nor  fickly  moon. 
Shall  have  his  leave  to  fmite  ; 

He  fhields  thy  head  from  burning  noon 
From  blading  damps  at  night. 

He  guards  thy  foul,  he  keeps  thy  breatf 
Where  thicked  dangers  come  ; 

Go  and  return,  fecure  from  death, 
'Till  God  commands  thee  home. 


PARTICULAR  METRE. 


god  our  Preferver. 


His  morning  fmiles  blefs  all  the  day  ; 

He  fprcads  the  evening  veil,  and  keeps 
The  filent  hours  while  Ifrael  deeps. 

4  Ifrael ,  a  name  divinely  bled, 

‘May  rife  fecure,  (ecu rely  red  ; 

Thvholv  Guardian’s  wakeful  eves 
Admit  no  dumber  nor  furprize. 

5  No  fun  fhall  fmite  thv  head  by  day, 

Nor  the  pale  moon  with  fickly  ray 
Shall  hi  ad  rhy  couch  ;  no  baleful  bar 
Dart  his  malignant  fire  fo  far. 

,  i  >  • 

6  Should  earth  and  hell  with  malice  burn. 
Still  thou  fhaltgo,  and  dill  return 
Safe  in  the  Lord  !  his  heav3nly  care 
Deiends  thy  life  from  ev’ry  fnare. 

y  On  thee  foul  fpirits  have  no  pow'r  ; 
And  in  thv  laff  departing  hour 
Angels,  that  trace  the  airy  road, 

Shall  bear  thee  homeward  to  thy  God. 


it 


UPWARD  I  lift  mine  eves. 
From  God  is  all  my  aid  ; 
The  God  that  built  the  fkies,  ■ 
And  earth  and  nature  made  ; 
G^»d  is  the  tow’r 
To  which  l  fly;  ' 

His  grace  is  nigh 
In  ev’ry  hour. 

My  feet  fhall  never  Aide, 

And  fall  in  fatal  fnares, 

Since  God  mv  guard  and  guide 
Defends  me  from  my  fears. 
Tfmfe  wakeful  eyes 
That  never  deep 
Shall  Ifrael  keep 
When  dangers  rife. 


COMMON  METRE. 

Prefervation  bv  Day  and  Night.  ! 

heaven  I  lifr'mv  waiting  eyes, 

X  There  all  my  hopes  are  iadd  • 
The  Lord  that  built  the  earth  and  fkies 
Is  my  perpetual  aid- 

3  Their  feet  (hall  never  dice  to  fall, 
'Vjrthorrt  hedefigns  to  keep  r 
His  ear  attends  the  fofteff  call  $ 

His  eyes  can  never  deep.  ■ 


I 


No  burning  heats  by  day. 

Nor  blabs  of  ev’ning  air; 
Shalt  take  my  health  away. 

If  God  be  with  me  there 
Thou  art  mv  fun, 

And  thou  mv  (hade, 

To  guard  my  head 
By  night  or  noon. 

Had  thou  notgiv’n  thy  word 
To  fave  my  foul  from  death  1 
And  I  can  trud  my  Lord 
To  keep  my  mortal  breath: 
I’ll  go  and  come, 

Nor  fear  to  die, 

*Tdl  from  on  high 
Thou  call  me  home* 
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p  s  A  L  M  CXXII. 

COMMON  METRE. 

Going  to  Church. 

to  hear 


tTJOW  did  my  heart  rejoice  to 
JlX  My  friends  devoutly  fay. 


“  In  Zion  let  us  all  appear, 

<<  And  keep  the  folemn  day 

%  I  love  her  gates,  I  love  the  road  ; 
The  church  adorn’d  with  grace 
Stands  like  a  palace  built  for  God 
To  fhew  his  milder  face. 


The  man  that  feeks  thy  peace, 

And  willies  thine  increale 
A  thoufand  bledingson  him  reft ! 

5  My  tongue  repeats  her  vows,  ^ 

44  Peace  to  this  facred  houfe  ! 

For  here  my  friends  and  kindred  dwell ; 
And  (ince  my  glorious  God 
Makes  thee  his  bled  abode. 

My  foul  fhall  ever  love  thee  well. 

Repeat  the  A^th  Jlanza ,  if  necejfary. 


3  Up  to  her  courts  with  joys  unknown 
The  holy  tribes  repair  ; 

The  fon  of  David  holds  his  throne, 
And  fits  in  judgment  there. 

4.  He  hears  ourpraifes  and  complaints  ! 
And  while  his  awful  voice 
Divides  the  finners  from  the  faints, 
We  tremble  and  rejoice. 

5  Peace  be  within  this  facred  place, 
And  joy  a  conftant  gueft ! 

With  holy  gifts  and  heav’nly  grace, 
Be  her  attendants  bled! 


&  My  foul  (hall  pray  for  Zion  dill, 

While  life  or  breath  remains,  [dwell, 
Where  my  bed  friends,  my  kindred 
There  God  my  Saviour  reigns. 


PARTICULAR  METRE. 

Going  to  Church. 

1  T  T OW  pleas’d  and  bled  was  I, 

JnL  To  hear  the  people  cry, 

14  Come  let  us  feek  our  God  to-day  \9 
Yes,  with  a  cheerful  zeal 
We  hade  to  Zion  s  hill, 

And  there  our  vows  and  honours  pay. 

2  lion ,  thrice  happy  place, 

Adorn’d  with  wond’rous  grace, 

And  walls  of  drength  embrace  thee  round  ; 
In  thee  our  tribes  appear. 

To  pray,  and  praile,  and  hear 
The  facred  gofppl's  joyful  found. 


P  S  A  L  M  CXXIII. 

COMMON  METRE. 

Pleading  with  Submiffion. 

1  JHOU  whofe  grace  and  juftice  reign 

Enthron’d  above  the  fkies. 

To  tliee  our  hearts  would  tell  their  pain, 
To  thee  we  lift  our  eyes. 

2  As  fervants  watch  their  mafter  s  hand. 

And  fear  the  angry  droke  ! 

Or  maids  before  their  midrefs  ftand* 
And  wait  a  peaceful  look  : 

3  So  for  our  fins  we  judlv  feel 
Thy  difcipline,  O  God  ; 

Yet  wait  the  gracious  moment  dill, 

’Till  thou  remove  thy  rod. 

4  Thofe  that  in  wealth  and  pleafure  live, 
Our  daily  groans  deride, 

And  thy  delays  of  mercy  give 
Frefh  courage  to  their  pride. 

Our  foes  infult  us,  but  our  hope 
In  thy  companion  Les  ; 

This  thought  fhall  bear  our  fpirits  Up, 
That  God  will  not  defpife. 


3  There  David's  greater  Son 
Has  fix’d  his  royal  throne, 
le  fits  for  crace  and  judgment  there 
He  bids  the  faints  be  glad, 

He  makes  the  firmer  fad, 

^nd  humble  fouls  rejoice  with  fear. 


4  Mav  peace  attend  thy  gate, 
And  jqy  within  thee  wait, 

'o  bids  the  foul  of  evVy  gued ; 


~lrT~ aT  l  m  cxxiv. 

LONG  METRE. 

Song  for  Deliverance. 

1  TT  AD  not  the  Lord,  may  Ifraet  fay, 

X  XHad  not  the  Lord  maintain’d  our  fide, 
When  men,  to  make  our  lives  a  prey, 
Rofe  like  the  fwelling  of  the  tide  ; 

2  The  fwelling  tide  had  dopt  our  breath, 
So  fiercely  did  the  waters  roll, 

We  had  been  fwallow’d  deep  in  death  ; 
Proud  waters  had  o’erwhelm  dour  foul. 

3  We  leap  for  joy,  wc  fhout  and  fing, 
Who  judefcap’d  the  fatal  droke  ; 

'  So  flies  the  bird  with  cheerful  wing, 
i  when  once  the  fowler’s  fnare  is  broke. 
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4  For  ever  blefled  be  the  Lord, 

^,wrnu  b^oke  die  fowler's  curled  fnare, 
ho  fav  d  us  from  the  murd’nng  lword, 
And  made  our  lives  and  fouls  his  care. 

5  Our  help  is  in  Jehovah’s  name, 

W  ho  form'd  the  earth  and  built  the  flci.es  : 
ie  that  upholds  that  wond’rous  frame, 

Guards  hisown  church  with  w  atch  fid  eyes. 


cxxv,  cxxvi. 


PSALM  CXXV. 
COMMON  M  E  T  R  E. 

The  Saint’s  Trial  and  Safety. 

2T  JNSHAKEN  as  the  facred  hill, 

^7  And  firm  as  mountains  be, 

Firm  as  a  rock  the  foul  fhall  red 
ihat  leans,  O  Lord,  on  thee. 

t  • 

Not  walls  nor  hills  could  guard  fo  well 
Old  ■Salem* s  happy  ground, 

As  thofe  eternal  arms  of  love 
That  ev’ry  faint  furround. 

3  VV  lule  tyrants  are  a  fmarting  fcour^e 

d  o  drive  them  near  to  God, 

Divine  cornpcdion  does  allay 
The  fury  of  the  rod. 

4  Leal  gently,  Lord,  with  fouls  fincere, 

And  lead  them  ,'afely  on 
lo  the  bright  gates  of  paradife, 

Where  Chrijl  their  Lord  is  gone. 

5  But  if  we  trace  thofe  crooked  ways 

I  hat  the  old  ferpent  d  rew, 

The  wrath  that  drove  him  firftto  hell 
Shall  fmite  his  foll’vvers  too. 


4  Deal  gently,  Lord,  with  thofe 
Whole  laith  and  pious  fear, 

hoje  hope,  and  love,  and  ev’ry  grace* 
Proclaim  their  hearts  fincere. 

5  Nor  fhall  the  tyrant’s  rage 

1  00  *°ng  opprefs  the  faint  ; 

The  God  ot  Ifrael  will  fupport 
His  children,  led  they  faint. 

6  But  if  our  flavifh  fear 
Will  chufe  the  road  to  hell, 

We  mull  expeT  our  portion  there, 
Where  bolder  Tinners  dwell. 


SHORT  METRE. 

The  Saint  s  Trial  and  Safety  ;  Or,  Moderatec 

Afflidflions. 

i  YjTRM  and  unmov’d  are  they 
X1  That  reff  their  fouls  on  God  ; 
Firm  as  the  mount  where  David  dwelt, 
Or  where  the  ark  abode. 

2.  As  mountains  flood  to  guard 
The  city’s  facred  ground. 

So  God  and  his  almighty  love 
Embrace  his  faints  around. 

3  What  though  the  Father’s  rod 
Drop  a  chaftifing  droke, 

Yet  left  it  wound  their  fouls  too  deep, 

Its  fury  fhall  be  bro  IsLCa 


PSALM  CXXVI. 
long  metre. 

Surprizing  Deliverance. 

1 WHEN  God  re^or’d  our  capt  ive  date, 
*  *  J°y  was  our  long,  and  grace  our 
theme  ; 

The  grace  beyond  our  hopes  fo  great, 

I  hat  joy  appear’d  a  painted  dream. 

2  The  (coffer  owns  thy  hand,  and  pays 
Unwilling  honours  to  thy  name; 

While  we  with  pleafure  fhout  thy  praife, 
With  cheerful  notes  thy  love  proclaim. 

3  When  we  review  our  difmal  fears, 

'Twas  hard  to  think  they’d  vanidi  fo ; 
With  God  we  left  our  flowing  tears, 

He  makes  our  joys  like  rivers  flow. 

4 The  man  that  in  his  furrow’d  field. 

His  fcatter  d  feed  with  fadnefs  leaves. 
Will  fhout  to  fee  the  harved  yield 
A  welcome  load  of  joyful  fheaves. 

COM  M  ON  M  E  T  R  E. 

i  he  Joy  of  a  remarkable  Conversion  :  Or,  Me¬ 
lancholy  removed. 

WHEN  God  reveal’d  his  gracious 
name, 

And  chang'd  my  mournful  date, 

My  rapture  feem’d  a  pleafing  dream, 

T  he  grace  appear’d  fo  great. 

2  The  world  beheld  the  glorious  change, 
And  did  thy  hand  confefs; 

My  tongue  hr  okeout  in  unknown  drains, 
And  lung  furprizing  grace. 

3  “Great  is  the  work”  my  neighbourscry ’d, 
And  ow  n’d  thy  pow’r  divine  ; 

“  Great  is  the  work,”  my  heart  reply ’d* 

“  And  be  the  glory  thine.” 
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4  The  Lord  can  clear  the  darkeft  fkics, 

Can  give  us  day  for  night  ; 

Make  drops  of  facred  forrovv.  rife 
'Lo  rivers  of  delight. 

5  Let  thole  that  fow  in  fadnefs,  wait 

'Till  the  fair  harveft  come. 

They  lha)l  confefs  their  fheavesare  great; 
And  fhout  the  bleflings  home. 

6  Though  feed  lie  bury ’d  long  in  dud, 

It  lhan’t  deceive  their  hope! 

The  precious  grain  can  ne’er  be  loft, 
For  grace  injures  the  crop. 


SAL 

LONG 


M  CXXVII. 

METRE. 


The  Blefiing  of  god  on  the  Bufinefs  and  Com¬ 
forts  of  Life. 

1  TF  God  fucc<^ed  not,  all  the  coft 

X  And  pains  to  build  the  houfe  are  loft ; 
If  God  the  city  will  not  keep, 

The  watchful  guards  as  well  may  fleep. 

2  What  if  you  rife  before  the  fun, 

And  work  and  toil  when  day  is  done, 
Careful  and  fparing  eat  your  bread, 

To  fhun  that  poverty  you  dread ; 

3  ’Tisall  in  vain,  'till  God  hath  bled  ; 

He  can  make  rich,  yet  give  us  reft  : 
Children  and  friends  are  bleflings  too, 

If  God  our  fovereign  make  them  fo. 

4  Happy  the  man  to  whom  he  fends 
Obedient  children,  faithful  frends  : 

How  fweet  our  daily  comforts  prove 
When  they  are  feafon’d  with  his  love  ! 


4  Nor  children,  relatives,  nor  friends, 
Shall  real  bleftings  prove. 

Nor  all  the  earthly  joys  lie  fends, 

If  fent  without  his  love. 


COMMON  METRE. 

god  all  in  ail. 

F  God  to  build  the  houfe  deny, 

The  builders  work  in  vain  ; 

And  towns,  without  his  wakeful  eye, 
An  ufelefs  watch  maintain. 

2  Before  the  morning  beams  arife, 

Your  painful  work  renew, 

And  'till  the  ftars  afcend  the  fkies 
Your  tirelome  toil  purfue. 

3  Short  be  your  fleep,  and  coarfe  your  fare; 

In  vain,  'till  God  has  bled  ; 

But  if  his  frniles  attend  your  care, 

You  fti all  have  food  and  reft. 


P  S  A  L  M  CXXVIIL 

COMMON  METRE. 

Family  Bleflings. 

HAPPY  man,  whofe  foul  is  fill’d 
With  zeal  and  rev  ’rend  awe  ! 
His  lips  to  God  their  honours  yield. 
His  lile  adorns  the  law'. 

2  A  careful  providence  fhall  ftatid 

And  ever  guard  thy  head. 

Shall  on  t Lie  labours  of  thy  hand 
Its  kindly  bleftings  fhed. 

3  Thy  wife  fhall  be  a  fruitful  vine! 

Thy  children  round  thy  board. 
Each  like  a  plant  of  honour  thine. 
And  learn  to  fear  the  Lord. 

4  The  Lord  fhall  thy  heft  hopes  fulfil 
For  months  and  years  to  come; 

The  Lord  who  dwells  on  Zion  s  hill 
Shall  fend  the  bleftings  home. 

This  is  the  man  whofe  happy  eyes 
Shall  fee  his  houfe  increafe. 

Shall  fee  the  finking  church  arife, 
Then  leave  the  world  in  peace. 


PSALM  CXXIX. 

COMMON  METRE. 

Perfecutors  punifhed. 

1  T  TP  from  my  youth,  may  Ifrael  fay, 

Have  1  been  nurs’d  in  tears  j 
My  griefs  were  conftant  as  the  day. 
And  tedious  as  the  years. 

2  Up  from  my  youth  I  bore  the  rage 

Of  all  the  Tons  of  ftrife  ; 

Oft  they*  avail'd  my  riper  age, 

But  not  deftroy’d  my  life. 

3  Their  cruel  plough  hath  torn  my  fiefh. 

With  furrows  long  and  deep, 

Hourly  they  vex’d  my  wounds  afrefh. 
Nor  let  my  farrows  deep. 

4  The  Lord  grew  angry  on  his  throne, 

And  with  impartial  eye, 

Meafur'd  the  mi /'chiefs  they-  had  dene. 
Then  let  his  arrows  fly. 

5  How  was  their  infolence  furpriz’d, 

To  hear  his  thunders  roll ! 
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And  all  the  foes  of  Zion  feiz'd 
With  horrour  to  tlie  foul. 

6  i  hus  fhali  the  men  that  hate  the  faints. 

Be  blafted  from  the  Iky  ; 

Their  glory  fades,  their  courage  faints, 
And  all  their  projects  die. 

7  [What  though  they  flourifh  tall  and  fair, 

They  have  no  root  beneath  ; 

Their  growth  ihall  perifh  indefpair, 
Arid  lie  defpis'd  in  death.] 

%  [So  corn  that  on  the  houfe-top  ftands, 
No  hope  of  harveft  gives  ; 

The  reaper  ne'er  (hall  fill  his  hands, 
Nor  binder  fold  the  fheaves. 

5  It  fprings  and  withers  on  the  place  ; 

No  traveller  bellows 
A  word  of  blefling  on  the  grafs, 

Nor  minds  it  as  he  goes.] 

PSALM  CXXX. 

COMMON  METRE. 

Pardoning  Grace. 

rO^T  f^e  ^eePs  °f  long  diftrefs, 
The  borders  of  defpair, 

I  fent  my  cries  to  feek  thy  grace, 

My  groans  to  move  thine  ear. 

2  Great  God,  fhould  thy  feverer  eye. 

And  thine  impartial  hand, 

Mark  and  revenge  iniquity, 

No  mortal  flefh  could  hand. 

3  But  there  are  pardons  with  my  God  ; 

For  crimes  of  high  degree  •' 

1  hySon  has  bought  them  with  his  blood, 
To  draw  us  near  to  thee. 

4  [*  wait  for  thy  falvation,  Lord, 

With  ftrong  defires  I  wait; 

My  foul  invited  by  thy  word, 

Stands  watching  at  thy  gate.] 

5  [Juft  as  the  guards  that  keep  the  night 

Long  for  the  morning  (kies, 

Watch  the  firft  beams  of  breaking  light, 
And  meet  them  with  their  eyes  : 

$  So  waits  my  foul  to  fee  thv  grace, 

And  more  intent  than  they 
Meets  the  tuft  openings  of  thy  face, 
And  finds  a  brighter  day.] 

7  Then  in  the  Lord  let  Tfracl  truft, 

Let  Tfracl  feek  his  face  ;  ■ 


The  Lord  is  good  as  wall  as  juft, 
And  plenteous  in  his  grace. 

8  I  here’s  full  redemption  at  his  throne 
for  tinners  long  emlav’d; 

T.  he  great  Redeemer  is  his  Son  ; 
rmd  Tfracl  fhali  be  fav’d. 


long  metre. 

Pardon  ing  Grace. 

lT^ROM  deep  di  ft  refs  and  troubled  thot's, 
X  To  thee,  my  God,  I  rais'd  my  cries; 
If  thou  feverely  mark  our  faults, 

No  fiefh  can  ftand  before  thine  eyes. 

2  But  thou  haft  built  thy  throne  of  grace. 
Free  to  difpenfe  thy  pardons  there, 

1  hat  finners  may  approach  thy  face. 

And  hope  and  love  as  well  as  fear. 

3  As  the  benighted  pilgrims  wait, 

And  long  and  with  for  breaking  day, 

So  waits  my  foul  before  thy  gate  : 

When  will  my  God  his  face  difplay  ? 

4  My  truft  is  fix’d  upon  thy  word, 

Nor  fhali  I  truft  thy  word  in  vain  ; 

Let  mourning  fouls  addrefs  the  Lord, 
And  find  relief  from  all  their  pain. 

5  Great  is  his  love,  and  large  his  grace, 
Thro'  the  redemption  of  his  Son  : 

He  turns  our  feet  from  tinful  ways, 

And  pardons  what  our  hands  have  done. 


PSALM  CXXXI. 

COMMON  METRE. 
Humility  and  Submiflioni 

1  TS  there  ambition  in  my  heart?' 

X  Search,  gracious  God,  and  fee  ; 
Or  do  I  a<5t  a  haughty  part  ? 

Lord  I  appeal  to  thee. 

2  I  charge  my  thoughts,  be  humble  ftill* 

And  all  my  carriage  mild. 

Content,  my  Father,  with  thy  will. 
And  quiet  as  a  child. 

3  The  patient  foul,  the  lowly  mind, 

Shall  have  a  large  reward  : 

Let  faints  in  forrow  lie  reftgn'dj 
And  truft  a  faithful  Lord* 
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PSALM  CXXXIL 

Ver.  5,  r 3 - 13. 

LONG  METRE. 

t  the  Settlement  of  a  Church  :  Or,  The  Or¬ 
dination  of  a  Minifter. 

WHERE  fhall  we  go  to  feek  and  find 
An  habitation  for  our  God, 

A  dwelling  for  tlT  eternal  Mind 
Among  the  fons  of  fiefh  and  blood  ? 

The  God  of  Jacob  chofe  the  hill 
Of  Zion  for  his  ancient  reft; 

And  Zion  is  his  dwelling  kill, 

His  church  is  with  his  prefence  bleft. 

Here  will  I  fix  my  gracious  throne, 

And  reign  for  ever,  faith  the  Lord  ; 

Here  (hall  my  pow’r  and  love  be  known, 
And  bleftings  fhall  attend  my  word. 

Here  will  I  meet  the  hungry  poor* 

And  fill  their  foals  with  living  bread  : 
Sinners  that  wait  before  my  door 
With  fweet  provifions  fhall  be  fed. 

Girded  with  truth, and  cloth’d  with  grace, 
My  priefts,  my  minifters,  fhall  fliine  : 

Not  Aaron  in  his  coftly  drefs, 

Made  an  appearance  fo  divine. 

The  faints,  unable  to  contain 
Their  inward  joys,  fhall  ftiout  and  fing  ; 
The  Son  of  David  here  ftiall  reign, 

And  Zion  triumph  in  her  King. 

\Jefus  fhall  fee  a  numerous  feed 
Born  here  t’  uphold  his  glorious  name  ; 
His  crown  fhall  flourifti  on  his  head 
While  all  his  foesare  cloth’d  with  ftiame.] 

COMMON-METRE. 

Ver.  4,  5,  7,  8,  15 — -17. 

A  Church  eftablifned. 

[“\TO  fieep  nor  dumber  to  his  eyes 
Good  David  would  afford, 

’Till  he  had  found  below  the  fkies 
A  dwelling  for  the  Lord. 

1  The  Lord  in  Zion  plac’d  his  name, 

His  ark  was  fettled  there  : 

To  Zion  the  whole  nation  came, 

To  worfhip  thrice  a  yeap. 

*  But  we  have  no  fuch  lengths  to  go, 
Nor  wander  far  abroad  ; 

Where’er  thy  faints  affemble  now 
There  is  a  houfe  for  God.] 

O 


pause. 

4  Arife,  O  King  of  grace,  arife, 

And  enter  to  thy  reft, 

Lo  !  thy  church  waits  with  longing  eyes, 
Thus  to  be  own’d  and  blefs  d. 

5  Enter  with  all  thy  glorious  train. 

Thy  Spirit  and  thy  W ord  : 

All  that  the  ark  did  once  contain 
Could  no  fuch  grace  afford. 

6  Here,  mighty  God,  accept  our  vows, 

Here  let  thy  praife  be  fpread  : 

Blefs  the  provifions  of  thy  houfe, 

And  fill  thy  poor  with  bread. 

7  Here  let  the  Son  of  David  reign, 

Let  God’s  Anointed  fhine  ; 

Juftice  and  truth  his  court  maintain. 
With  love  and  pow’r  divine. 

S  Here  let  him  hold  a  lading  throne. 

And  as  his  kingdom  grows, 

Frefh  honours  fhall  adorn  his  crown^ 
And  fhame  confound  his  foes. 


p  s  A  L  M  CXXXIII. 

COMMON  METRE. 
Brotherly  Love. 

iT  O,  what  an  entertaining  view 
I  1  Are  brethren  who  agree, 

Brethren,  whofe  cheerful  hearts  purfue. 
The  path  to  unity  l 

2  When  ftreams  of  love  From  Chrijl  the 
Defcend  to  ev’ry  foul,  [fpring^ 

|  And  heav’nly  peace,  with  balmy  wing, 
Shades  and  bedews  the  whole  ; 

1 

J  ’Tis  like  the  oil  divinely  fweet 
On  Aaron  s  rev’rend  head, 
j  The  trickling  drops  perfum’d  his  feet. 
And  o’er  his  garments  fpread. 

14  ’Tis  pleafant  as  the  morning  dews. 
That  fall  on  Zion's  hill, 
j  Where  God  his  mildeft  glory  fhews, 
And  makes  his  grace  diftil. 


SHORT  METRE. 

Jommunion  of  Saints :  Or,  Love  and  Worfhip 
r  in  a  Family. 

LEST  are  the  fons  of  peace, 
Whofe  hearts  and  hopes  are  one, 
Whofe  kind  defigns  to  ferve  and  pleafe, 

\  Through  all  their  actions  run* 
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2  Bled  is  the  pious  houfe, 
rp,  .^W)ere  zeal  and  friendfhin  meet, 

nen  longs  of  praife,  their  mingled  vows, 
iVIake  their  communion  Tweet. 

3  Thus  when  on  Aaron' s  head 

Vp.  Pour  d  the  rich  perfume, 

i  he  oil  through  all  his  raiment  fpread. 
And  pleafure  fill’d  the  room. 

4  Thus  on  the  heav’nly  hills 
^  -ie  faints  are  bleft  above. 

Where  joy  like  morning  dew  diftils. 

And  all  the  a:r  is  love. 


PARTICULAR  METRE. 

The  Bleflings  of  Friend/hip. 

1  T1TOW  pleafant  ’tis  to  fee 
X  -4*  Kindred  and  friends  agree, 
Tach  in  their  proper  ftation  move. 

And  each  fulfil  their  part 
With  fympathizing  heart, 

In  all  the  cares  of  life  and  love  ! 

z  Tis  like  the  ointment  died 
On  Aarons  facred  head, 

Divinely  rich,  divinely  Tweet ! 

"I  he  oil  through  all  the  room 
Diffus’d  a  choice  perfume, 

Kan  through  his  robes,  and  bled  his  feet, 
3  Like  fruitful  fhow’rs  of  rain 
That  water  all  the  plain, 
Descending  from  the  neighb’ring  hills : 
Such  ftreams  of  pleafure  roll 
Through  ev’ry  friendly  foul, 

Where  love  like  heav’nly  dew  diftils. 
[Repeat  the  firft  ft  a  nza,  if  neccffary .] 


PSALM  CXXX1V. 

COMMON  METRE. 

Daily  and  nightly  Devotion. 

1  \TK  that  obey  th’  immortal  King,! 

X  Attend  his  holy  place, 

Bow  to  the  glories  of  his  pow’r. 

And  blefs  his  wond’rous  grace. 

2  Lift  up  your  hands  by  morning  light, 

And  fend  your  fouls  on  high  ; 

Kaife  your  admiring  thoughts  by  night 
Above  the  ftarry  Iky. 

3  The  God  of  Z ion  cheers  our  hearts 

With  rays  of  quick’ning  grace  ; 

The  God  that  (bread  the  heav’ns abroad. 
And  rujes  the  ftvelling  f 
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cxxxiv,  cxxxv. 

PSALM  CXXXV. 

LONG  METRE.  FIRST  PART, 

Vtr.  i- - 4,  14,  jg — — 2i. 

The  Church  is  god’s  Houfe  and  Care. 

iPRw-ISE  yC  thC  L°rd  ;  6XaIt  his  namc 

While  in  his  holy  courts  ye  wait, 
Ye  faints  that  to  his  houfe  belong 
Or  ftand  attending  at  his  gate. 

2  Pi  aife  ye  the  Lord ;  the  Lord  is  good : 

1  o  praife  his  name  is  Tweet  employ  : 
Ifrael  he  chofe  of  old,  and  frill 
His  church  is  his  peculiar  joy. 

3  The  Lord  himfelf  will  judge  his  faints : 
He  treats  his  fervants  as  his  friends  : 
And  when  he  hears  their  fore  complaints, 
Repents  the  forrows  that  he  fends. 

4Through  ev’ry  age  the  Lord  declares 
His  name,  and  breaks  th’  oppreflor's  rod: 
He  gives, his  fuff’ring  fervants  reft, 

And  will  be  known  th’  Almighty  God: 

5  Blefs  ye  the  Lord,  who  tafte  his  love. 
People  and  priefts  exalt  his  name  .* 
Amongft  his  faints  lie  ever  dwells  : 

His  church  is  his  ferufalem, 

LONG  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 
Ter.  5 - i2. 

The  Works  of  Creation,  Providence,  Redemp- 
t  on  o t  Ifrael)  and  Deftrudhon  ot  Enemies. 

If~VREAT  is  the  Lord»  exalted  high, 
vJT  Above  all  povv’rs  and  ev’ry  throne  : 
Whate’er  he  pleafe  in  earth  or  Tea, 

Or  heav’ii  or  hell,  his  hand  hath  done. 

2  At  his  command  the  vapors  rife, 

The  light  nings  flalh,  the  thunders  roar, 
He  pours  the  rain,  he  brings  the  wind 
And  tempeftfrom  his  airy  ftore. 

3  ’Twas  he  thofe  dreadful  tokens  Tent, 

D  Egypt ,  through  thy  ftubborn  land  ; 
When  all  thy  firft-born  beaft  and  men. 
Fell  dead  by  his  avenging  hand. 

4  What  mighty  nations,,  mighty  kings. 

He  (lew7,  and  their  whole  country  gave 
To  Ifrael ,  whom  his  hand  redeem’d. 

No  more  to  be  proud  Pharaoh's  (lave  > 

5  His  pow’r  the  fame,  the  fame  his  grace 
That  faves  us  from  the  hofts  of  hefl  j  * 
And  heav’n  he  gives  us  to  poftefs,  • 
Wheeee  (hofe  apoftate  angels  fell. 
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COMMON  METRE. 

Praife  due  to  god,  not  to  Idols. 

A  W A  KE  ye  faints  to  praife  your  King, 

JLX.  Your  fweeted  pa  (lions  raife, 

Your  pious  pleafure,  while  you  fing, 
Increafing  vvith  the  praife. 

Great  is  the  Lord ;  and  works  unknown 
Are  his  divine  employ  : 

But  (till  his  faints  are  near  his  throne, 
His  treafure  and  his  joy. 

Heaven,  earth  and  fea  confefs  his  hand ; 
He  bids  the  vapours  rife ; 

Lightning  and  dorm  at  his  command 
Sweep  through  the  founding  fkies. 

All  pow’r  that  gods  or  kings  have  claim’d 
Is  found  with  him  alone; 

Butheathen  gods  fhould  ne’er  be  nam’d 
Where  our  Jehovah’s  known. 

Which  of  the  flocks  or  hones  they  truft 
Can  give  them  fliow’rs  of  rain  ? 

In  vain  they  worfhip  glitt’ring  dud, 
And  pray  to  gold  in  vain. 

Their  gods  have  tongues  that  cannot 
Such  as  their  makers  gave  ;  [talk, 

Their  feet  were  ne’er  deiign’d  to  walk, 
Nor  hands  have  pow’r  to  fave. 

Blind  are  their  eyes,  their  ears  are  deaf, 
Nor  hear  when  mortals  pray  ; 

Mortals  that  wait  for  their  relief. 

Are  blind  and  deaf  as  they.] 

Ye  faints  adore  the  living  God, 

Serve  him  with  faith  and  fear; 

He  makes  the  churches  his  abode, 

And  claims  your  honours  there. 


3  The  fun  fupplies  the  day  with  light  1 

“  How  bright  his  counlels  fhinc  !** 
The  moon  and  flats  adorn  the  night: 

“  His  works  are  all  divine.” 

/ 

4  [He  druck  the  foils  of  Egypt  dead  ; 

“  How  mighty  is  his  rod  ?** 

And  thence  with  joy  his  people  led  : 

“  How  gracious  is  our  God  1  ” 

He  cleft  the  fwelling  fea  in  two ; 

“  His  arm  is  great  in  might 
And  gave  the  tribes  a  pafTage  through  j 
“  His  pow’r  and  grace  unite.” 

6  But  Pharaoh's  army  there  he  drown’d  ; 

“  How  glorious  are  his  ways!” 

And  brought  his  faints  through  defart 
“Eternal  be  his  praife.”  [ground  : 

7  Great  monarchs  fell  beneath  his  hand  ; 

“  Vi<5torious  is  his  fvvord 
While  Ifrael took  the  promis’d  land  ; 

“  And  faithful  is  his  word.”] 

8  He  faw  the  nations  dead  in  fin; 

“  He  felt  his  pity  move 
How  fad  the  date  the  world  was  in  ! 

“  How  boundlefs  w'as  his  love !” 

9  He  fent  to  fave  us  from  our  woe ; 

“  His  goodnefs  never  fails 
From  death  and  hell,  and  ev’ry  foe; 

“  And  dill  his  grace  prevails.” 

ro  Give  thanks  to  God,  the  heav’nly  King1, 
“His  mercies  dill  endure 
Let  the  whole  earth  his  praifes  fing: 

“  His  truth  is  ever  fure.” 


PSALM 

COMMON 


CXXXVL 

METRE. 


d’s  Wonders  of  Creation,  Providence, 
Redemption  of  Ifrael ,  and  baivation  of  hb 
>eopJe. 

GIVE  thanks  to  God  the  fovereign 
“His  mercies  dill  endure:”  [Lord: 
Amd  be  the  King  of  kings  ador’d  ; 

“  His  truth  is  ever  fure.” 

Vhat  wonders  hath  his  wifdom  done ; 

“  How  mighty  is  his  hand  !” 
deaven,  earth,  and  fea,  he  fram’d  alone : 
“How  wide  is  his  command  1” 


PARTICULAR  METRE. 

r  IVH  thanks  to  God  mod  high, 
vJT  The  univerfal  Lord  : 

The  fov’reign  King  of  kings  * 

And  be  his  grace  ador’d. 

“  His  pow’r  and  grace 
“  Are  dill  the  fame  : 

“  And  let  his  name 
“  Have  endlefs  praife.” 

2  How  mighty  is  his  hand  ; 

What  wonders  hath  he  done  t 
He  form’d  the  earth  and  feas. 

And  fpread  the  heav’ns  alone. 

“  Thy  mercy,  Lord, 

“  Shall  dill  endure  : 

“  And  ever  fure 
“  Abides  thy  word. 
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3  His  vvifdom  fram’d  the  fun, 

To  crown  the  day  with  light  ; 
The  moon  and  twinkling  (tars  ; 
To  cheer  the  darklome  night. 

“  His  pow’r  and  grace 
“  Are  ltill  the  fame  j 
44  And  let  his  name 
44  Have  endlefs  praife.” 

4  [He  fmote  the  firft-born  Tons, 
The  flow  ’r  o i  Egypt y  dead, 

And  thence  his  chofen  tribes, 
With  joy  and  glory  led. 

44  Thy  mercy,  Lord, 

44  Shall  (till  endure  j 
44  And  ever  Cure 

44  Abides  thy  word.” 

$  His  pow’r  and  lifted  rod 

-  Cleft  the  Red-Sea  in  two  : 

And  for  his  people  made 
A  wond’rous  paffage  through. 

44  His  pow’r  and  grace 
44  Are  (till  the  fame  ; 

44  And  let  his  name 

44  Have  endlefs  praife.” 

6  But  cruel  Pharaoh  there 
With  all  his  holt  he  drown’d, 
And  brought  his  Ifrael  (afe 
Through  a  long  d'efart  ground. 

44  Thy  mercy,  Lord,  •  * 
44  Shall  (till  endure  ; 

44  And  ever  fure 

44  Abides  thy  word.” 

«.  - 

PAUSE. 

y  The  kings  of  Canaan  fell 

<  Beneath  his  dreadful  hand  ; 
While  his  own  fervants  took 
Poffeflion  of  their  land. 

4CHis  pow’r  and  grace 
44  Are  frill  the  fame  ; 

44  And  let  his  name 

44  Have  endlefs  praife.”] 

tr 

5  He  (aw  the  nations  lie 
All  perilling  in  (in, 

And  pity 'd  the  fad  date 
The  ruin'd  world  was  in. 

44  Thy  mercy,  lord, 

44  Shall  ftill  endure  : 

<(  And  ever  fure 

“  Abides  thy  word.” 

9  He  fent  his  only  fon 

To  fave  us  from  our  wroe, 
From  Satan ,  fin  and  death, 
And  ev’ry  hurtful  foe. 


“  His  pow'r  and  gra£T 
44  Are  (till  the  fame  j 
44  And  let  his  name 
44  Have  endlefs  praife.” 

io  Give  thanks  aloud  to  God, 

To  God  the  heav'nly  King  : 

And  let  the  fpacious  earth 
His  works  and  glories  fing. 

44  Thy  mercy,  Lord, 

44  Shall  (till  endure  j 
44  And  ever  fure 
44  Abides  thy  word.” 

LONG  METRE, 

ABRIDGED. 

1 *°  our  God  immortal  praife  ! 
VJT  Mercy  and  truth  are  all  his  ways 
“  Wonders  of  grace  to  God  belong, 

44  Repeat  his  mercies  in  your  feng.” 

2  Give  to  the  Lord  of  lords  renown, 

The  King  of  kings  with  glory  crown  $ 
44  His  mercies  ever  (hall  endure,  [more.J 
44  When  Lords  and  kings  are  known  n 

3  He  built  the  earth,  he  fpread  the  (ky, 
And  fix’d  the  (tarry  lights  on  high  : 

44  Wonders  of  grace  to  God  belong, 

44  Repeat  his  mercies  in  your  fong.” 

4  He  fills  the  fun  with  morning  light, 

He  bids  the  moon  direct  the  night  : 

44  His  mercies  ever  (hall  endure,  [more 
44  When  funs  and  moons  (hall  fhme  n< 

\  <  ■  i  •  <  »  i  s 

5  The  Jeuos  he  freed  from  Pharaoh's  hand 
And  brought  them  to  the  promis’d  land 
44  Wonders  of  grace  to  God  belong, 

44  Repeat  his  mercies  in  your  fong.” 

6  He  faw  the  Gentiles  dead  in  fin, 

And  felt  his  pity  work  within  ; 

44  His  mercies  ever  (hall  endure, 
“When  death  and  fin  (hall  reign  no  more/ 

7  He  fent  his  Son  with  pow'r  to  fave 
From  guilt  and  darknefs  and  the  grave 
44  Wonders  of  grace  to  God  belong, 

44  Repeat  his  mercies  in  your  fong.” 

8  Thro’  this  vain  world  he  guides  our  feet 
'  And  leads  us  to  his' heav'nly. feat  : 

44  His  mercies  ever  (ball  endure, 

44  When  this  vain  world  fiiail  be  no  more/ 


PSALM  CXXXVIII,  CXXXIX. 


PSALM  CXXXVIII. 
LONG  METRE. 

Reftoring  and  preferving  Grace. 

[j  TT  7ITM  all  my  pow’rs  of  heart  and 
V  V  tongue  - 
I’ll  praife  my  Maker  in  my  fong  ; 

Angels  (hall  hear  the  notes  I  raife. 
Approve  the  fong  and  join  the  praife. 

2  Angels  that  make  the  church  their  care 
Shall  witnefs  my  devotion  there, 

While  holy  zeal  directs  my  eyes 

To  thy  fair  temple  in  the  Ikies. ] 

3  I’ll  fing  thy  truth  and  mercy,  Lord, 

I’ll  fing  the  wonders  of  thy  word  ; 

Not  all  the  works  and  names  below 
So  much  thy  pow’r  and  glory  (how. 

4  To  God  I  cry’d  when  troubles  rofe  ; 

He  heard  me  and  fubdu’d  my  foes  ; 

He  did  my  riling  fears  control, 

And  ftrength  diffus’d  thro’  all  my  foul. 

$  The  God  of  heav’n  maintains  his  fiate, 

•  Frowns  on  the  proud  and  fcornsthegreat; 

But  from  his  throne  defcends  to  fee 
'  The  fons  of  humble  poverty. 

6  Amidft  a  thoufand  fnares  I  hand 
Upheld  and  guarded  by  thy  hand  ; 

Thy  words  my  fainting  foul  revive, 

And  keep  my  dying  faith  alive. 

7  Grace  will  complete  what  grace  begins, 
To  lave  from  forrow-or  from  fins  : 

The  work  that  wifdom  undertakes 
Eternal  mercy  ne'er  forfakes. 

PSALM  CXXXIX. 

LONG  METRE.  FIRST  PART 

The  All -feeing  god. 
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4  Amazing  knowledge,  vaft  and  great ! 
What  large  extent !  what  lofty  height  : 
My  foul  with  all  the  powers  1  boalt 

Is  in  the  boundlels  profpeft  loft. 

5  “O  may  thefe  thoughts  poffefs  my  breaft, 
u  Where’er  I  rove,  where’er  I  r£ft: 

“  Nor  let  my  weaker  paffions  dare 
“  Confent  to  fin,  for  God  is  there." 

P  A  U  S  E  I . 

6  Could  I  fo  falfe,  fo  faithlefs  prove, 

To  quit  thy  fervice  and  thy  love, 

Where,  Lord,  could  I  thy  prefence  fhun, 
Or  from  thy  dreadful  glory  run  i 

7  If  up  to  heav’n  I  take  my  flight, 

’Tis  there  thou  dwell'd:  enthron’d  in  light; 
Or  dive  to  hell,  there  vengeance  reigns, 
And  Satan  groans  beneath  thy  chains. 

8  If  mounted  on  a  morning  ray, 

I  fly  beyond  the  Wejlern  fea, 

Thy  fvvifter  hand  would firft  arrive. 

And  there  arreft  thy  fugitive. 

9  Orfhould  I  try  to  fhun  thy  fight 
Beneath  the  fpreading  veil  of  night. 

One  glance  of  thine,  one  piercing  ray. 
Would  kindle  darknefs  into  day. 

;  o  “O  may  thefe  thoughts  poffefs  my  breaft, 
“  Where’er  I  rove,  where’er  I  reft  ! 

“  Nor  let  my  weaker  paftions  dare, 

“  Confent  to  fin,  for  God  is  there." 

P  A  U  S  E  II. 

1 1  The  veil  of  night  is  no  difguife, 

No  fcreen  from  thy  all-fearching  eyes: 
Thy  hand  can  feize  thy  foes  as  loon, 
Thro’  midnight  (hades  as  blazing  noon. 

12  Midnight  and  noon  in  this  agree, 

Great  God  they’re  both  alike  to  thee  ; 
Not  death  can  hide  what  God  will  fpy. 
And  hell  lies  naked  to  his  eye. 


iT  ORD,  thou  haft  fearch’d  and  feen 
JLrf  me  through  : 

T  hine  eye  commands  with  piercing  view 
My  riling  and  my  refting  hours, 

My  heart  and  flelh  with  all  theirpow’rs. 


1 3  “  O  may  thefe  thoughts  poffefs  my  breaft, 
‘‘Where’er  I  rove,  where’er  I  reft  ! 

“  Nor  let  my  weaker  paftions  dare, 
u  Confent  to  fin,  for  God  is  there." 


2  My  thoughts,  before  they  are  my  own, 
Are  to  my  God  diftindtly  known  ; 

He  knows  the  words  l  mean  to  fpeak, 
Ere  from  my  op’ning  lips  they  break. 

3  Within  thy  circling  pow’r  I  ftand  ; 

On  ev’ry  fide  I  find  thy  hand : 

Awake,  afleep,  at  home,  abroad, 

1  am  furrounded  (till  with  God, 


LONG  METRE.  SECOND  PART 

The  wonderful  formation  of  Maw. 

P-nWAS  from  thy  hand,  my  God,  I 
A  earne, 

A  work  of  fuch  a  curious  frame ; 

In  me  thy  fearful  wonders  lhine, 

S'  And  each  proclaims  thy  (kill  divine* 


no 


PSALM  CXXXIX. 


2  Thine  eyes  did  all  my  limbs  furvey, 

W  hich  yet  in  dark  confufion  lafc; 

Thou  faw'ft  the  daily  growth  they  took, 
Form’d  by  the  model  of  thy  book. 

3%  thee  my  growing  parts  were  nam’d, 
And  what  thy  fov  reign  councils  fram’d, 
(  I  he  breathing  lungs,  the  beating  heart) 
Was  copy’d  with  unerring  art. 

4  At  lad,  to  fhew  my  Maker’s  name, 

God  damp’d  his  image  on  my  frame. 
And  in  fome  unknown  moment  join’d 
The  finifh’d  members  of  the  mind. 

5  There  the  young  feeds  of  thought  began, 
And  all  the  paflions  of  the  man  : 

Great  God,  our  infant  nature  pays 
Immortal  tribute  to  thy  praife. 

pause. 

6  Lord,  fince  in  my  advancing  age 
I’ve  adted  on  life’s  bufy  flage, 

Thy  thoughts  of  love  to  me  ftirmount 
The  pow’r  of  numbers  to  recount. 

7  I  could  furvey  the  ocean  o’er, 
Andcounteach  fand  that  makes  the  fhore, 
Before  my  fwifted  thoughts  could/  trace 
The  num’rous  wonders  of  thy  grace. 

8  Thefe  on  my  heart  are  dill  imprefs’d, 
With  thefe  1  give  my  eyes  to  red ; 

And  at  my  waking  hour  I  find 
God  and  his  love  pofTds  my  mind. 


COMMON  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 

god  is  every  where. 

1  TN  all  my  vad  concerns  with  thee, 

X  In  vain  my  foul  would  try 

To  fliun  thy  prefence,  Lord,  or  flee 
The  notice  of  thine  eye. 

2  Thy  all -furrounding  fight  furveys 

My  rifing  and  my  red, 

My  publick  walks,  my  private  ways> 
And  fecrets  of  my  bread. 

3  My  thoughts  lie  open  to  the  Lord, 

Before  they’re  form’d  within ; 

And  ere  my  lips  pronounce  the  word. 
He  knows  the  fenfe  I  mean. 

4  0wond’rous  knowledge,  deep  and  high  1 

Where  can  a  creature  hide  ! 

Within  thy  circling  arms  I  lie, 

Befet  on  ev’ry  fide. 

5  So  let  thy  grace  furround  me  dill, 

And  like  a  bulwark  prove, 

To  guard  my  foul  from  ev’ry  ill, 
Secur’d  by  fov’reign  love. 


LONG  METRE.  THIRD  PART 

Sincerity  profeff,  and  Grace  try’d  :  Or,  The 
Heart-fearchieg  god. 

iTVyffY  God,  what  inward  grief  I  feel, 
jLYX  When  impious  men  tranfgrefs  thy 
will  ! 

I  mourn  to  hear  their  lips  profane, 

Take  thy  tremendous  name  in  vain. 

j.  Does  not  my  foul  deted  and  hate 
The  fons  of  malice  and  deceit  ? 

Thofe  that  oppofe  thy  laws  and  thee, 

1  count  them  enemies  to  me. 

3  Lord  fearch  my  foul,  try  ev’rv  thought; 
Though  my  own  heart  accufe  me  not 
Of  waJkingin  a  falfe  difguife, 

I  beg  the  trial  of  thine  eyes. 

4  Doth  fecret  mifchief  lurk  within  ? 

Do  I  indulge  fome  unknown  fin  ? 

O  turn  my  feet  whene  er  I  dray. 

And  lead  me  in  thy  perfeft  way  . 


PAUSE. 

6  Lord,  where  fhall  guilty  fouls  retire, 

Forgotten  and  unknown  ? 

In  hell  they  meet  thy  dreadful  fire, 
in  heav’n  rhv  glorious  throne. 

7  Should  I  fupprefs  my  vital  breath 

To  ’fcape  the  wrath  divine, 

Thy  voice  could  break  the  barsof  death, 
And  make  the  grave  refign. 

8  If  wing’d  with  beams  of  morning  light 

I  fly  beyond  the  Wed, 

Thy  hand  which  mudfupport  my  flight 
Would  foon  betray  my  red. 

9  If  o’er  my  fins  I  think  to  draw 

The  curtains  of  the  night, 

Thofe  flaming  eyes  that  guard  thy  law 
Would  turn  the  fhades  to  light. 

roThe  beams  of  noon,  the  midnight-hour, 
Are  both  alike  to  thee  : 

O  may  I  ne’er  provoke  that  pow’r 
Fro ai  which  I  cannot  flee  ! 


COMMON  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 

The  Wifiiom  of  god  in  the  formation  of  Man. 

l*\  T  THEN  I  with  pleafing  wonder  fland, 
V  V  And  all  my  frame  furvey, 

Lord,  ’tis  thy  work  ;  I  own  thy  hand 
Thus  built  my  humble  clay. 


PSALM  CXLI,  CXLIl,  CXLIl!.  ut 


2  Thy  hand  my  heart  and  reins  pofleft 

Where  unborn  nature  grew, 

Thy  wifdom  all  my  features  trac'd. 
And  all  my  members  drew. 

3  Thine  eye  with  niceft  care  furvey'd 

The  growth  of  ev'ry  part, 

'Till  the  whole  fcheme  thy  thoughts  had 
Was  copy'd  by  thy  art.  [laid, 

4,  Heaven,  earth  and  fea,  and  fire  and  wind, 
Shew  me  thy  wond'rous  (kill  $ 

But  I  review  myfelf  and  find 
Diviner  wonders  dill. 


S  Thy  awful  glories  round  me  thine. 

My  flefh  proclaims  thy  praife ; 

Lord  to  thy  works  of  nature  join 
Thy  miracles  of  grace. 

COMMON  METRE.  THIRD  PART. 

Ter.  14,  17,  18. 

The  mercies  of  god  innumerable. 

An  Evening  Pfalm. 

1  T  OR  D  when  T  count  thy  mercies  o'er, 

JLj  They  firike  me  with  furprize ; 
Nor  all  the  lands  that  fpread  the  fhore 
To  equal  numbers  rife. 

1  My  flefh  with  fear  and  wonder  dands, 
The  product  of  thy  fkill, 

And  hourly  bleffings  from  thy  hands 
1  hy  thoughts  of  love  reveal. 

I  Thefe  on  my  heart  by  night  I  keep  : 
How  kind,  how  dear  to  me! 

O  may  the  hour  that  ends  my  deep, 

Still  dnd  my  thoughts  with  tliee. 

PSALM  CXLI. 

long  metre. 

^ sr'  3)  4 t  5* 

Watchfulness  and  brotherly  Love. 

A  Morning  or  Evening  Pfalm. 

M\  God  accept  my  early  vows, 

Like  morning  incenfe  in  thy  houfe 
And  let  my  nightly  vvorfhip  rile, 

Sweet  as  the  evening  facrifice. 

Watch  o  er  my  lips,  and  guard  them, 

■  romev  ryrafh and heedlef sword j [Lord 

Nor  let  my  feet  incline  to  tread 
liie  guilty  path  where  finners  lead. 

3  may  the  righteous,  when  I  dray, 

•  mite  and  reprove  rny  wand'ring  way! 
fheii  gentle  words,  like  ointment  died, 
mil  ^ - 1  •  - 


4 'When  I  behold  them  pred  with  grief, 
i'll  cry  to  heav'n  for  their  relief  j 
And  by  my  warm  petitions  prove 
How  much  i  prize  their  faithful  love. 


PSALM  CXLIL 


COMMON  METRE. 

_ G0D  is  the  Hope  of  the  Helplefs. 

1  ^  made  my  forrows  known, 

A  From  God  I  fought  relief  ; 

In  long  complaints  before  his  throrus 
1  pour'd  out  all  my  grief. 

My  foul  was  overwhelm'd  with  woes, 
My  heart  began  to  break  ; 

My  God  who  all  my  burden  knows. 

He  knows  the  way  I  take. 

On  ev  ry  fide  I  caff  mine  eye. 

And  found  my  helpers  gone, 

While  friends  and  drangers  pad  me  by. 
Neglected  and  unknown. 

4  Then  did  I  raife  a  louder  cry, 

And  call’d  thy  mercy  near, 
ii  Thou  art  my  portion  when  I  die, 

“  Be  thou  my  refuge  here." 

Lord,  I  am  brought  exceeding  low. 

Now  let  thine  ear  attend, 

And  make  my  foes  who  vex  me  know 
I  ve  an  Almighty  Friend. 

From  my  fad  prifon  fet  me  free. 

Then  fha ! I  I  praife  thy  name. 

And  holy  men  fhall  join  with  me, 

Thy  kindnefs  to  proclaim. 


k  -r  '  T . “V  *  me  unit  my  lire  is  broiu 

•werbrude,  but  dicer  m.v  Lead.  !  Like  one  lung  burv’d  and  for<>ot! 


S  A  L  M  CXLIII. 
LONG  METRE. 

Complaint  ot  heavy  affiidtions  in  Mind  and 

Body. 

MY  righteous  Judge, my  graciousGod, 

Hear  when  1  lpread  my  hands  abroad 
And  cry  for  fuccour  from  thy  throne, 

O  make  thy  truth  and  mercy  known. 

2  Let  judgment  not  againff  me  pafs  ; 
Behold  thy  fervant  pleads  thy  grace  : 
Should  juffice  call  us  to  thy  bar, 

No  man  alive  isguiltlefs  there. 

3  Look  down  in  pity,  Lord,  and  fee 
The  mighty  woes  that  burden  me  ; 

Down  to  the  duff  my  life  isbrouohr 
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4 1  dwell  indarknefs  and  unfeen, 

My  heart  is  de (o late  within  ; 

My  thoughts  in  muling  (ilence  trace 
Tliie  ancient  wonders  of  thy  grace. 

5  Thence  I  derive  a  glimpfe  of  hope 
To  bear  my  linking  fpirits  ,up  ; 

I  ft  retch  my  hand  to  God  again. 

And  third  like  parched  lands  for  rain. 

6  For  thee  I  third,  I  pray,  I  mourn  ; 
When  will  thy  (miling  face  return  ? 

Shall  all  my  joys  on  earth  remove  i 
And  God  for  ever  hide  his  love* 

7  My  God,  thy  long  delay  to  fave, 

Will  fink  thy  prisoner  to  the  grave  ; 

My  heart  grows  faint,  and  dim  mine  eye; 
Make  hade  to  help  before  I  die. 

2  The  night  is  witnefs  to  my  tears, 
Didreding  pains,  didreding  fears ; 

O  might  I  hear  thy  morning  voice, 

How  would  my  weary ’d  pow’rs  rejoice ! 

9 In  thee  I  trud,  to  thee  I  figh, 

And  lift  my  weary  foul  on  high  j 
For  thee  fit.  waiting  all  the  day, 

And  wear  the  tirefome  hours  away. 

io  Break  off  my  fetters,  Lord,  and  fhow 
Which  is  the  path  my  feet  fliould  go ; 
If  fnaresand  foes  befet  the  road, 

I  flee  to  hide  me  near  my  God. 

I I  Teach  me  to  do  thy  holy  will. 

And  lead  me  to  thy  heav’nly  hill ; 

Let  the  good  fpirit  of  thy  love 
Conduct  me  to  thy  courts  above. 

i  z  Then  fliall  my  foul  no  more  complain, 
The  tempter  then  diall  rage  in  vain  j 
And  flefh  that Was  my  toe  before, 

Shall  never  vex  my  fpirit  moie. 


PSALM  CXLIV. 
COMMON  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 


CXLIV,  CXLV. 

h  A  friend  and  helper  fo  divine 
Doth  my  weak  courage  raife  ; 
lie-makes  the  glorious  vi&'ry  mine,, 
And  his  dial!  be  the  praile. 

COMMON  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 
Ter.  3,  4,  5,  6. 

The  Vanity  of  Man,  and  Condei’cenfion  of  god, 

1  T  OR  D,  what  is  man,  poor  feeble  man, 

Born  of  the  earth  at  fird  ? 

His  life  a  fhadow,  light  and  vain, 

Still  halting  to  the  dud. 

2  O  what  is  feeble  dying  man, 

Or  any  of  hi$  race, 

That  God  Ihould  make  it  his  concern 
To  vifit  him  with  grace  ? 

3  That  God,  who  darrs liis lightnings  down^ 

Who  (hakes  the  w  orlds  above, 

And  mountains  tremble  at  his  frown. 
How  wond’rous  is  his  love! 


LONG  METRE. 

Ver .  12 - 15. 

\  Grace  above  Riches  :  Or,  The  happy  Nation. 

APPY  the  city,  where  their  Tons 
Like  pillars  round  a  palace  fet, 
i  And  daughters  bright  as  polifh’d  dones 
;  Give  drength  and  beauty  to  the  dale. 

Happy  the  country,  where  the  fheep, 
Cattle,  and  corn,  have  large  increafe ; 
Where  men  fecurely  work  or  deep, 
Nor  fons  of  plunder  break  their  peace. 

Happy  the  nation  thus  endow’d, 

But  more  divinely  bled  are  thofe 
On  whom  the  all-fufficient  God 
Himfelf  with  all  his  grace  bedows. 

PSALM  CXLV. 


Ver.  i,  2. 


LONG  METRE. 


Affiftance  and  Vidfory  in  the  fpir.tual  Warfare. 

1  TX)R  ever  bleded  be  the  Lord, 

Jl  My  Saviour  and  my  (hield  ; 

He  fends  his  fpirit  with  hits  word, 

To  arm  me  for  the  field. 

2  When  fin  and  hell  their  force  unite, 

He  makes  my  foul  his  care, 

Indru&s  me  to  the  heav'nly  fight, 

And  guards  me  through  the  war. 


The  Greatnefs  of  cod. 

MY  God,  my  king,  thy  various  praife 
Shall  fill  'the  remnant  of  my  days  : 
Thy  grace  employ  my  humble  tongue, 
’Till  death  and  glory  raife  the  fong. 

2  The  wings  of  ev’ry  hour  fliall  bear 
Some  thankful  tribute  to  thine  ear  ; 
And  ev’ry  fetting  fun  diall  fee 
New  works  of  duty  done  for  thee. 


P  S  A  L 

3  Thy  truth  and  juft  ice  Til  proclaim  ; 

Thy  bounty  flows  an  endiels  dream  ; 
Thy  mercy  iwift  ;  thine  anger  flow, 

But  dreadful  to  the  ftubborn  foe. 

^Thv  works  with  fov’reign  glory  fhine, 
And  fpeak  thy  majefty  divine  ; 

Let  ev’ry  realm  with  joy  proclaim 
The  found  and  honour  of  thy  name. 

5  Letdiflant  times  and  nations  raife 
The  long  fucceflion  of  thy  praife  ; 

And  unborn  ages  make  my  fong 
4Lhe  joy  and  labour  of  their  tongue. 

6  But  who  can  fpeak  thy  wond’rous  deeds  ? 
Thy  greatnefs  all  our  thoughts  exceeds  j 
Vaft  and  unfearchable  thy  ways, 

Vaft  and  immortal  be  thy  praife. 


COMMON  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 

Ver.  i - 7,  it - 13. 

The  Greatnefs  of  god, 

2  T  ONG  as  I  live  Til  blefs  thy  name, 
My  King,  my  God  of  love  ; 

My  work  and  joy  (hall  be  the  fame, 

In  the  bright  world  above. 

2  Great  is  the  Lord,  his  pow’r  unknown, 

And  let  his  praife  be  great  : 

I’ll  ling  the  honours  of  thy  throne, 

Thy  works  of  grace  repeat. 

3  Thy  grace  (hall  dwell  upon  rny  tongue  ; 

And  while  my  lips  rejoice, 

The  men  that  hear  my  facred  fong 
Shall  join  their  cheerful  voice. 

4  Fathers  to  fons  (hall  teach  thy  name. 

And  children  learn  thy  ways  ; 

Ages  to  come  thy  truth  proclaim, 

And  nations  found  thy  praife. 

5  Thy  glorious  deeds  of  ancient  date 

Shall  through  the  world  be  known 
Thme  arm  ofpow’r,  thy  heav’nly  date, 
With  publick  fplendour  fhown. 

6  I  he  world  is  manag’d  by  thy  hands, 

T  hy  faints  are  rul’d  by  love  ; 

And  thine  eternal  kingdom  hands, 
Though  rocks  and  hills  remove, 

j? 
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COMMON  METRE.  SECOND  PARTI 
Ver.  7,  &C. 

The  Goodnefs  of  god. 

1  Q  WEET  is  the  mem’ry  of  thy  grace, 
O  My  God,  my  heavhdy  King  t 
Let  age  to  age  thy  righteoulnefs 
In  founds  of  glory  hng. 

1  God  reigns  on  high,  but  ne’er  confines 
His  goodnefs  to  the  (kies; 

Thro’  the  whole  earth  his  bounty  fhines 
And  ev’ry  want  fupplies. 

3  With  longing  eyes  thy  creatures  wait 
On  thee  for  daily  food, 

Thy  lib’ral  hand  provides  their  meat. 
And  fills  their  mouths  with  good. 

4.  How  kind  are  thy  companions,  Lord  l 
How  flow  thine  anger  moves  ; 

But  foon  he  fends  his  pard’ning  word 
To  cheer  the  fouls  he  loves. 

5  Creatures,  with  all  their  endlefs  race. 
Thy  pow’r  and  praife  proclaim  ; 

But  faints,  that  tafte  thy  richer  grace. 
Delight  to  blels  thy  name. 


COMMON  METRE.  THIRD  PART. 

Ver.  14- - 17,  Sec. 

Mercy  to  Sufferers  :  Or,  god  hearing  Prayer. 

1  T  ET  ev’ry  tongue  thy  goodnefs  (peak, 
■*“*  Thou  fov’reign  Lord  of  all  ; 

Thy  ftrength’ning  hands  uphold  the 
And  raife  the  poor  that  fall.  [weak; 

2  When  forrow  bows  the  fpirit  down. 

Or  virtue  lies  diftreft 
Beneath  fon»e  proud  oppreffor’s  frown,. 
Thou  giv’ft  the  mourners  reft. 

3  The  Lord  fupports  our  tott’ring  days. 

And  guides  our  giddy  youth  : 

Holy  and  juft  are  all  his  ways. 

And  all  his  words  are  truth. 

4  He  knows  the  pain  his  fervants  feel; 

He  hears,  his  children  cry, 

And  their  beft  w>fhes  to  fulfil 
His  grace  is  ever  nigh. 

5  His  mhrey  never  fha’ll  remove 

From  men  of  heart  fmcei  e  : 

He  faves  the  fouls,  whofe  humble  love 
Is  join’d  with  holy  fea/. 
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6  [His  ftnbborn  foes  his  (word  (hall  flay, 

And  pierce  their  hearts  with  pain  ; 
But  none  that  ferve  the  Lord  (hall  fav, 
“  They  (ought  his  aid  in  vain/'] 

7  [Mv  lips  fhall  dwell  upon  his  praife, 

And  fpread  his  fame  abroad  ; 

Let  all  the  ions  of  Adam  raife 
The  honours  of  their  God.] 

PSALM  CXLVI. 

L  ONG  METRE. 

Praife  to  cod  for  his  Goodnefs  and  Truth. 

1  "pRAISEyethe  Lord,myheart  fliall join 
X  In  works  fo  pleafant,  fo  divine; 
Mow  while  the  flefh  is  mine  abode, 

And  when  my  foul  afcends  to  God. 

2  Praife  fhall  employ  my  nobled  powers, 
While  immortality  endures ; 

My  days  of  praife  fhall  ne’er  be  pad, 
While  life  and  thought  and  being  lad. 

3  Why  diould  I  make  a  man  my  trud  ? 
Prioces  mud  die  and  turn  to  dud  ; 

I  heir  breathdeparts,their  pompandpow’r 
And  thoughts  all  vanifti  in  an  hour. 

4  Happy  the  man  whole  hopes  rely 
On  IJraeV s  God  :  He  made  the  iky, 

And  earth  and  feas,  with  all  their  train, 
And  none  fhall  find  his  promife  vain. 

5  His  truth  for  ever  dands  fecure  : 

He  faves  the  oppred,  he  feeds  the  poor  ; 
Lie  fends  the  lab ’ring  confcience  peace, 
And  grants  thepris’ner  fweet  releafe. 


CXLVI,  CXLVIL 

2  \/hy  fliould  I  make  a  man  my  truft  \ 
Princes  mud  die  and  turn  to  dud  : 

Vain  is  the  help  of  flefh  and  blood  ; 

I  hen  breathdeparts, their  pomp  and  pow'c 
And  thoughts  all  vanifli  in  an  hour. 

Nor  can  they  make  their  promife  good. 

3  Happy  the  man  whole  hopes  rely 
On  IfraeV s  God  :  He  made  the  iky. 

And  earth  and  feas,  with  all  their  train  * 
His  truth  for  ever  dands  fecure: 

He  faves  th'  oppred,  he  feeds  the  poor. 
And  none  fhall  find  his  promife  vain. 

4  Tlte  Lord  hath  eyes  to  give  the  blind ; 
The  Lord  fupports  the  finking  mind  ;  ’ 

He  lends  the  lab  ring  confcience  peace, 
He  helps  the  dranger  in  didrefs, 

The  widow  and  the  fatberlefs, 

And  grants  the  pris’ner  fweet  releafe. 

5  He  loves  his  faints,  he  knows  them  well* 
But  turns  the  wicked  down  to  hell : 

'I  hy  God,  O  Zion ,  ever  reigns  : 

Let  ev’ry  tongue,  let  ev’ry  age, 

In  this  exalted  work  engage : 

Praife  him  in  everlading  drains. 

1 1  11  praiie  him  while  lie  lends  me  breath. 
And  when  my  voice  is  lod  in  death, 
Praife  fliall  employ  my  nobler  powers : 
My  days  of  praife  ilia’ll  ne’er  be  pad, 
While  life  and  thought  and  being  lad. 

Or  immortality  endures. 

PSALM  CXLVIL 

LONG  METRE.  FIRST  PART. 


6  The  Lord  hath  eyes  to  give  the  blind  ; 
The  Lord  fupports  the  finking  mind ; 

He  helps  the  dranger  in  didrefs. 

The  widow  and  the  fatberlefs. 

7  He  loves  his  faints,  he  knows  them  well, 
But  turns  the  wicked  down  to  hell  : 

T  hy  God,  O  Zion ,  ever  reigns  ; 

Praife  him  in  everlading  drains. 

PARTICULAR  METRE. 

Praife  to  god  for  his  Goodnefs  and  Truth. 

iT’XX  praife  my  Maker  with  my  breath  ; 
X  And  when  my  voice  is  lod  in  death, 
Praiie  fhall  employ  my  nobler  pow’rs  : 
My  days  of  praife  fliall  ne’er  be  pad, 
While  life  and  thought  and  being  lad, 

Or  immortality  endures. 


The  Divine  Nature,  Providence  and  Grace. 

1  "PRAISE  ye  the  Lord  :  ’tis  good  to  raife 
!  X  Our  hearts  and  voices  in  his  praife  : 

His  nature  and  his  works  invite 
To  make  this  duty  our  delight. 

2  The  Lord  builds  up  Jerufaiemy 
And  gathers  nations  to  his  name  : 

His  mercy  melts  the  dubborn  foul, 

And  makes  the  broken  fpirit  whole. 

3  He  form’d  the  dars,thofe  heav'nly  flames. 
He  counts  their  numbers,calls  their  names: 
His  wifdom’s  vad,  and  knows  no  bound, 
Adeepw  here  all  our  thoughts  aredrown’d. 

4  Great  is  our  Lord,  and  great  his  might  ; 
And  all  his  glories  infinite  : 

He  crowns  the  meek,  rewards  the juft. 
And  treads  the  wicked  to  the  dud. 


PSALM  CXLVIII. 
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PAUSE. 

Sing  to  the  Lord,  exalt  him  high, 

Who  fpreads  his  clouds  all  round  the  fky: 
There  he  prepares  the  fruitful  rain, 

Nor  lets  the  drops  defcend  in  vain. 

He  makes  the  grafs  the  hills  adorn,. 
And  clothes  the  finding  fields  with  corn  ; 
The  beads  with  food  his  hands  fupply, 
And  the  young  ravens  when  they  cry. 

What  is  the  creature’s  fkill  or  force, 

The  fprightly  man,  the  warlike  horfe, 
The  nimble  wit,  the  active  limb  ! 

All  are  too  mean  delights  for  him. 

I  But  faints  are  lovely  in  his  fight  ; 

He  views  his  children  with  delight : 

He  fees  their  hope,  he  knows  their  fear, 
And  looks  and  loves  his  image  there. 


LONG  METRE.  SECOND  PART. 


Summer  and  Winter. 


u 


J  ET Zion '  praife  the  mighty  God, 
And  make  his  honours  known 
‘ Forfweet  the  joy  our  Jongs  to  raife  [abroad  ; 
u  And  glorious  is  the  <work  of  pm  Jed’ 

Our  children  are  fecure  and  bled  ; 

Our  diores  have  peace,  our  cities  red  ; 
He  feeds  our  Tons  with  fined  wheat, 

And  adds  his  bleding  to  their  meat. 

The  changing  (eafonshe  ordains, 

The  early  and  the  later  rains  ; 

His  Hakes  of  fnow  like  wool  he  fends, 
And  thus  the  fpringing  corn  defends. 

.  With  hoary  frod  he  drews  the  ground  ; 
flis  hail  defeends  with  clatt’ring  found  ; 
Where  is  the  man  fo  vainly  bold, 

That  dares  defy  his  dreadful  cold  ! 

He  bids  the  Southern  breezes  blow  ; 
The  ice  didblves»  the  waters  flow  : 

But  he  hath  nobler  works  and  ways 
To  call  his  people  to  his  praife. 

>  To  all  our  realm  his  laws  are  fhown  ; 
His  gofpel  through  the  nation  known  ; 
He  hath  not  thus  reveal’d  his  word 
To  ev’ry  land  :  Praife  ye  the  Lord. 


He  fends  his  fhow’rs  of  bleflings  down 
To  cheer  the  plains  below  ; 

He  makes  the  grafs  the  mountains  crown 
And  corn  in  valleys  gr/ow. 

He  gives  the  grazing  ox  his  meat, 

He  hears  the  ravens  cry  : 

But  man  who  tades  his  fined  wheat. 
Should  raife  his  honours  high. 

4  His  deady  counfels  change  the  face 

Of  the  declining  year  ; 

He  bids  the  fun  cut  fiiort  his  race, 

And  wintTy  days  appear. 

5  His  hoary  frod,  his  fleecy  fnow, 

Defcend  and  clothe  the  ground: 

The  liquid  dreams  forbear  to  flow. 

In  icy  fetters  bound. 

6  When  from  his  dreadful  dores  on  high 

1-Ie  pours  the  rattling  hail, 

The  wretch  that  dares  his  God  defy 
Shall  find  his  courage  fail. 

7  He  fends  his  word  and  melts  the  fnow, 

The  fields  no  longer  mourn  : 

He  calls  the  warmer  gales  to  blow. 

And  bids  the  fpring  return. 

8  The  changing  wind,  the  flying  cloud, 

Obey  his  mighty  word  : 

With  fongs  and  honours  founding  loud, 
Praife  ye  the  fovTeign  Lord. 
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Ver.  7 - 


N  METRE. 
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•  iS. 


The  Seafons  of  the  Year. 

WITH  fongs  and  honours  founding 
Addrefs  the  Lord  on  high  ;  [loud, 
Over  the  heav’ns  he  fpreads  his  cloud, 
And  waters  veil  the  fky. 


P  S  A  L  M  CXLVIII. 

PARTICULAR  METRE, 

Praife  to  god  from  all  Crealpures. 

YE  tribes  of  Adam ,  join 

With  lieav’n  and  earth  and  feus. 
And  offer  notes  divine 
To  your  Creator’s  praife. 

Ye  holy  throng 
Of  angels  bright, 

In  worlds  of  Tight, 

Begin  the  long. 

Thou  fun  with  dazzling  rays, 

And  moon  that  rules  the  night, 

Shine  to  your  Maker’s  praife, 

With  fiars  of  twinkling  light. 

His  pow’r  declare, 

Ye  floods  on  high. 

And  clouds  that  fly 
In  empty  ah% 


P  S  A  L 

3  The  finning  worlds  above 
In  glorious  order  hand. 

Or  m  fwift  courfes  move 
By  his  fupreifif  command. 

He  fpake  the  word, 

And  all  their  frame 
From  nothing  came 
To  praife  the  Lord. 

4  He  mov  d  their  mighty  wheels 
*'  In  unknown  ages  pa  ft, 

And  each  his  word  fulfils 
While  time  and  nature  lafh 
In  diff’rent  ways 
His  works  proclaim 
His  wondYoiis  name, 

And  fpeak  ]iis  praife. 

pause. 

5  Let  all  the  earth-born  race. 

And  mongers  of  the  deep,  ‘ 

The  fifii  that  cleave  the  leas, 

Or  in  their  bofom  deep, 

Front  fea  and  fit  ore 
Their  tribute  pay, 

And  hill  difplay 

heir  Makers  powV. 

6  Ye  vapours,  hail  and  fnow, 

Praife  ye  th”  almighty  Lord, 

And  dormy  winds  that  blow 
To  execute  his  word. 

When  lightnings  fliine, 

Or  thunders  roar, 

Let  earth  adore 
His  hand  divine. 

7  Ye  mountains  near  the  Ikies, 

'  With  lofty  cedars  there, 

And  trees  of  humbler  fize. 

That  fruit  in  plenty  hear  ; 

Beads  wild  and  tame, 

Birds,  flies,  and  worms, 

In  various  forms, 

Exalt  his  name. 

3  Yc  ki  ngs,  and  judges,  fear, 

The  Lord,  thefovYeign  King  p 
And  while  you  rule  us  here, 

His  heav'nly  honours  fing  ; 

Nor  let  the  dream 
Of  pow'r  and  date 
Flake  you  forget 
1 1  is  powY  ftrpreme. 
p  V  irgins  and  youths,  engage 
To  found  his  praife  divine, 

While  infancy  and  age 
T  heir  feebler  voices  join  : 


M  CXLVIIT. 

W  ide  as  he  reigns 
His  name  be  fling 
By  evYy  tongue, 

In  endlefs  drains. 

roLet  a!{  the  nations  fear 
The  God  t hat  rules  above; 

He  brings  his  people  near, 

And  makes  them  fade  his  love  • 

While  earth  and  fky, 

Attempt  his  praife, 

His  faints  fftall  raife 
His  honours  high. 


LONG  METRE.  Paraphrajed . 

Universal  Praife  to  god. 

1  T  OUD  hallelujahs  to  the  Lord 

From  didant  worlds  where  crea¬ 
tures  dwell  ; 

Let  heavY  begin  the  folemn  word, 

And  found  it  dreadful  down  to  hell. 

N°[e,  This  Pfaim  may  be  fung  to  a  differeni 
metre  by  adding  the  two  foJJowing  lines  tc 
every  flanza,  ‘vtz,. 

Each  of  his  'works  his  name  difplays  y 
isut  they  can  ne  er  fulfil  his  praife. 

2  The  Lord!  how  abfolute  he  reigns; 

Let  evYy  angel  bend  the  knee  ; 

Sing  of  his  love  in  heavYly  drains, 

And  fpeak  how  fierce  his  terrours  be. 

3  High  on  a  throne  his  glories  dwell, 

An  awful  throne  of  fhimng  blils  ; 

Fly  through  the  world,  O  fun,  and  tell 
How  dark  thy  beams  compar'd  to  his.  ’ 

4  Awake,  ye  tempefts,  and  his  fame 
In  founds  of  dreadful  praife  declare ; 
And  the  fweet  whifperof  his  name 
hill  evYy  gentler  breeze  of  air. 

5  Let  clouds,  and  winds,  and  waves  agree 
To  join  their  praife  with  blazing  fire, 

Let  the  firm  earth  and  rolling  fea 

In  this  eternal  long confpire. 

J5  Ye  flowYy  plains  proclaim  his  /kill, 

I  Valleys  lie  low  before  his  eye; 

-  |  And  let  his  praife  from  evYy  hill 
\  Rife  tuneful  to  the  neighbYing  fky. 

7  Ye  dubhorn  oaks,  and  dately  pines, 

|  Bend  vour  high  branches,  and  adore  ; 

|  Praife  him,  ye  beads,  in  d  iff  Yen  t  drains  $ 

.  T  he  lamb  mud  bleat,  the  lion  roar. 
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i  Birds, ye  muft  make  his  praife your  theme,' 
Nature  demands  a  fong  from  you  : 

While  the  dumb  fifh  that  cut  the  ftream 
Leap  up  and  mean  his  praifes  too. 

9  Mortals,  can  you  refrain  your  tongue, 
When  nature  all  around  you  lings  i 
O  for  a  fhout  from  old  and  young, 

From  humble  Iwains,  and  lofty  kings  ! 

jo  Wide  as  his  vaft  dominion  lies 
Make  the  Creator’s  name  be  known  : 
Loud  as  his  thunder  Ihout  his  praife, 

And  found  it  lofty  as  his  throne. 

11  Jehovah  1  ’tis  a  glorious  word, 

‘  O  may  it  dwell  on  ev’ry  tongue  ! 

But  faints  whobeft  have  known  the  Lord, 
Are  bound  to  raife  the  nobleft  fong. 

}  i  Speak  of  the  wonders  of  that  love 
Which  Gabriel  plays  on  ev’ry  chord  : 
From  all  below  and  all  above, 
toud  hallelujahs  to  the  Lord. 


SHORT  METRE. 

Univerfal  Praife. 

1  T  ET  ev’ry  creature  join 
I  a  To  praife  th*  eternal  God  ; 

Ye  heav-nly  holts,  the  fong  begin, 

And  found  ins  name  abroad. 

2  Thou  fun  with  golden  beams. 

And  moon  with  paler  rays, 

Ye  harry  lights,  ye  twinkling  flames, 
Shine  to  your  Maker’s  praife. 

3  He  built  thofe  worlds  above, 

And  fix’d  their  wond’rous  frame  ; 

By  his  command  they  Hand  or  move, 

And  ever  fpeak  his  name. 

4  Ye  vapours,  when  you  rife, 

Or  fall  in  fhow’rs  or  fnow  ; 

Ye  thunders,  mu rm’ ring  round  the  fkies, 
His  pow’r  and  glory  fhow. 

5  Wind,  hail,  and  flafhrng  fire. 

Agree  to  praife  the  Lord, 

When  ye  in  dreadful  ftorms  confpire 
To  execute  his  word. 

6  Bv  all  his  works  above 

j 

His  honours  be  expreft  : 

JBut  faints  that  tafle  his  laving  love 
Should  fing  his  praifes  belt. 


PAUSE  I. 

7  Let  earth  and  ocean  know 
They  owe  their  Maker  praife  ; 

Praife  him  ye  wat’ry  worlds  below. 

And  mongers  of  the  feas. 

%  From  mountains  pear  the  fky 
Let  his  high  praife  refound, 

From  humble  Ihrubs  and  cedars  high, 

And  vales  and  fields  around. 

9  Ye  lions  of  the  wood, 

And  tamer  beafts  that  graze, 

Ye  live  upon  his  daily  food, 

And  he  experts  your  praife. 

10  Ye  birds  of  lofty  wing, 

On  high  his  praifes  bear; 

Or  fit  on  flow’ry  boughs,  and  fing 
Your  Maker’s  glory  there. 

1 1  Ye  creeping  ants  and  worms, 

His  various  wifdom  fhow, 

And  flies,  in  all  your  fhining  f warms, 
Praife  him  that  dreff  you  fio. 

12  By  all  the  earth-born  race, 

His  honours  be  expreft  ; 

But  faints  that  know  his  heav’nly  grace, 
Should  learn  to  praife  him  beft. 
pause  II. 

13  Monarchs  of  wide  command, 

Praife  ye  th’  eternal  King  ; 

Judges  adore  that  fov’reign  hand, 

Whence  all  your  honours  fpring. 

14  Let  vigorous  youth  engage 
To  found  his  praifes  high  : 

While  growing  babes  and  with’ring  age 
Their  feebier  voices  try. 

15  Unitedzeal  be  fhow n 

His  wond’roiis  fame  to  raife  ; 

God  is  the  Lord,  his  name  alone 
Deferves  ourendlefs  praife. 

16  Let  naturejoin  with  art, 

And  all  pronounce  him  bleft* 

But  faints  that  dwell  fo  near  his  heart 
Should  fing  his  praifes  bell. 

f  S  ~  A  L  M  CXLIX. 

C  O  M  M  ON  METR  E. 

Praife  god  all  his  Saints:  Or,  The  Saints 
judging  the  World. 

LLye  that  love  the  l  ord  rejoice, 
And  let  your  fongs  be  new  ; 
Amidft  the  church  with  cheerful  voice 
His  later  wonders  fliew. 
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2  Tlie  Jews,  the  people  of- his  nrace 

Shall  their  Redeemer  fing  ;  ? 

And  Gentile  nations  join  the  praife, 
While  Zion  owns  her  King. 

3  The  Lord  takes  pleafure  in  the  juft, 

Whom  tinners  treat  with  from 
The  meek  that  lie  defpis'd  in  duft 
Salvation  fha.ll  adorn. 

4  Saints  thould  be  joyful  in  their  Kin^, 

Ev’n  on  a  dying  bed  ; 

And  bke  the  fouls  in  glory  fine. 

For  God  fliall  raife  the  deadT 

5  Then  his  high  praife  /hall  fill  their 

tongues, 

x  ne.r  hands  fhall  wield  the  fword  t 
And  vengeance  fhall  attend  their  longs, 
The  vengeance  of  the  Lord. 

6  When  Chrifi  his  judgment-feat  afeends, 

And  bids  the  world  appear, 

I  hroees  are  prepar  d  lor  ail  his  friends 
Who  humbly  lov’d  him  here. 

7  -1  ben  fhall  they  rule  with  iron  rod 

Nations  that  dar’d  rebel  ; 

And  join  the  fentence  of  their  God, 

On  tyrants  doom'd  to  hell. 


L  M  CL. 

8  The  royal  Tinners  bound  in  chains 
New  triumphs  fhall  afford  ; 

Such  honour  for  the  faints  remains  j 
Praife  ye  and  love  the  Lord. 

P  S  A  L  M  cE 

COMMON  METRE. 

Ver.  r,  2,  6. 

A  S«ng  of  Praifr. 

r  TN  God's  own  houfe  pronounce  his 
X  His  grace  he  there  reveals  ;  [praife. 
To  heav  n  your  joy  and  wonder  raife 
For  there  his  glory  dwells. 

2  Let  all  your  facred  pafiions  move, 

While  you  rehearfe  his  deeds  ; 

But  the  great  work  offaving  love  , 
Your  higheft  praife  exceeds. 

3  All  that  have  morion,  life  and  breath. 

Proclaim  your  Maker  bleft  ; 

Yet  when  my  voitfe  expires  in  death, 

My  foul  fhall  praife  himbeft. 

[The  greateji  part  of  this  Pfalm  fuits  net  my  chief 
dejign  ;  I  have  therefore  imitated  only  the  tvuo 
firfi  verfes  and  the  laji ,  in  a  Jhort  Doxolcgy  or 
Song  of  Praife.  Tetyfince  the  Chrifliao  Dox- 

ology  is  more  ujed  in  Cbriftian  slffcmblies,  / 

have  added  that  aljo .  J 


the  CHRISTIA 

long  metre. 

O  God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 
And  God  the  Spirit,  three  in  One, 
Be  honour,  praife  and  glory  giv'n, 

By  all  on  earth  and  all  in  heav'n. 

COMMON  M  E  T  R  E. 

ET  God  the  Father  and  the  Son, 

And  Spirit  be  ador'd, 

Where  there  are  works  to  make  him  known 
Or  faints  to  love  the  Lord. 

COMMON  METRE,  rwh ere  the  tune  in 
eludes  ii.no  Jlanzas. 

THE  God  of  mercy  be  ador'd 

Who  calls  our  fouls  from  death, 
Who  faves  by  his  redeeming  word, 

And  new- creating  breath. 

To  praife  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 

And  Spirit  all  divine, 

The  One  in  Three,  and  Three  in  One, 

Le  t  faints  and  angels  join. 


N  DOXOLOGY. 

SHORT  METRE. 

E  angels  round  the  throne, 

And  faints  that  dwell  below, 
Worfhip  the  Father,  praife  the  Son, 

And  blefs  the  Spirit  too. 

PARTICULAR  METRE. 

OW  to  the  great  and  facred  Three, 
The  Father,  Son  and  Spirt,  be 
Eternal  praife  and  glory  giv’n 
Thro'  all  the  worlds  where  God  is  known, 
By  all  the  angels  near  the  throne, 

And  all  the  faints  in  earth  and  heav'n. 

PARTICULAR-  METRE, 

O  God  the  Father's  throne, 
Perpetual  honours  raife, 

Glory  to  God  the  Son, 

To  God  the  Spirit  praife  p 
With  all  our  pow'rs, 

Eternal  King, 

Thy  name  we  fing, 

While  faith  adures* 
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Dr.  W  atts,  in  his  •verfion  of  the  P  [alms,  thought  proper  to  emit  the  followirgt  viz.  “ifttby  43*/,  52^/, 
54^>  59tb'  fytby  ycth,  jqth ,?>%th,  io8ri>,  i  ^th  and  lj^cth*  He  Jutpofed  the  JubjtEi  of  tacb  Pfalm 
omitted  iv as  fully  taken  up  in  other  Pfalms.j 

r be  following,  written  by  the  ingenious  Mr.  Joel  Barlow  f  ConneOtcur,  by  defire  of  the  General 
■Ajfociation  of  that  State,  are  here  added,  in  Order  to  accommodate  thofe  who  *icifh  to  hawe  the  Pjalms 
complete.  They  are  ex  trailed  from  a  Book ,  intitled,  “  Dr.  Watts's  Imitation  of :be  Pjalms  of  David, 
torrefied  and  enlarged." 


P  S  A  L  M  XXVIII. 

LONG  METRE. 

god  the  Refuge  of  the  Affli&ed. 

t f  |  X)  thee,  O  Lord,  I  raife  my  cries ; 

X  My  fervent  prayer  in  mercy  hear; 
For  ruin  waits  my  trembling  foul, 

It  thou  refufe  a  gracious  ear. 

;  When  fuppliant  toward  thy  holy  hill, 

I  lift  my  mournful  hands  to  pray, 

Afford  thy  grace,  nor  drive  me  ftill, 
With  impious  hypocrites  away. 

;  To  fons  of  falfehood,  that  defpife 
The  works  and  wonders  of  thy  reign, 
Thy  vengeance  gives  the  due  reward, 
And  finks  their  fouls  to  endlefs  pain. 

I-  But,  ever  bleffed  be  the  Lord, 

Whofe  mercy  hears  my  mournful  voice, 
My  heart  that  trufted  in  his  word, 

In  his  faivation  fhall  rejoice, 

;  Let  ev’ry  faint  in  fore  dhtrefs, 

By  faith  approach  his  Saviour  God  ; 
Then  grant,  O  Lord,  thy  pard’ninggrace, 
And  feed  thy  church  with  heavenly  food. 

~P  S  A  L  M  XLlfjL 

COMMON  METRE. 

Safety  in  Divine  Protedion. 

JUDGE  me,0  god, and  plead  my  caufe, 
Againft  a  finful  race  ; 

From  vile  oppreflion  and  deceit 
Secure  me  by  thy  grace. 

i  On  thee  my  hedfaff  hope  depends, 

And  am  I  left  to  mourn  ? 

To  (ink  in  borrows,  and  in  vain 
Iotpiore  thy  kind  return  ? 


Oh  fend  thy  light  to  guide  my  feet. 
And  bid  thy  truth  appear. 

Conduct  me  to  thy  holv  hill. 

To  talfe  thy  mercies  there. 

Then  to  thy  altar,  oh  my  God, 

My  joyful  feet  fhali  rife. 

And  my  triumphant  fongs  fhall  praife. 
The  God  that  rules  the  fkics. 

Sink  not  my  foul,  beneath  thy  fear. 
Nor  yield  to  weak  defpair  ; 

For  I  fhall  live  to  praife  the  Lord, 
And  blefs  his  guardian  care. 
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PSALM  LIT. 

COMMON  METRE. 

The  Difappointment  of  the  Wicked. 

WHY  fhould  the  mighty  make  their 
bead, 

And  heav’niy  grace  defpife  ? 

In  their  own  arm  they  put  their  truft, 
And  fill  their  mouth  with  lies. 

But  God  in  vengeance  fhall  deftroy, 
And  drive  them  from  his  face. 

No  more  fhall  they  his  church  annov, 
Nor  find  on  earth  a  place. 

But  like  a  cultur’d  olive  grove, 
Drels’d  in  immortal  green. 

Thy  children  blooming  in  thy  love. 
Amid  thy  courts  are  feen. 

On  t'iiine  eternal  grace,  O  Lord, 

'J  hy  faints  fhall  refl  fecure. 

And  all  who  trull  thy  holy  wcrd3 
Shall  find  faivation  (are. 
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120  A  P  P  E 

LONG  METR  E. 

The  Folly  of  Self-dependence. 

iX  7T  7T1Y  fhould  tlie  haughty  hero  boaft, 
V  V  His  vengeful  arm,  his  warlike  holt  ? 
While  blood  defiles  his  cruel  hand, 

And  defolation  wades  the  land. 

2  He  joys  to  hear  the  captive's  cry, 

The  widow's  groan,  the  orphan’s  figh  ; 
And  when  the  wearied  fword  would  fpare, 
His  falfehood  fp reads  the  fatal  fnare. 

3  He  triumphs  ia  the  deeds  ot  wrong, 

And  arms  with  rage  his  impious  tongue  ; 
With  pride  proclaims  his  dreadful  pow'r, 
And  bids  the  trembling  world  adore. 

4  But  God  beholds,  and  with  a  frown, 
Cads  to  the  dull  his  honours  down; 

The  righteous  fre^d,  their  hopes  recal, 
And  hail  the  proud  oppreftor's  fall. 

5  How  low  th'  infulting tyrant  lies, 

Who  dar'd  th'  eternal  pow'r  defpife  ; 
And  vainly  deem’d  with  envious  joy, 

His  arm  almighty  to  dertroy. 

6  Weprai/e  the  Lord  who  heard  our  cries. 
And  fent  falvation  from  the  Ikies; 

The  faints  who  faw  our  mournful  days, 
Shall  join  our  grateful  fongs  of  praife. 


PSALM  LIV. 

COMMON  METRE. 

1  TOEHOLD  us  Lord,  and  let  our  cry 
-Cl  Before  thy  throne  afcend, 

Cart  thou  on  us  a  pitying  eye, 

And  Hill  our  lives  defend. 

2  For  rtaughtering  foes  infultus  round, 

Opprelfive,  proud  and  vain, 

They  calf  thy  temples  to  the  ground, 
And  all  6ur  rites  profane. 

3  Yet  thy  forgiving  grace  we  trurt, 

And  in  thy  pow’r  rejoice  ; 

Thine  arm  fhall  crufh  our  foes  to  dull, 
Thy  praife  infpire  our  voice. 

4  Be  thou  with  thofe  whofe  friendly  hand 

Upheld  us  in  dirtrefs, 

Extend  thy  truth  through  ev'ry  land, 
And  Hil i  thy  people  bids. 


N  D  I  X. 
PSALM  LIX. 
SHORT  METRE. 

Prayer  for  national  Deliverance. 

1  T'ROM  foes  that  round  us  rife, 

JL  O  God  of  heav’n,  defend, 

Who  brave  the  vengeance  of  the  fkies. 
And  with  thy  faints  contend. 

2  Behold  from  dirtant  fhores, 

And  defart  wilds  they  come, 

Combine  for  blood  their  barbarous  force, 
And  through  thy  cities  roam. 

3  Beneath  the  filent  fhade, 

Their  fecret  plots  they  lay, 

Our  peaceful  walls  by  night  invade. 

And  vvarte  the  fields  by  day. 

4  And  will  the  God  of  grace, 
Regardlefs  of  our  pain, 

Permit  fecure  that  impious  race 
To  riot  in  their  reign? 

5  In  vain  their  fecret  guile. 

Or  open  force  they  prove  : 

His  eye  can  pierce  the  deepert  veil. 

His  hand  their  rtrength  remove. 

6  Yet  fave  them,  Lord,  from  death, 
Left  we  forget  their  doom  ; 

But  drive  them  with  thine  angry  breath* 
Through  dirtant  lands  to  roam. 

7  Then  fhall  our  grateful  voice 
Proclaim  our  guardian  God  ; 

The  nations  round  the  earth  rejoice, 

And  found  the  praife  abroad. 

PSALM  LXIV. 

LONG  METRE. 

1  PEAT  God  attend  to  my  complaint. 

Nor  let  my  drooping  fpirit  faint ; . 

When  foes  in  fecret  fpread  the  fnare, 

Let  my  falvation  be  thy  care. 

2  Shield  me  without,  and  guard  within, 

From  treacherous  toes  and  deadly  fin  ; 

May  envy,  luft  and  pride  depart, 

And  heav’nly  grace  expand  my  heart. 

3  Thy  juftice  and  thy  pow'r  difplay, 

And  fcatter  far  thy  foes  away  ; 

While  liftening  nations  learn  thy  word, 

And  faint?  triumphant  bids  the  Lord, 
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Then  (hall  thy  Church  exalt  hef  voice, 
And  all  that  love  thy  name  rejoice  ; 

By  faith  approach  thine  awful  throne, 
And  plead  the  merits  of  thy- Son. 


P  S  A  L  M  LXX. 

COMMON  M  E  T  R  E. 

Protedlion  againft  Perfonal  Enemies. 

IN  hade,  O  God,  attend  my  call, 

Nor  hear  my  cries  in  vain  ; 

Oh  let  thy  fpeed  prevent  my  fall, 

And  dill  my  hope  fuflain. 

When  foes  infidious  wound  my  name, 
And  tempt  my  foul  aflray, 

Then  let  them  fall  with  lading  diame, 
To  their  own  plots  a  prey. 

While  all  that  love  thy  name  rejoice, 
And  glory  in  thy  word, 

In  thy  falvation  raife  their  voice, 

Arid  magnify  the  Lord. 

O  thou  my  help  in  time  of  need. 

Behold  my  lore  difmay  ; 

In  pity  haden  to  my  aid. 

Nor  let  thy  grace  delay. 

SAL  M  LXXIX. 

LONG  METRE. 

For  the  D’ulrefs  of  War. 

EHOLD,  O  God,  what  cruel  foes, 
Thy  peaceful  heritage  invade  j 
Fhy  holy  temple  dands  defil’d, 
in  dud  thy  facred  walls  are  laid. 

Wide  o’er  the  vallies,  drench’d  in  blood, 
Fhy  people  fall’n  in  death  remain  ; 

Fhe  fowls  of  heav’n  their  flcfh  devour, 
And  favage  beads  divide  the  dain. 

Th’  infulting  foes  with  impious  rage, 
leproach  thy  children  to  their  face  ; 

1  Where  is  your  God  of  beaded  pow’r  ? 

*  And  where  the  promife  of  his  grace 
Deep  from  the  prifon’s  horrid  glooms, 

)  hear  the  mournful  captive’s  dgh, 

\nd  let  thy  fov’reign  pow’r  Reprieve, 
Fhe  trembling  fouls  condemn’d  to  die. 
Let  thofe,  who  dar’d  infultthv  reign, 
Return  difmay *d  with  endlefs  diame, 
iVhile  heathens,  who  thy  grace  detbiTe, 
Shall  from  thy  vengeance  learn  thy  name- 
So  diall  thy  children,  freed  from  death, 
Eternal  fongs  of  honour  raife, 

'vndev’ry  future  age  diall  tell 

fhy  fov ’feign  pow'rand  pafd’ning  grace. 

O 


PSALM  LXXXVIIL 

PARTICULAR  METRE. 

Lofs  of  Fr lends  and  Ahfence  of  Divine  Grace, 

GOD  of  my  falvation,  hear 
My  nightly  groan,  my  daily  pray'r. 
That  dill  employ  my  wading  breath  5 
My  foul,  declining  to  the  grave, 
Implores  thy  fov’reign  pow’r  to  fave. 
From  dark  defpair  and  lading  death, 

2  Thy  wradi  lies  heavy  on  my  foul. 

And  waves  of  forrows  o’er  me  roll, 

Whiledudand  dlence  fpread  thegloomj 
My  friends  belov’d  in  happier  days, 

The  dear  companions  of  my  ways, 
Defcend  around  me  to  the  tomb. 

3  As  loft  in  lonely  grief  I  tread 
The  mournful  fnandons  of  the  dead. 

Or  to  fome  throng’d  affembly  go  j 
Through  all  alike  I  rove  alone, 

While  here  forgot  and  there  unknown. 
The  change  renews  my  piercing  woe* 

4  And  why  will  God  negledt  my  call  ? 

Or  who  diall  profit  by  my  fall, 

When  life  departs  and  love  expires  ? 
Can  duft  and  darknefs  praife  the  Lord  ? 
Or  wake  or  brighten  at  his  word. 

And  tune  the  harp  with  heav’nlyquires? 

5  Yet  through  each  melancholy  day, 

I’ve  pray’d  to  thee,  and  (till  we  pray, 

.  Imploring  dill  thy  kind  return- — 

But  oh‘1  my  friends,  my  comforts  fled, 

.  And  all  my  kindred  of  the  dead 

Recal  my  wand’ringthoughts.to  mourn, 

PSALM  CVIII. 

COMMON  MET  R  E. 

A  Song  of  Praife. 

r  A  WAKE  my  foul, to  found  his  praife^ 
Awake  my  harp  to  fing; 

Join  all  my  powers  the  fong  to  raife, 
And  morning  incenfe  bring. 

2  Among  the  people  of  his  care, 

And  through  the  nations  round  $ 

Glad  fongs  of  praife  will  I  prepare* 

And  there  his  name  refound. 

3  Be  thou  exalted,  O  my  God, 

Above  the  flarry  train  ;  . 

Diffufe  thy  heav Lily  grace  abroad. 

And  teach  the  world  thy  reign. 
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4  So  fhall  thy  chofen  fons  rejoice. 

And  throng  thy  courts  above  ; 

While  (inners  hear  thy  pardoning  voice, 
And  fade  redeeming  love. 


PSALM  CXXXVII. 

particular  metre. 

The  Baby  Ionian  Captivity. 

LONG  the  banks  where  Babel’ s 
Current  flows,  [ftray’d, 

Our  captive  bands  in  deep  defpondence 
While  Zion’s  fall  in  fad  remembrance  rofe, 
Her  friends,  herchildren,  mingled  with 
the  dead. 


5  If  e’er  my  memory  lofe  thy  lovely  name, 
If  my  cold  heart  negleft  my  kindred 
race, 

Let  dire deftruftion  feize  thisguiltyframe; 
My  hand  fhall  perifh  and  my  voice 
fhall  ceafe. 


3  A: 


2  The  tunelefs  harp  that  once  with  joy  we 


ftrung, 


When  praife  employ’d  and  mirth  in- 
fpir’d  the  lay, 

In  mournful  filenceon  the  willows  hung  ; 
Andgrowinggriefprolong’dthe  tedious 
day. 

3Thebarbaroustyrants,toincreafethe  woe, 
With  taunting  fmiles  a  long  of  Z ion 
claim  : 

Bid  facred  praife  in  drains  melodious  flow, 
While  they  blafpheme  the  great  Jeho¬ 
vah’s  name. 

4  But  how,  in  heathen  chains  and  lands  un¬ 
known, 

Shall  IfraeV s  Tons  a  fongof  lion  raife  ? 

O  haplefs  Salcm>  God’s  terretfrial  throne, 
Thou  land  of  glory,  facred  mount  of 
Praile. 


6  Yet  fhall  the  Lord,  who  hears  when 
lion  calls, 

Overtake  her  foes  with  terrour  and  dif- 
may, 

His  arm  avenge  her  defolated  walls, 

And  raife  her  children  to  eternal  day, 


PSALM  CXL. 
COMMON  METRE. 
ROTECTus, Lord, from  fatal  harm 
Behold  our  riling  woes; 

We  truff  alone  thy  powerful  arm, 

To  fcatterall  our  foes. 


P 


2  Their  tongue  is  like  a  poifon’d  dart. 

Their  thoughts  are  full  of  guile. 
While  rage  and  carnage  fvvell  their 
They  wear  a  peaceful  fmile.  [heart, 

3  O  God  of  grace,  thy  guardian  care, 

When  foes  without  invade, 

Or  fpread  within  a  deeper  {hare. 
Supplies  our  conflant  aid. 

4  Let  falfhood  flee  before  thy  face, 

Thy  heavenly  truth  extend, 

All  nations  tafle  thy  heavenly  grace, 
And  all  delufion  end. 


5  With  daily  bread  the  poor  fupply. 
The  caufe  of  juftice  plead, 

And  be  thy  church  exalted  high, 
With  Chrijl  the  glorious  head. 


END  of  the  PSALMS,, 


HYMNS 

v  AND 

SPIRITUAL  SONGS. 


(Eolleiieti  from  tbc  i])ofp  Scriptures. 


BOOK  i. 


|8  The  worlds  of  nature  and  of  grace 
Are  put  beneath  thy  pow’r  ; 


I.  COMMON  METRE. 

A  new  Song  to  the  Lamb  that  was  (lain.  U*i/.v.j  hhen  flioi  ten  thefe  delaying  days, 
'  "  |  And  bring  the  promis’d  hour. 


6,  8,  9,  io,  12. 


i  T>  EHOLD  the  glories  of  the  Lamb 
jl3  Amidft  his  Father’s  throne  : 
Prepare  new  jionours  for  his  name, 
And  fongs  before  unknown. 

2.  Let  elders  worfhip  at  his  feet, 

The  church  adore  around  ; 

With  vials  full  of  odours  fweet, 

And  harps  of  fweeter  found. 

3  Thofe  are  the  pray’rs  of  all  the  faints, 
And  thefe  the  hymns  they  raife  : 
Jefus is  kind  to  our  complaints, 

He  loves  to  hear  our  praife. 

j.  [Eternal  Father,  who  fhall  look 
Into  thy  fecret  will  ? 

Who  but  the  Son  fhall  take  that  book, 
And  open  ev’ry  feal  ? 

5  He  fhall  fulfil  thy  great  decrees, 

The  Son  defe  rvres  it  well  ; 

Lo,  in  his  hand  the  fov’reign  keys 
Of  heav’n,  and  death,  and  hell !] 

5  Now  to  the  Lamb,  that  once  wasfiain, 
Be  endlefs  blefiings  paid  ; 

Salvation,  glory,  joy,  remain 
For  ever  on  thy  head. 

7  Thou  haft  redeem’d  our  fouls  with  blood, 
Haft  fet  the  pris’ners  free, 

Haft  made  us  kings  and  priefts  to  God, 
we  fhall  reign  with  thee. 


II, 


LONG  METRE. 


The  Deity  and  Humanity  of  Cbrifl.  Jobn\,  i, 
3,  14  j  and  Col.  i.  16  ;  and  Eph.  iii.  9,  ic. 


1  iv  RE  the  blue  heav’ns  wcme  ftre(ch’d 
1j  abroad, 

From  everlafting  was  the  word  ; 

With  God  he  was;  the  word  was  God, 

And  muft  divinely  be  ador’d. 

* 

2  By  his  own  pow’r  were  all  things  made, 
By  him  fupported  all  things  (land  ; 

He  is  the  whole  creation’s  head, 

And  angels  fly  at  l\Is  command. 

3  Ere  fin  was  born,  or  Satan  fell, 

He  led  the  hoft  of  morning  ftars  ; 

(Thy  generation  who  can  tell. 

Or  count  the  number  of  thy  years  ?) 

4  But  lo,  he  leaves  thofe  heav’nly  forms, 
The  Word  defcends  and  dwells  in  clay, 
I  hat  he  may  hold  converfe  with  worms, 
Drefs’d  in  fuch  feeble  flefti  as  they. 

5  Mortals  with  joy  beheld  his  face 
I  h’  eternal  Father’s  only  Son  ; 

How  full  of  truth !  liow  full  of  grace  ■ 
When  thro’  his  eyes  the  Godhead  fiione  \ 

6  Archangels  leave  their  high  abode. 

To  learn  new  myft’ries'here  and  tell’ 

T  he  love  of  our  defcending  God,  • 

;  Theglonpsof  Immanuel. 
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III.  SHORT  METRE. 

The  Nativity  of  Chriji.  Luke  i.  30,  See.  Luke 

ii.  10,  See. 

1  nEHOLD  f?race  appears, 

The  promile  is  fulfill'd  ; 

Jilaty  the  wond  rous  virgin  bears, 

And  Jefus  is  the  child. 

2  [The  Lord,  the  higheft  God, 

Calls  him  his  only  Son  ; 

He  bids  him  rule  the  lands  abroad, 

And  gives  him  David’ s  throne. 

3  O’er  Jacob  (hall  he  reign 
With  a  peculiar  fway  ; 

The  nations  (hall  his  grace  obtain, 

His  kingdom  ne’er  decay.]  * 

4  1  o  bring  the  glorious  news, 

^  A  heav  nl#  form  appears} 

He  tells  the  (hepherds  of  their  joys, 

Arid  ba  nifties  their  fears. 

T'* 1 2  V  It 

5  Go,  bumble  fwains,  faid  he, 

To  David’s  city  fly  ; 

The  promis'd  infant ,  born  to  day. 

Doth  in  a  manger  lie. 

6  II  it h  looks  and  heart  ferene 
Go  njifit  Ghniiyour  King  ; 

And  llraight  a  flaming-  troop  was  feen  ; 
The  IhephCrds  heard  them  Ting  : 

7  Glory  to  God  on  high  ! 

^  And  heav’ nly  peace  on  earthy 
Good-nvilL  to  men ,  to  angels  joy. 

At  the  Redeemer  s  birth. 

8  [In  worfliip  fo  divine 
Let  faints  employ  their  tongues, 

With  the  celeftial  hold  we  join, 

And  loud  repeat  their  tongs  ; 

9  Glory  to  God  on  high  ! 

And  heanj'nly  peace  on  earthy 

Good -n/jill  to  men ,  to  angels  joy. 

At  our  Redeemer’ s  birth. ] 

IV.  Referred  to  the  2d  Pfalm. 


V .  COMMON  METRE. 

Submiflion  to  affli&ive  Providences.  Job  i.  21 

3  1VTAKED  as  from  the  earth  we  came, » 
IN  And  crept  to  life  at  firff,  j 

We  to  the  earth  return  again, 

And  mingle  with  our  duft. 

•3P  .  I? 


III,  V,  VI,  VII.  Book  ] 

2  The  dear  delights  we  here  enjoy, 

And  fondly  call  our  own, 

Are  but  fhort  favours  borrowed  now, 
To  be  repaid  anon. 

3  *Tis  God  that  lifts  our  comforts  high. 
Or  finks  them  in  the  grave, 

He  gives  and  (blefled  be  his  name  !) 
He  takes  but  what  he  gave. 

4  Peace,  all  our  angry  paflions  then. 

Let  each  rebellious  (igh 

Be  filent  as  his  fov ’reign  will, 

And  ev’ry  murmur  die. 

5  If  fmiling  mercy  crown  our  lives, 

Its  praifes  fhail  be  fpread. 

And  we’ll  adore  the  jufiice  too 
That  ftrikes  our  comforts  dead. 

VI.  COMMON  METRE. 

Triumph  over  Death.  Job  xix.  25,  26,  27. 

RE  AT  God,  I  own  the  fentence  juft 
And  nature  mufl  decay  ; 

I  yield  my  body  to  the  dufl, 

To  dwell  with  fellow-clay. 

1  Let  faith  may  triumph  o’er  the  grave. 
And  trample  on  the  tombs  ; 

My  Jefus ,  my  Redeemer  lives, 

My  God,  my  Saviour  comes. 

3  The  mighty  conqu’ror  fhail  appear 

$5igh  on  a  royal  feat, 

And  death  the  laft  of  all  his  foes, 

Lie  vanqui fil’d  at  his  feet. 

4  Though  greedy  worms  devour  my  Ik\ni 

And  gnaw  my  wafting  flefb, 

W  hen  God  fhail  build  my  bones*  again 
He’ll  clothe  them  aliafrefh  : 

5  Then  fhail  I  fee  thy  lovely  face 

Witli  firong  immortal  eyes, 

And  feafi  upon  thy  unknown  grace 

With  pleafureand  Airprife. 

VII.  COMMON  METRE. 

The  Invitation  of  the  Gofpel  :  Or,  Spiritual 
Food  and  Clothing.  JJa.  lv.  1,  2,  &c. 

1  T  ET  ev’ry  mortal  ear  attend, 

JL-j  And  ev’ry  heart  rejoice, 

The  trumpet  of  the  gofpel  founds, 

With  an  inviting  voice. 

2  Ho!  all  ye  hungry  ftarving  fouL^ 

That  feed  upon  the  windp 
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Book  I. 

And  vainly  flrivc  with  earthly  toys 
To  fill  an  empty  mind  : 

3  Eternal  wifdom  has  prepar'd 

A  foul  reviving  feafl, 

And  bids  your  longing  appetites 
The  rich  provifion  tafie. 

4  Ho  !  ye  that  pant  for  living  ftreams, 

And  pine  away  and  die  ; 

Here  you  may  quench  your  ragingthirft 
With  fprings  that  never  dry, 

5  Rivers  of  love  and  mercy  here 

In  a  rich  ocean  join  ; 

Salvation  in  abundance  flow's. 

Like  floods  of  milk  and  wine. 

6  [Ye  perifhing  and  naked  poor, 

Who  w’ork  with  mighty  pain, 

To  weave  a  garment  of  your  own, 

That  will  not  hide  your  fin  ; 

7  Come  naked  and  adorn  your  fouls 

In  robes  prepar’d  by  God, 

Wrought  by  the  labours  of  his  Son, 
And  dyed  in  his  own  blood.] 

&  Dear  God  !  the  treafures  of  thy  love 
Are  everiafli  ng  mines. 

Deep  as  our  helplefs  miferies  are. 

And  boundlefs  as  our  fins  1 

$  The  happy  gates  of  gofpel  grace 
Stand  open  night  and  day  : 

Lord,  we  are  come  to  leek  fupplies, 
And  drive  our  wants  away. 


VI II.  COMMON  METRE. 

The  Safety  and  Proteftion  of  the  Church.  IJa. 
xxvi.  i,  2,  3,  4,  5,  6. 

%  T  TOW  honourable  is  the  place 
XT  Where  we  adoring  fland, 

Zion  the  glory  of  the  earth, 

And  beauty  of  the  land  ! 

3  Bulwarks  of  mighty  grace  defend 
The  city  w'here  we  dw'ell  ; 

,The  walls  of  Arong  falvation  made, 
Defy  th’  aflaults  of  hell. 

3  Lift  up  the  everlafiing  gates, 

The  doors  wide  open  fling, 

Enter  ye  nations  that  obey 
The  fiatutes  of  our  King. 

4  Here  lhall  you  taffe  unmingled  joys. 

And  live  in  perfect  peace  ; 

You  that  have  known  Jehovah's  name, 
find  ventur’d  on  his  grace. 


5  Trufl  in  the  Lord,  for  ever  tru ft. 

And  banifh  all  your  fears  : 

Strength  in  the  Lord  Jehovah  dwells* 
Eternal  as  his  years. 

6  What  though  the  rebels  dw  ell  on  high# 

His  arm  fhall  bring  them  low  ; 

Low  as  the  caverns  of  the  grave 
Their  lofty  heads  fhall  bow. 

7  On  Babylon  our  feet  fhall  tread. 

In  that  rejoicing  hour; 

The  ruins  of  her  walls  fhall  fpread 
A  pavement  for  the  poor. 


IX.  COMMON  METRE. 

The  Promifes  of  the  Covenant  of  Grace.  Jfa.  Jv. 
I,  2,  Zecb.  xiii.  I.  Mic,  vii.  19.  Exeh 
xxxvi.  25,  Sc c. 

1  TN  vain  we  lavifh  out  our  lives, 

X  To  gather  empty  wind  ; 

The  choiceft  bleflings  earth  can  yield 
Will  fiarve  a  hungry  mind. 

2  Come  and  the  Lord  fhall  feed  our  fouls 

With  more  fubflantiai  meat, 

With  fuch  as  faints  in  glory  love. 

With  fuch  as  angels  eat. 

3  Our  God  willev’ry  wrant  fupply. 

And  fill  our  hearts  with  peace; 

He  gives  by  cov’nant  and  by  oath 
The  riches  of  his  grace. 

4  Come  and  he’ll  cleanfe  our  fpotted fouls 

And  wafh  away  our  flams 
In  the  dear  fountain  that  his  Son, 
Pour’d  from  his  dying  veins. 

£  [Our  guilt  fhall  vanifh  all  away, 

Though  black  as  hell  before  ; 

Our  fins  fhall  fink  beneath  the  fea. 

And  fhall  be  found  no  more. 

And  left  pollution  fhould  o’erfpread 
Our  inward  pow’rs  again, 

His  Spirit  fhall  bedew  our  fouls 
Like  purifying  rain.] 

Our  heart,  that  flinty,  flubborn  thing. 
That  terrors  cannot  move, 

That  fears  no  threatnings  of  his  wrath 
Shall  be  diffolv’d  by  love  : 

5  Or  he  can  take  the  flint  away 

That  would  not  be  refin’d, 

And  from  the  treafures  of  his  2race 
Be  flow  a  fofter  mind. 
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9  There  fhall  his  facred  Spirit  dwell, 

And  deep  engrave  his  law, 

And  ev’ry  motion  of  our  fouls 
To  fwift  obedience  draw. 

10  Thus  will  he  pour  falvation  down. 

And  we  fhall  render  praife  ; 

We  the  dear  people  of  his  love. 

And  he  our  God  of  grace. 


X.  SHORT  METRE. 

•  '  . 

The  blefiednefs  of  Gofpel  Times  :  Or,  The  Re-! 
v  elation  of  Ckriji  to  Jews  and  Gentiles.  IJa J 
■v,  2,  7,  S,  9,  io-  Math.  xiii.  16,  17. 

1  T  T Q W  beauteous  are  1  heir  feet 
XI  Who  Hand  on  Zion’s  hill, 

Who  bring  falvation  on  their  tongues. 
And  words  of  peace  reveal  ! 

1  How  charming  is  their  voice. 

How  fweet  the  tidings  are  ! 

Z ion  behold  thy  Saviour  King, 

“  He  reigns  and  triumphs  here/7 


2  £<  I  thank  thy  fov’reign  pow'rand  love, 
“  That  crowns  my  doctrine  with  fuccefs  j 
“And  makes  the  babes  in  know  ledge  learn 
“Tlie  heights,  and  breadths,  and  lengths 

of  grace. 

3  “  But  all  this  glory  lies  conceal'd, 

“  From  men  of  prudence  and  of  might  ; 
“  The  prince  of  darknefs  blinds  their  eyes, 
“  And  their  own  pride  reliffs  the  light. 

4  “  father,  his  thus,  becaufe  thy  will 

“  Chofe  and  ordain’d  it  fhould  be  fo  \ 

“  ’Tis  thy  delight  t’  abafe  the  proud, 

“  And  lay  the  haughty  fcorner  low. 

5“  There’s  nonecan  know  theFather right, 
“  But  thole  who  learn  it  from  the  Son  * 
“Nor  can  the  Son  be  well  receiv’d, 

“  But  where  the  Father  makes  him 
known.” 

6  Then  let  our  fouls  adore  our  God, 

That  deals  his  graces  as  he  pleafe  ; 

Nor  gives  to  mortals  an  account, 

Or  of  his  actions  or  decrees. 


3  How  happy  are  our  cars, 

That  hear  this  joyful  found, 

W  Inch  kings  and  prophets  waited  for 
And  fought,  but  never  found! 

4  How  blefled  are  our  eyes, 

That  fee  this  heav'niy  light ; 

Prophets  and  kings  de fir’d  it  long, 

But  dy’d  without  the  fight. 

5  The  watchmen  join  their  voice. 

And'  tuneful  notes  employ  ; 

Jferufalem  breaks  forth  in  longs, 

And  defarts  learn  the  joy. 

6  The  Lord  makes  bare  his  arm 
Tli rough  all  the  earth  abroad  ; 

Let  ev’ry  nation  now  behold 
Their  Saviour  and  their  God. 

_  i 


XI.  LONG  METRE. 


XII.  C  O  M  M  ON  METRE. 

Free  Grace  in  revealing  Cbrift.  Lukex..  21. 

1  ^ pESUS  the  man  of  con  Han  t  grief, 

J  A  mourner  all  his  davs  ; 

His  Spirit  once  rejoic’d  aloud, 

|  And  turn’d  his  joy  to  praife. 

<  2  Father  I  thank  thy  c wond’rous  love. 

That  hath  repeal’d  thy  Son 
To  men  unlearned ;  and  to  babes 
Has  made  thy  gofpel  knonjon. 

3  The  myft’ries  of  redeeming  grace 
Are  hidden  from  the  cwfei 
IFbile  pride  and  carnal  reasonings  join 
To.  fusel!  and  blind  their  eyes. 

Thus  doth  the  Lord  of  heav’11  and  earth 
His  great  decrees  fulfil, 

And  orders  all  his  works  of  grace, 

By  his  own  fov’reign  will. 


‘The  Humble  enlightened,  and  carnal  Reafop 
humbled  :  Or,  The  Sovereignty  of  Grace. 
Luke  x.  2r,  22. 

^JT'HERE  was  an  hour  when  Cbrift  re- 
1  joiVd, 

And  fpoke  his  joy  in  w'ords  of  praife  ; 
Father,  I  thank  thee,  mighty  God,  j 
Lord  of  the  earth  and  heav’ns,  and  feas.i 


XIII.  LONG  METRE. 

The  Son  of  god  incarnate  :  Or,  The  Titles  and 
the  Kingdom  of  Christ,  IJa.  ix.  2,  6,  7. 

1  rT^H  E  lands  that  long  in  darknefs  lay, 

X  Now  have  beheld  a  heav’niy  light ; 
Nations  that  fat  in  death’s  cold  (hade, 
Are  blcfs’d  with  beams  divinely  bright* 


Book  L  H  Y  M  N  S*  &c.  xiv^  xv,  xvi,  xvlf.  t&f 


2  The  virgin's  promis'd  Son  is  born  $ 
Behold  the  expected  Child  appear  ; 
What  (hall  his  names  or  titles  be  ? 

The  Wonderful ,  The  Counfellor. 

3  F  This  infant  is  the  mighty  God, 
Come  to  be  fuckled  and  ador'd  ; 

Th’  eternal  Father,  Prince  of  peace, 
The  Son  of  David,  and  his  Lord.] 

4  The  government  of  earth  and  leas 
Upon  his  fhoulders  fhall  belaid; 

His  wide  dominions  fhall  increafe, 
And  honours  to  his  name  be  paid. 

5  Jefus  the  holy  child  fhall  lit 
High  on  his  father  David's  throne, 
Shall  crulh  his  foes  beneath  his  feet, 
And  reign  to  ages  yet  unknown. 


2  I  glory  in  infirmity, 

T  hat  Ch  rift 's  ow  h  p  o  w 7  r  may  red  on  me  ; 
When  I  am  weak,  then  am  I  llrong, 
Grace  is  my  Ihield,  and  Chrift  my  ion£-, 

3  I  can  do  all  things,  or  can  bear 
All  luff’rings,  if  my  Lord  be  there  ; 
Sweet  pleafu res  mingle  with  the  pains. 
While  his  left  hand  my  head  fuflains, 

4 

4  But  if  tire  Lord  be  once  withdrawn. 

And  we  attempt  the  work  alone  ^ 

When  new  temptations  fpring  and  rife. 
We  find  how  great  our  weaknefs  is. 

So  Samp/on ,  when  his  hair  was  loft, 

Met  the  Phdiftincs  to  his  coft  ; 

Shook  his  vain  limbs  with  fad  fur  prize. 
Made  feeble  fight,  and  loft  his  eyes. 


XIV.  LONG  METRE. 

The  Triumph  ofFaith  :  Or,  Cbrft's  unchange¬ 
able  Love.  Rom.  viii.  33,  &c. 

iX  T  7HO  fhall  the  Lord's e1e£t  condemn  ? 
V  V  'Tis  God  that  juftifies  their  fouls,! 
And  mercy  like  a  mighty  ftream, 

O’er  all  their  fins  divinely  rolls. 

2  Who  fhall  adjudge  the  faints  to  hell  ? 

'Trs  Chrift  that  fuffer’d  in  their  ftead  ; 
And  the  falvation  to  fulfil, 

Behold  him  riling  from  the  dead. 

3  He  lives  1  he  lives  !  and  fits  above, 

For  ever  interceding  there  : 

Who  fhall  divide  11s  from  his  love, 

Or  what  fhould  tempt  us  to  defpair  ? 

4  Shall  perfection  or  diftrefs, 

Famine,  or  fword,  or  nakednefs  ? 

He  that  hath  lov'd  us,  bears  us  through, 


XVI.  COMMON  METRE. 

Hofanna  to  Chrift.  Matth .  xjci.  9.  Luhs  x.1%. 

3*>  4C* 

1  JHJOS  AHN A  to  the  royal  Son 
Of  David's  ancient  line! 

His  natures  two,  his  perfon  one, 
Myfterious  and  divine. 

2  The  root  of  David  here  we  find, 

And  offspring  is  the  fame  ; 

Eternity  and  time  are  join'd 
In  our  Immanuel’s  name. 

3  Blefs'd  he  that  comes  to  wretched  rrrrm 
With  peaceful  news  from  heav’u  ! 

Hofannas ,  of  the  higheft  ftrain, 

To  Chrift  the  Lord  be  giv’n  1 

4  Let  mortals  ne’er  refufe  to  take 

And  makes  11s  more  than  conqu'rors  coo.|T  a  ^  Hofanna  on  their  tongues,  .[break 
„  .  ,  ,  .  .  ,  jLeft  rocks  and  (tones  fticmld  raife,  a<fid 


5  Faith  hath  an  overcoming  pow'r, 

.It  triumphs  in  the  dying  hour  : 

Chrift  is  our  life,  our  joy,  our  hope, 

Nor  can  we  fink  with  fuch  a  prop. 

6  Not  all  that  men  on  earth  can  do, 
Norpow'rs  on  high,  nor  pow’rs  below, 
Shall  caufe  his  mercy  to  remove, 

Or  wean  cur  hearts  from  Chrift  our  love. 

xv.  — 


Their  filence  into  longs.. 


XVII.  COMMON  METRE* 

Vi iftory  over  Death.  1  Cor.  xv.  55, 

FOR  an  overcoming  faith 
To  cheer  my  dying  hours. 

To  triumph  o'er  the  moniter  death, 
And  all  his  frightful  pow  Vs  ! 

LONG  METRE.  ! 

r,  xxr  t  /*  ,  ...  0  ,  '2  Joyful,  with  all  the  (trength  I  have. 

Our  own  Weajinefs,  and  Chnft  our  Strength.!  a/t  ’  •  »  •  \-  n  n  r 

^  J  s  !  My  quiv  ring  up  fnould  ring. 


■o 


10. 


2.  Cor.  x;i.  7,  9, 

i  T  ET  me  but  hear  my  Saviour  fay, 
Strength  Jhall  be  equal  to  the  day  ; 
Then  I  rejoice  in  deep  diftrefs. 
Leaning  on  all- fufficient  grace. 


1  Where  is  thy  boafted  vift’ry,  grave  R 
|  And  where  the  monjler  s  {ling  f 

13  If  fin  be  pardon’d  I’m  fecure. 
Death  has  no  king  be  fide  ^ 


- 


ytu::'-. 

;  *****&"■.'.•:  ;  . 
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The  law  gives  fin  its  damning  pow'r  ; 
But  Cbrifi  my  ranfom  dy'd. 

4  Now  to  the  God  of  victory 
Immortal  thanks  be  paid, 

Who  makes  us  conqu’rors,  while  we  die 
Through  Gbrijl  our  living  head. 


XVIII.  COMMON  METRE. 


Blefied  are  the  Dead  that  die  in  the  Lord.  Rev. 


I 


x;v.  13. 


HEAR  what  the  voice  from  heav’n 
For  all  the  pious  dead,  [proclaims 
Sweet  is  the  favour  of  their  names, 

And  foft  their  Ileeping  bed. 


2  They  die  in  Jefus,  and  are  blefs'd  ; 
How  kind  their  (lumbers  are  ! 

From  fuff’rings  and  from  fins  releas’d, 
And  freed  from  ev’ry  inare. 


3  Far  from  this  world  of  toil  and  (trife, 
They're  prelent  with  the  Lord  ; 
The  labours  of  their  mortal  life 
End  in  a  large  reward. 


XIX.  COMMON  METRE. 

The  Song  of  Smew  :  Or,  Death  made  delirable. 
Luke  i.  27,  See. 


XX.  COMMON  METRE. 

Spiritual  Apparel, via.  The  Robe  of  Righteouf- 
nefs,  ana  Garments  of  Salvation.  I  fa.  ixi.  10. 

1  A  W  AKE  my  heart,  arife  my  tongue? 
rk  Prepare  a  tuneful  voice  ; 

In  God  the  life  of  all  my  joys, 

Aloud  will  I  rejoice. 

2  ’Tis  he  adorn’d  my  naked  foul, 

And  made  falvation  mine  ; 

Upon* a  poor  polluted  worm 
He  makes  his  graces  fhine. 

3  And  leff  the  fliadow  of  a  fpot 

Should  on  my  foul  be  found. 

He  took  the  robe  the  Saviour  wrought, 
And  call  it  all  around. 

4  How  far  the  heav'nly  robe  exceeds 

What  earthly  princes  wear  ! 

Thefe  ornaments,  how  bright  they  fhine ! 
How  white  the  garments  are  ! 

5  The  Spirit  wrought  by  faith  and  love. 

And  hope  in  ev’ry  grace  3 
But  Jefus  fpent  his  life,  to  work 
The  robe  of  righteoufnefs. 

5  Strangely,  my  foul,  art  thou  array'd 
By  the  great  facred  Three  1 
In  fweeteft  harmony  of  praile 
Let  all  thy  pow'rs  agree. 


1  T  ORD,  at  thy  temple  we  appear, 
i  j  As  happy  Simedn  came, 

And  hope  to  meet  our  Saviour  here; 

O  make  our  joys  the  fame  ! 

2  With  what  divine  and  vaft  delight 

The  good  ©Id  man  wras  fill'd, 

When  fondly  in  his  wither’d  arms 
He  clafp'd  the  holy  Child  ; 

3  “  Now  I  can  leave  this  world,  he  cryyd, 

“  Behold  thy  fervant  dies ; 

“  I've  feen-  thy  great  falvation,  Lord, 
“And  clofe  my  peaceful  eyes. 

4  “  Th  is  is  the  light  prepar'd  to  fhine 

“LTpon  the  Gentile  lands, 

“  Thine  Ifrael’s  glory,  and  their  hope, 
'“To  break  their  flavifh  bands.” 

5  [Jefus!  the  vifion  of  thy  face 

Hath  overpow'ring  charms ! 

Scarce  fliall  I  feel  death's  cold  embrace, 
If  Cbrijl  be  in  my  arms. 

6  Then  will  ye  hear  my  heart -firings  break, 

How  fweet  my  minutes  roll  ! 

A  mortal  palenefs  on  my  cheek, 

And  glory  in  my  foul.] 


XXL  COMMON  METRE.  - 

A  Vifion  of  the  Kingdom  of  Cbnft  among  Mem 
Rev.  xxi .  1,  2,  3,  4. 

r  T  O,  what  a  glorious  fight  appears 
jL 4  To  our  believing  eyes  ! 

The  earth  and  feas  are  pafs’d  away, 
And  the  old  rolling  fkies. 

2  From  the  thirdheav’n, where  God  refides. 

That  holy,  happy  place, 

The  new  Jernfaletn  comes  down, 
Adorn’d  with  fhining  grace. 

3  Attending  angels  fhout  for  joy, 

And  the  bright  armies  fing, 

“  Mortals,  behold  the  facred  feat 
“  Of  your  defending  King. 

4  “The  God  of  glory  down  to  men 

“  Removes  his  blefs'd  abode  ; 

“  Men,  the  dear  objects  ot  his  grace, 

“  And  he  the  loving  God. 

5  “  His  own  foft  hand  frail  wipe  the  tears 

“From  ev'ry  weeping  eye,  [fears, 
“  And  pains,  and  groans, and  griefs,  and 
“  And  death  itfeif  fhall  did/* 


j 


&ook  I.  HYMNS,  &c.  xxiv,  xxv,  xxvi,  xxvix. 


How  long,  dear  Saviour,  O  how  long  ! 

Shall  this  bright  hour  delay  ? 

Fly  fwifter  round  ye  wheels  of  time, 
And  bring  the  welcome  day. 

XII  ,and  XXI 1 1 .  Referred  to  the  115th  Pfal. 

XXIV.  LO  NG  METRE. 

le  rich  Sinner  dying.  PJal.  xlix.  6.  o.  Peel. 
viii.  8.  Job  Hi.  14,  15. 

IN  vain  the  wealthy  mortals  toil, 

And  heap  their  fhining  dull  in  vain, 
Look  down  and  fcorn  the  humble  poor, 
And  boaft  their  lofty  hills  of  gain. 

Their  golden  cordials  cannot  eafe 
Their  pained  hearts  or  aching  heads, 
Nor  fright, ^nor  bribe,  approaching  death 
From  glitt’ring  roofs  and  downy  beds. 

The  lingering,  the  unwilling  foul, 

The  difmal  fummons  mull  obey, 

And  bid  along,  a  fad  farewel, 

To  the  pale  lumps  of  lifelefs  clay. 

Thence  they  are  huddled  to  the  grave, 
here  kin^s  and  haves  have  equal 
thrones  ; 

Their  bones  without  diftin<5lion  lie 
Among  the  heaps  of  meaner  bones. 


129 


6  Our  voices  join  the  heav’nly  drain, 
And  with  tranfporting  pleafure  fing, 
Worthy  the  Lamb  that  once  was  fiain^ 
To  be  our  teacher  and  our  king  1 

7  His  words  of  prophecy  reveal 
Eternal  councils,  deep  defigns  : 

His  grace  and  vengeance  dial l  fulfil 
The  peaceful  and  the  dreadful  lines  : 

8  Thou  had  redeem’d  our  fouls  from  helil 
With  thine  invaluable  blood  ; 

And  wretches  that  did  once  rebel 
Are  now  made  fav’rites  of  their  God; 

9  Worthy  for  ever  is  the  Lord, 

That  dy’d  for  treafons  not  his  own^ 
By  ev’ry  tongue  to  be  ador’d. 

And  dwell  upon  his  Father’s  throne. 


The  reft  referred  to  the  49  th  Pfalm. 


XXV.  LONG  METRE. 
v  Vifion  of  the  Lamb.  Rev.  v.  6,  7,  g, 

A  LL  mortal  vanities  be  gone, 

Nor  tempt  my  eyes,nortire  my  ears, 
sehold  amidft  th’  eternal  throne 
\  vifion  of  the  Lamb  appears. 

Glory  his  fleecy  robe  adorns, 

Mark’d  with  the  bloody  death  he  bore  • 
ie-ven  are  his  eyes,  and  feven  his  horns’ 
ro  fpeak  his  wifdom  and  his  pow'r,,  * 

.o,  he  receives  a  fealed  book 
-  rorn  him  that  fits  upon  the  throne  ; 
7efus,  my  Lord,  prevails  to  look 
)n  dark  decrees,  and  things  unknown.] 

U!  the  afTembling  faints  around 
kill  worfhipping  before  the  Lamb, 
new  tongs  of  gofpel  found 
Vddrcfs  their  honours  to  his  name. 

;  he  joy,  the  fhout,  the  harmony 
lies  oer  the  everlafiing  hills; 

'orthy  art  thou  alone ,  they  cry, 

0  read  the  book,  to  looCe  the  feals . 

R 


XXVI.  COMMON  METRE; 

Hope  of  Heaven  by  the  Refurreftion  of  drift i 
1  Pet.  i.  3,  4,  5. 

1  T>  LESS’D  be  the  everlafiing  God, 

13  The  Father  of  our  Lord  : 

Be  his  abounding  mercy  prais’d, 

His  majefiy  ador’d. 

2  When  from  the  dead  he  rais’d  his  Sort; 

And  call’d  him  to  the  fky, 

He  gave  our  fouls  a  lively  hope 
That  they  fhould  never  die. 

3  What  though  our  inbred  fins  require 

Our  flefh  to  fee  the  duft, 

Yet  as  the  Lord  our  Saviour  rofe, 

$0  all  his  foll’wers  muff. 

4  There’s  an  inheritance  divine 
Referv’d  again  ft  that  day  ; 

’Tis  uncorrupted,  undefil’d. 

And  cannot  wafte  away. 

5  Saints  by  the  pmv’r  of  God  are  kept. 
Till  the  falvation  come  : 

We  wal«.  by  faith,  as  ft  rangers  here. 
Till  Chrift  fhatl  call  us  home. 


COMMON  METRE. 

A  flu  ranee  ofFIeaven  . 

■  ijwdven..  ur,  A  Saint  prepared  t' 

die.  2  Tim.  iv.  6,  7,  8,  18. 

jEATH  may  diftolve  my  body  now 
Wl  And  bear  my  fpirit  home  ; 

Why  do  my  minutes  move  f0  flow; 

Nor  my  falvation  come  ? 


*  '1 


i  if 


1  fit 


..  / 


130  H  Y  M  N  S,  See.  xxviii,  xxix,  xxx.  Book  I 


2  With  heav’nly  weapons  I  have  fought 

The  battles  of  the  Lord, 

Finish'd  my  courfe,  and  kept  the  faith, 
And  wait  the  fure  reward.] 

3  God  has  laid  lip  in  heav'n  for  me 

A  crown  which  cannot  fade  ; 

The  righteous  Judge  at  that  great  day 
Shall  place  it  on  my  head. 

4  Nor  hath  the  King  of  grace  decreed 

This  price  for  me  alone  ; 

But  all  that  love  and  long  to  fee 
Th'  appearance  of  his  Son. 

5  Jefus,  the  Lord,  fhall  guard  the  fafe 

From  ev’ry  ill  defign  i 
And  to  his  heav’nly  kingdom  take 
This  feeble  foul  of  mine.; 

6  God  is  my  everlafting  aid, 

And  hell  fliall  rage  in  vain  ; 

To  him  be  higheft  glory  paid,  j 
And  endlefs  praife.  Amen . 


XXVIII.  COMMON  METRE. j 

The  Triumph  of  Cbnjl  oyer  the  Enemies  of  the 
Church.  Jja.  Ixiii.  1,  2.,  3>  &c* * 

j  T  T  THAT  mighty  man, or  mightyGod, 
VV  Comes  travelling  in  date 
Along  the  Idumean  road, 

Away  from  Bozrab’s  gate  ! 

2  The  glory  of  his  robes  proclaim 

*Tis  fome  victorious  king  : 

“  ’Tis  1  the  juft,  the  Almighty  One, 

<<  That  your  falvation  bring/ 

3  Why,  mighty  Lord,  thy  faints  inquire, 

Why  thine  apparel’s  red  ? 

And  all  thy  vefture  ftain’d  like  thofe 
Who  in  the  wine  *p  refs  tread  ? 

4  I  by  myfelf  have  trod  the  prefs, 

<<  And  cr lift'd  nay  foes  alone  ; 

a  Mv  wrath  hasftruck  the  rebels  dead, 
11  Mv  fury  ftamp’d  them  down. 

c  «  jxis  Edom’s  blood  fhat  dyes  my  robes 
<<  With  joyful  leaflet  ftains  ; 

«  The  triumph  that  mv  raiment  wears 
«  Sprung  from  their  bleeding  veins. 

£  «  Thus  fliall  the  nations  be  deflroy’d 
<1  7  hat  dare  infult  my  faints  ; 

(i  I  have  an  arm  / avenge  their  wrongs, 
a  ear  for  their  complaints. 


XXIX.  COMMON  METRE. 


The  Triumph  of  Chrijl  :  Or,  The  Ruin  of  An 
t'ichriji.  Ver .  4,  5,  6,  7. 


1  “  T  LIFT  my  banner,  faith  the  Lord 

X  “  Where  Anticbrijl  has  flood  5 
u  The  city  of  my  gofpel  foes 
“  Shall  be  a  field  of  blood. 

2  (<  My  heart  has  fttidied  juft  revenge, 

“  And  now  the  day  appears, 

“  The  day  of  my  redeem’d  is  come, 

“  To  wipe  away  their  tears. 

3  “  Qmte  weary  is  my  patience  grown, 

“  And  bids  my  fury  go  : 

<<  Swift  as  the  lightning  it  fhall  mov< 
“  And  be  as  fatal  too. 


4  “  I  call  for  helpers  but  in  vain  : 

“  Then  has  my  gofpel  none  ?  [enougf 
(<  Weil,  mine  own  arm  has  migl 
“  To  crufh  my  foes  alone. 


5  t(  Slaughter,  and  my  devouring  fwor 

“  Shall  walk  the  ftreets  around, 

“  Babel  fhall  reel  beneath  my  ftroke, 
<4  And  flagger  to  the  ground/' 

6  Thy  honours,  O  vi&orious  King  ! 

Thine  own  right  hand  fhall  raife. 
While  we  thy  awful  vengeance  ling, 
And  our  deliverer  praife. 


XXX.  LONG  METRE. 

Prayer  for  Deliverance  anfwered.  I/a.  xxv 
8 - -20. 

t  TN  thine  own  ways,  O  God  of  love, 

X  We  wait  the  vifits  of  thy  grace ; 

Our  fouls  defire  is  to  thy  name, 

And  the  remembrance  of  thy  face. 

2  My  thoughts  are  fearching, Lord,  for  the 

’Mongft  the  blacklhades  of  lonefome  nigh 
My  earned  cries  falute  the  Ikies, 

Before  the  dawn  reftore  the  light. 

3  Look  how  rebellious  men  deride 
The  tender  patience  of  my  God  ; 

But  they  fliall  fee  thy  lifted  hand. 

And  feel  the  fcourges  of  thy  rod. 

4  Hark  1  the  Eternal  rendf  the  fky, 

A  mighty  voice  before  him  goes, 

A  voice  of  mu  lick  to  his  friends, 

5  jBut  threa/ning  thunder  to  his  iocs. 


Book  I. 


HYMN  S,  &c.  xxxii,  xxxix,  xl.  *3* 


5Come,  children,  to  your  Father's  arms, 
Hide  in  the  chambers  of  my  grace 
’Till  the  fierce  florm  be  overblown, 
And  my  revenging  fury  ceafe. 

6  My  fword  (hall  boaft  its  thoufands  flain, 
And  drink  the  blood  of  haughty  kings, 
While  heav'nly  peace  around  my  flock 

Stretches  its  foft  and  fhady  wings. 

,  -  - -  % 

XXXI.  Referred  to  the  if  Pfalm. 


XXXII.  COMMON  METRE. 

Strength  from  Heaven.  Ifa.  xl.  27,28,  29,  3c. 

iWHENCE  do  our  mournful  thoughts 
And  where'sour courage  fled?  [arife! 
Has  redlefs  fin,  and  raging  hell, 

Struck  all  our  comforts  dead  ? 


3  Why  do  we  then  indulge  our  fears, 

Sufpicions  and  complaints  ? 

Is  he  a  God,  and  (hall  his  grace 
Grow  weary  of  his  faints  ? 

4  Can  a  kind  woman  e’er  forget 

The  infant  of  her  womb, 
And'mongfla  thou  (and  tender  thoughts 
Herfuckling  have  no  room  ? 

5  Yet,  faith  the  Lord,  Jhould  nature  change , 

And  mothers  monjlers  prove, 

Sion  Jlill  dwells  upon  the  heart 
Of  everla fling  love. 

6  Deep  on  the  palms  of  both  my  hands 

I  have  engrav  d  her  name  ; 

My  hands  fhall  raife  her  ruin  d  walls 
And  build  her  broken  frame . 


3  Have  we  forgot  th'  Almighty  name, 
That  form'd  the  earth  and  fea  ? 
Andean  an  all-creating  arm 
Grow  weary  or  decay  ? 

3  Treafures  of  everlafling  might 

In  our  Jehovah  dwell  ; 

He  gives  the  conqueft  to  the  weak, 

And  treads  their  foes  to  hell. 

4  Mere  mortal  pow’r  fhall  fade  and  die, 

And  youthful  vigour  ceafe  ; 

But  we  that  wait  upon  the  Lord, 

Shall  feel  our  ftrength  increafe. 

5  The  faints  fhall  mount  on  eagles'  wings, 

And  fade  the  promis’d  bids, 

'Till  their  unwearied  feet  arrive 
Where  perfedt  pleafure  is. 

XXXIIT,  XXXIV,  XXXV,  XXXVI, 
XXXVII,  XXXVIII,  Referred  to  Pfal. 
I2i,  124,  67,  7 3,  90,  and  84. 


XXXIX.  C  O  M  M  O  N  METRE. 

Cod’s  tender  Care  of  his  Church.  Ifa.  xlix.  13 

14,  See. 

i  \TOW  fhall  my  inward  joys  arife, 
IN  And  bard  into  a  long  ; 
Almighty  love  infpires  my  heart, 

And  pleafures  tune  my  tongue. 

3  God  on  his  thirdy  Sion’s  hill 

Some  mercy  drops  has  thrown. 

And  folemn  oaths  hath  bound  his  love 
To  fhower  falvation  down. 


XL.  LONG  METRE, 

fhe  Bufinefs  and  BlefTednefs  of  glorified  Saints. 
Rev.  vii.  13,  14,  I5» 

1  Try  HAT happy  men ,  or  a?* 1 2 3 * 5 6  gels,  thefe , 

*  That  all  their  robes  are  fpotlefs  white  P 
Whence  did  this  glorious  troop  arrive 
At  the  pure  realms  of  heavenly  light  P 

2  From  tort/ing  racks  and  burning  fires. 
And  feas  of  their  own  blood^thev  came  : 
But  nobler  blood  has  warn'd  their  robes, 
Flowing  from  Chrifl  the  dying  Lamb. 

3  Now  they  approach  th’  Almighty  throne, 
With  loud  Hofannas  night  and  day, 

Sweet  anthems  to  the  great  Three-  One, 
Meafure  their  blefs’d  eternity . 

4 No  more  fhall  hunger  pain  their  fouls: 
He  bids  their  parching  third  be  gone. 
And  fpreads  the  lhadow  of  his  wings, 

To  fereen  them  from  the  fcorching  fun. 

5  The  Lamb,  that  fills  the  middle  throne, 
Shall  died  around  his  milder  beams  ; 
There  fhall  they  feaft'on  his  rich  love. 
And  drink  full  joys  from  living  dreams. 

6  Thus  diall  their  mightv  blifs  renew. 
Through  thevad  round  of  endlefs  years, 
And  the  foft  hand  of  fov'reign  "race 

o  o 

Heals  all  their  wounds,  and  wipes  thertr 

[tears* 


l3“  H  Y  M  N  S,  &C.  xli,  *ra  XLV> 
XLI. 


Book  I 


COMMON  METRE. 

The  fame  :  Or  the  Martyrs  glorified.  Rev.  vii. 

&c. 

1  TH„EnSE  5l°,?T  m!nds’  hcm>  bright  they 

H hence  all  their  ’white  array  ?  \Jhme! 

came  they  to  the  happy  feats 

Of  ever  Lifting  day  ? 

2  Fr°m  ^ort  ring  pains  to  endlefs  joys, 

Cn  fiery  wheels  they  rode, 

And  ftrangely  wafh’d  their  raiment  white 
•*n  Jejus  dying  blood. 

3  Now  they  approach  a  fpotlefsGod, 

And  bow  before  his  throne  ; 
iheir  warbling  harps  and  facred  fongs, 
Adore  the  Holy  One. 

4  The  unveil’d  glories  of  his  face 

^  hls  faints  refide, 

VV  hi]c  the  rich  treafure  of  his  grace 
oees  all  their  wants  fupply’d. 

5  Tormenting  third  fhall  leave  their  fouls, 

And  hunger  flee  as  fa  ft  j 
The  fruit  of  life's  immortal  tree 
-  uall  be  their  fweet  repaft. 

6  The  Lamb  (hall  lead  his  heav’nly  flock 

vv  here  living  fountains  rife, 

d*v*ne  ftall  wipe  away 
a  die  borrows  of  their  eyes. 


5  Through  the  wide  air  the  weighty  rod 

Are  fwift  as  hail-fiones  hurl’d \ 
Who  dares  engage  his  fiery  rage. 
That  fhakes  the  folid  world  1 

6  Yet,  mighty  God  1  thy  fov’reign  graci 

bits  regent  on  the  throne, 

The  refuge  of  thy  chofen  race 
When  wrath  comes  rufliing  down. 

7  Thy  hand  fhall  on  rebellious  kin^s 

A  fiery  tempeft  pour,  ° 

Whde  we  beneath  thy  fhelt'ring  wings 
I  hyjuit  revenge  adore. 

^eferred  to  the  100 thPfalm. 
AUV.  Referred  to  the  i Pf aim. 


XLI  I.  COMMON 


metre. 


Divine  Wrath  and  Mercy;  from  Nahumu 


8c\ 


3  A  TORE  and  tremble,  for  our  God 

■y  A-  Is  a  # c on f n?ning  fire. 

His  jealous  eyes  with  wrath  inflame, 
And  raife  his  vengeance  higher.  * 

~  Almighty  vengeance,  how  it  burns  • 
How  bright  his  fury  glows  ! 

Vaft  magazines  of  plagues  and  ftorms 
-Tie  treafur'd  for  his  foes. 

3  i  hose  heaps  of  wrath  by  flow  decrees 

Are  forc'd  into  a  flame,  & 

But  kindled,  Oh  !  how  fierce  they  blaze  ! 
And  lend  all  nature's  frame. 

4  At  his  approach  the  mountains  flee, 

And  fee k  a  war  j-y  grave  ; 

Xne  fr.gtited  fea  makes  haffe  away 
And  ill  rinks  up  ev  ry  wave. 


<< 


Heb.  xil.  29. 


XLV.  COMMON  METRE. 
The  lad  Judgment.  Re*v.  xx.  5,  6,  7,  8. 

SEE  where  the  great  incarnate  Go 
I1  ills  a  majeftick  throne 
While  from  the  fkies  his  awful  voice 
Bears  the  laft  judgment  down. 

2  [“  I  am  the  fir  ft,  and  I  the  la  ft, 

«  J?I0UPh  end,efs  years  the  fame: 
1  AM-— is  my  memorial  fiill, 

“  And  my  eternal  name. 

y  Such  favours  as  a  God  can  give 
“  My  royal  grace  beflows  ; 
Yethirfty  fouls,  come  tafte  the  flrean 
“  Where  life  and  pleafure  flows.] 

4  [“  The  faint  that  triumphs  o’er  his  fins 
* <  1  11  own  him  for  a  fon  ; 

“  The  whole  creation  fhall  reward 
“  I  he  conquefts  he  has  won. 

5  “  But  bloody  hands,and  hearts  unclear 
u  And  all  the  lying  race, 

1  tie  faithlefs  and  the  fcoffing  crew 
T  hat  fpurn  at  offer'd  grace  ; 

X  hey  fhall  be  taken  from  my  fioht 
“  Bound  faff  in  iron  chains,  °  ’ 
And  headking  plung'd  into  the  lake 
V.  here  fire  and  darknefs  reigns."] 

O  may  1  fiand  before  the  Lamb 
^  W  hen  earth  and  teas  are  fled  ! 

And  hear  the  judge  pronounce  my  nami 
With  bleflings  on  my  head. 

May  1  with  thofe  for  ever  dwell, 

Vv  ho  here  were  my  delight  ; 

While  finners  banifh’d  down  to  hell 
No  more  offend  my  fight. 


(( 


u 


Book  I.  HYMNS,  See. 

XLVItftfr/XLVII.  Referred toPf.i  48  and  3. 

XLVIII.  LONG  METRE. 

The  Chriftian  Race.  Jfa.  xl.  28, 29,  30, 

1  A  WAKE  our  fouls  (away  our  fears, 
JljL  Letev’ry  trembling  thought  be  gone) 
Awake  and  run  the  heav’uly  race, 

And  put  a  cheerful  courage  opi. 

2  True  ’tis  a  ftrait  and  thorny  road, 

And  mortal  fpirits  tire  and  taint  ; 

But  they  forget  the  mighty  God, 

That  feeds  the  Arength  of  ev’ry  faint. 

3  The  mighty  God,wflofe  matchlefspow’r, 
Is  ever  new  and  ever  young, 

And  firm  endures,  while  endlefs  years 
Their  everlafling  circles  run. 

4 From  thee, the  overflowing  fpring, 

Our  fouls  /hall  drink  a  frefh  fupply, 
While  fuch  as  truA  their  native  Arength 
Shall  melt  away,  and  droop  and  die. 

5  Swift  as  an  eagle  cuts  the  air, 

Wed!  mount  aloft  to  thine  abode; 

On  wings  of  love  our  fouls  fliall  fly, 

Nor  tire  amidA  the  heav’nly  road. 
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6  Then  fliall  our  love  and  joy  be  full, 
And  feel  a  warmer  flame, 

And  fweeter  voices  tune  the  long 
Of  Mofes  and  the  Lamb. 


XLIX.  COMMON  METRE. 

The  Works  of  Mofes  and  the  Lamb.  Rev.  xv.  3. 

1  1LT OW  Arong  thine  arm  is,  mightyGod, 
X  X  Who  would  not  fear  thy  name  ? 

Jefus,  how  fweet  thy  graces  'are  ! 

Who  would  not  love  the  Lamb  > 

2  He  has  done  more  than  Mofes. d id, 

Our  Prophet  and  our  King; 

From  bonds  of  hell  he  freed  our  fouls, 
And  taught  our  lips  to  flng. 

3  In  the  Red- Sea  by  Mofes'  hand 

The  Egyptian  hofl  was  drown’d  ; 

But  li is  own  blood  hides  all  our  lins, 
And  guilt  no  more  is  found. 

.4  When  through  the  defart  Jfrael  went 
With  manna  they  were  fed  ; 

Our  Lord  invites  us  to  his  flefli, 

And  calls  it  living  bread. 

5  Mofes  beheld  the  promis’d  land, 

A  et  never  reach  d  the  place  ; 

B ut  Chart  fliall  b ri ng  his  foi l  w ers home, 

\  +  0  ins  Father’s  face. 


L,  COMMON  METRE. 

The  Song  of  Zacharias ,  and  the  Meffage  of 
John  the  Baptill :  Or,  Light  arid  Salvation  by 
JcJus  Chi  if.  Luke  i.  63,  &c.  John  i.  £  9,  32. 

1  be  the  God  of  //rar/blefs’d, 
JL\I  Who  makes  his  truth  appear; 

His  mighty  hand  fulfils  his  word. 

And  all  the  oaths  he  fware. 

2  Now  he  bedews  old  David's  root 

With  bleflings  from  the  fkics ; 

He  makes  the  branch  of  promife  grow. 
The  promis’d  horn  arife. 

3  [  John  w as  the  prophet  of  the  I^ord, 

To  go  before  his  face. 

The  herald  which  our  Saviour  God 
Sent  to  prepare  his  ways. 

4  He  makes  the  great  falvation  known. 

He  fpeaks  of  pardon’d  fins  ; 

While  grace  divine,  and  heav’nly  love. 
In  its  own  glory  lhines. 

5  <(  Behold  the  Lamb  of  God,  he  cries, 

“  That  takes  our  guilt  away  : 

<(  I  faw  the  Spirit  o’er  his  head 
“  On  his  baptizing  day.] 

6  “  Be  ev’ry  vale  exalted  high, 

44  Sink  ev’ry  mountain  low  ; 

“  The  proud  muflifoop,and  humble  fouls 
4 4  Shall  his  falvation  know. 

7  “The  Heathen  realms  with  IfraeVs  land 

“  Shall  join  in  fweet  accord  ; 

“  And  ail  that’s  born  of  man  fliall  fee, 

44  The  glory  of  the  Lord. 

44  Behold  the  morning  flar  arife, 

44  Yg*  that  in  darknefs  (it : 

44  lie  marks  the  path  that  leads  to  peace 
And  guides  our  doubtful  feet.” 


LI.  S  II O  R  T  METRE. 

Preserving  Grace,  fude  xxiv.  25. 

1  r  |  ^ ^  God  the  only  wife, 

1  Our  Saviour  and  our  Kin*7, 
Let  all  the  faints  below  the  fkics  ^ 
I  Loir  humble  pruifes  briiir. 


- .  -  -  < 
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2  ’Tis  his  almighty  love, 

His  council  and  his  care, 

Preferves  us  lafe  from  fin  and  death, 
And  ev’ry  hurtful  fnare. 

3  He  will  prelent  our  fouls 
Unblemilh'd  and  complete, 

Before  the  glory  of  his  face, 

With  joys  divinely  great. 

4  Then  all  the  chofen  feed 
Shall  meet  around  the  throne, 

Shall  blefs  the  conduct  of  his  grace, 
And  make  his  wonders  known. 

5  To  our  Redeemer,  God, 

Wifdom  and  pow'r  belongs, 

Irfimortal  crowns  of  majefly, 

And  everlafting  fongs. 


LI  I.  LONG  METRE*. 

Baptlfm.'  Math,  xxvili.  ig.  A&t  ii.  38. 

i’r  |  "'W AS  the  commiflion  of  our  Lord, 
-L  Go  teach  the  nations  and  baptize , 
The  nations  have  receiv'd  the  word 
Since  he  afcended  to  the  ikies. 

2  He  fits  upon  th'  eternal  hills, 
Witl^grace  and  pardon  in  his  hands, 
And  lends  his  cov’nant,  with  the  feals, 
To  blefs  the  diftant  chriftian  lands. 

3  Repent  and  be  baptiz’d,  he  faith, 

For  the  remijjion  of  your  jins  ; 

And  thus  our  fenfe  allHts  our  faith, 

And  fhews  us  what  his  gofpel  means. 

4  Our  fouls  he  wafhes  in  his  blood, 

As  water  makes  the  body  clean  ; 

And  the  good  Spirit  from  our  God 
Defcends  like  purifying  rain. 

5  Thus  we  engage  ourfelves  to  thee, 

And  feal  our  cov’nant  with  the  Lord  ; 

O  may  the  great  Eternal  Three 
In  heav'n  our  foiemn  vows  record  ! 


IT>  liii,  liv,  lv.  Book  I. 

1  Our  nation  reads  the  written  word, 

I  hat  book  of  life,  that  lure  record  j 
The  bright  inheritance  of  heav'n, 

Is  by  the  Iweet  conveyance  giv'n. 

3God's  kindeft  thoughts  are  hereexprefs’d, 
Able  to  make  us  wife  and  blefs'd  ; 

The  doctrines  are  divinely  true, 

Fit  for  reproof  and  comfort  too. 

4  Ye  people  all  who  read  his  love 
In  long  epiftles  from  above, 

(He  hath  not  lent  his  lacred  word 
To  ev'ry  land)  praife  ye  the  Lord. 

LIV.  LONG  METRE. 

Electing  Grace  :  Or,  Saints  beloved  in  Chrifls 
Epb.  i.  3,  &c. 

1  t'dhESUS,  we  blefs  thy  Father's  name ; 
J  Thy  God  and  ours  are  both  the  fame  ; 
What  heav’nly  blefTings  from  his  throne 
Flow  down  to  linnet  s  through  his  Son  ! 

2  Chrift  be  my  firft  eleff,  he  faid, 

Then  chofe  our  fouls  in  Chriji  our  Head, 
-Before  he  gave  the  mountains  birth, 

Or  laid  foundations  for  the  earth. 

3  Thus  did  eternal  love  begin 

To  raile  us  up  from  death  and  fin  ; 

Our  characters  were  then  decreed  ; 
Blamelefs  in  love,  a  holy  feed. 

4  Predeltinated  to  be  fons, 

Born  by  degrees,  but  chofe  at  once  ; 

A  new  regenerated  race, 

To  praife  the  glory  of  his  grace. 

5  With  Chrift ,  our  Lord,  we  fiiare  a  part 
Jn  the  affections  of  his  heart ; 

Nor  fliall  our  fouls  be  thence  remov'd, 
'Till  lie  forgets  his  firft  belov’d. 


LV.  COMMON  METRE. 

Hezekiah's  Son? :  Or,  Sicknefs  and  Recovery. 
IJa.  xxxviii.  9,  See. 


LIII.  LONG  METRE. 

The  holy  Scriptures.  Heb.  i.  1.  2  Tim.  iii.  15, 
i 6.  Pfa.  cxlvii.  19,  20. 

i OD,  who  in  various  methods  told 
His  mind  and  will  to  faints  of  old, 
Sent  his  own  Son.  with  truth  and  grace, 
To  teadi  us  in  thefe  latter  days. 


1 WHEN  weare  ra’s’d  fr°m  deep  diftrefs. 
Our  God  deferves  a  long  ; 

We  take  the  pattern  of  our  praife 
From  Hezekiah’s  tongue. 

2  The  gates  of  the  devouring  grave 
Are  open'd  wide  in  vain, 

If  he  that  holds  the  keys  of  death 
Commands  them  faff  again. 


Book  I.  HYMNS,  &c.  lvi,  lvii,  lviii.  135 


3  Pains  of  the  flefh  are  wont  t'  abufe 

Our  minds  with  flavifh  fears  ; 

Our  days  arepajl ,  and  <we  jlali  lofe 
The  remnant  of  our  years. 

4  We  chatter  with  a  fwallow's  voice, 

Or  like  a  dove  we  mourn. 

With  bitternefs  inftead  of  joys, 

Afflicted  and  forlorn. 

5  Jehovah  fpeaks  the  healing  word. 

And  no  difeafe  withftands  ;  - 
Fevers  and  plagues  obey  the  Lord, 

And  fly  at  his  commands. 

6  If  half  the  firings  of  life  fhould  break, 

He  can  our  frame  reflore, 

He  caffs  our  fins  behind  his  back, 

And  they  are  found  no  more. 


LVI.  COMMON  METRE. 

The  Song  of  Mofes  and  the  Lamb  :  Or,  Baby¬ 
lon  fallme.  Rev.  xv.3,  and  xvi.  19, and  xvu,  6. 

E  fing  the  glories  of  rhy  love, 
We  found  thy  dreadful  name  ; 
The  Chriftian  church  unites  the  fongs 
Of  Mofes  and  the  Lamb. 

-a  Great  God, how  wond'rous  are  thy  works 
Of  vengeance,  and  of  grace  1 
Thou  King  of  faints,  Almighty  Lord, 
How  juft  and  true  thy  ways  ! 


2  To  all  that's  good,  averfe  and  blind, 

But  prone  to  all  that's  ill ; 

What  dreadful  darknefs  veilsour  mindl 
How  oblfinate  our  will ! 

3  Conceiv'd  in  fin  (O  wretched  flate) 

Before  we  draw  our  breath, 

The  firth  young  pulfe  begins  to  beat 
Iniquity  and  death. 

4  How  ftrong  in  our  degen'rate  blbod 

The  old  corruption  reigns, 

And  mingling  with  the  crooked  flood. 
Wanders  through  all  our  veins  l 

5  [Wild  and  unwholefome  as  the  root 

Will  all  the  branches  be ; 

How  can  we  hope  for  living  fruit 
From  fuch  a  deadly  tree  ? 

6  What  mortal  pow'r  from  things  unclean 

Can  pure  prcdudlions  bring  ? 

Who  can  command  a  vital  dream 
From  an  infected  fpring  ?] 

7  Yet,  mighty  God,  thy  wond'rous  love 

Can  make  our  nature  clean, 

While  Cbrift  and  grace  prevail  above 
The  tempter,  death  and  fin. 

8  The  fecond  Adam  fha.Il  reftore 
The  ruins  of  the  firff  ; 

Hof  anna  to  that  fov'reign  pow'r 
That  new  creates  our  duft! 


3  Who  dares  refufe  to  fear  thy  name, 

Or  worfhip  at  thy  throne  ! 

Thy  judgments  (peak  thy  holinefs 
Through  all  the  nations  known. 

4  Great  Babylon ,  that  rules  the  earth, 

Drunk  with  the  martyrs  blood, 

Her  crimes  fhali  fpeedily  awake, 

The  fury  of  our  God. 

5  The  cup  of  wrath  is  ready  mix'd, 

And  fhe  muff  drink  the  dregs  ; 
Strong  is  the  Lord,  her  fov'reign  Judge, 
And  (hall  fulfil  the  plagues. 

LVII.  COMMON  METRE. 

Original  Sin  :  Or,  the  fir  ft  and  fecond  Adam. 
Rom.  v.  12,  See.  Pfal.  li.  5.  Job.  xiv.  4 

ACKWARD  with  humble  lhawie 
On  our  original ;  [we  look 

How  is  our  nature  dafh'd  and  broke 
In  our  firft  father's  fall ! 


LVIII.  LONG  METRE. 

fhe  Devil  vanquifhed  :  Or,  MicbaeF s  War 
with  the  Dragon.  Rev.  xii.  7. 

1 T  ET  mortal  tongues  attempt  to  fing 
I  j  The  wars  of  heav’n,  when  Michael 
Chief  general  of  th'  eternal  King  [flood 
And  fought  the  battles  of  our  God. 

2  Againft  the  dragon  and  hishoff 
The  armies  of  the  Lord  prevail  ; 

In  vain  they  rage,  in  vain  they  boaff. 
Their  courage  finks,  their  weapons  fail. 

3  Down  to  the  earth  was  Satan  thrown, 
Down  to  the  earth  his  legions  fell ; 

Then  wasthe  trump  of  triumph  blown. 
And  fhook  the  dreadful  deeps  of  hell. 

4  Now  is  the  hour  of  darkaief^paft, 

Chriji  has  aflu  til'd  his  reigning  pow'r  ; 
Behold  the  great  accufer  caff 
Down  from  the  Ikies,  to  rile  nonjer-r. 


Book  I. 


*36  H  Y  M  N  S,  See. 

5 '  *Twas  by  thy  blood,  immortal  Lamb, 
Thine  armies  trod  the  tempter  down  ; 
Tvvas  by  thy  word  and  powerful  name 
They  gain’d  the  battle  and  renown. 

6  Rejoice,  ye  heav’ns  ;  let  ev'ry  flar 
Shine  with  new  glories  round  the  fky  : 
Saints,  while  ye  ting  the  heav'nly  war, 
Raife  your  Deliverer's  name  on  high. 


LIX.  LONG  METRE. 

Babylon  fallen.  Rev .  xviii.  20,  21. 

iTN  Gabriel’s  hand  a  mighty  ftuie 
-L  Lies  a  fair  type  of  Babylon  : 
Prophets  rejoice ,  and  all  ye  faints, 

God  fall  avenge  your  long  complaints . 

2  He  faid,  and  dreadful  as  lie  flood, 
He  funk  the  milftone  in  the  flood  : 
Thus  terribly  fixill  Babel  fall , 

7  bus,  and  no  more  be  found  at  all . 


LX.  LONG  METRE. 


The  Virgin  Mary's  Song  :  Or,  The  promlfed 
Meffiah  born.  Luke  i.  46,  &c. 

iplUR  fouls  fhall  magnify  the  Lord, 

In  God  the  Saviour  we  rejoice  ; 
While  we  repeat  the  Virgin's  long, 

May  the  fame  Spirit  tune  our  voice. 

2  [The  Highefl  faw  her  low  eftate, 

-A  nd  mighty  things  his  hand  hath  done  5 
His  overfhadowing  pow'r  and  °race 
Makes  her  the  mother  of  his  Son. 

3  Let  ev'ry  nation  call  her  blefs’d 
And  endlefs  years  prolong  her  fame  ; 

But  God  alone  muff  be  ador'd ; 

Holy  and  rev 'rend  is  his  name.] 

4  T  o  thofe  that  fear  and  trufl  the  Lord, 
His  mercy  flands  for  ever  fure  : 

From  age  to  age  his  promife  lives, 

And  the  performance  is  fecure. 

5  He  fpake  to  Abra’ m  and  his  feed, 

In  thee  fall  all,  the  earth  be  blefs’d  ; 

I  lie  mem’ry  of  that  ancient  word 
Lay  long  in  his  eternal  bread. 

£  But  now  no  more  fhall  frael  waif, 

No  more  the  Gentiles  lie  forlorn  ; 

Lo,  the  defire  of  nations  comes; 

Behold  the  promis'd  feed  is  born  1 


LIX,  LX,  LXI,  LXII. 

LONG  METRE. 

CHRIST  our  High  Pried:  and  King:  and 
christ  coming  to  Judgment.  Rev.  i.  5,  6,  7. 

1  TVfLW  to  the  Lord  that  makes  us  know 
ly  The  wonders  of  his  dying  love, 

Be  humble  honours  paid  below, 
emd  drains  of  nobler  praife  above. 

2  Twas  he  that  cleans'd  our  foulefl  fins. 
And  w  a  fil'd  us  in  his  richeft  blood  ; 

Fis  he  that  makes  us  priefts  and  kings. 
And  brings  us  rebels  near  to  God. 

3  Jf°  Jefus  our  atoning  Prieft, 
i  o  Jefus  our  fuperiour  King, 

Be  everlaffing  pow'r  confeft, 

And  ev'ry  tongue  his  glory  fing, 

4  Behold  on  flying  clouds  he  comes, 

And  ev'ry  eye  fhall  fee  him  move  ; 

T  hough  with  our  fins  we  pierc’d  him  once 
T  hen  he  difplays  his  pard'ning  love. 

5  The  unbelieving  world  fhall  wail, 

Vv  hile  wTe  rejoice  to  fee  the  day  : 

Come,  Lord,  nor  let  thy  promife  fail. 

Nor  let  thy  chariots  long  delay. 


LXII.  COMMON  METRE. 


c 

I 


hrist  jesus  the  Lamb  of  god  worfhipped 
by  all  the  Creation.  Rev .  v.  11,  12,  13. 


COME  let  us  join  our  cheerful  fongs 
With  angels  round  the  throne  ; 
Ten  thoufand  thoufand  are  their 
tongues, 

But  all  their  joys  are  one. 


2  Worthy  the  Lamb  that  dy'd,  they  cry. 
To  be  exalted  thus  : 

Worthy  the  Lamb,  our  lips  reply, 

For  he  was  flain  for  us. 


3  jefus  is  worthy  to  receiVe 
Honour  and  pow'r  divine  ; 

And  bleliings  more  than  we  can  give. 
Be,  Lord,  for  ever  thine. 


4  Let  all  that  dwell  above  the  fky, 

And  air,  and  earth  and  feas, 
Confpire  to  lift  thy  glories  high. 
And  fpeak  thine  endlefs  praife. 

5  The  whole  creation  join  in  one, 

To  blefs  the  facred  name 
O}  him  that  fits  upon  the  throne. 
And  to  adore  the  Lamb, 


Book  I.  H  Y  M  N  S,  Sec.  lxiix,  ljUv,  lJcv;  Lie vi. 

/ 

LXIII  s  LONG  M^TRE. 


Christ’s  Humiliation  and  Exaltation. 

v.  i z. 


Ret?. 


^Tf/’HAT  equal  honours  fhall  we 
VV  bring, 

To  thee,  O  Lord  our  God,  the  Lamb, 
When  all  the  notes  that  angels  Ling, 

Are  far  itiferiour  to  thy  narhe  ? 

2  Worthy  is  he  that  once  was  llain. 

The  Prince  of  Life  that  groan'd  and  dy 'd, 
Worthy  to  rife,  and  live  and  reign 
At  his  almighty  Father's  fide. 

3  Pow'rand  dominion  are  his  due. 

Who  flood  condemn’d  at  Pilate* s  bar, 
Wifdom  belongs  to  Jefus  too, 

Tho'  he  was  charg'd  with  madnefs  there, 

4  AH  riches  afe  his  native  right, 

Yet  he  fuflain'd  amazing  lofs; 

To  him  aferibe  eternal  might, 

Who  left  his  weaknefs  on  thecrofs. 


5  If  in  my  Father's  love 
I  fliare  a  filial  part, 

Send  down  thy  Spirit  like  a  dove 
To  refi  upon  iiiy  heart. 

C  We  would  no  longer  lie 

Like  Haves  beneath  the  throne; 
My  faith  fliail  Abba  Father  cry; 
And  thou  tfie  kindred  own. 


LXV 


LONG  METRE. 


5  Honour  immortal  muff  be  paid, 
Infiead  of  fcandal  and  of  fcorn  ; 

While  glory  fhines  around  his  head, 
And  a  bright  crown  without  a  thorn. 

>  Bleffings  for  ever  on  the  Lamb, 

Who  bore  the  curfe  for  wretched  men  : 
Let  angels  found  his  facred  name, 

And  ev'ry  creature  fay,  Amen. 


LXIV.  SHORT  METRE; 
Adoption,  i  John  iii.  i,  &c.  Gal.  vi.  6, 

1  what  wond'rous  grace 
XJ  The  father  has  beflow'd 

jn  tinners  of  a  mortal  race, 

To  call  them  fons  of  G’od  f 

2  'Tis  no  furprizing  thincr, 

That  we  fhould  be  unknown  ; 

Hie  Jewirti  world  knew  not  their  KiV, 
God  s  evcrlafling  Son.  ° 

3  Nor  doth  it  yet  appeal* 

How  great  we  mult  be  made  • 

•ut  we  nWf,‘fe  °.ltr  Saviour  here. 

We  fliail  be  like  our  head. 

+  A  hope  (o  much  divine 
May  trials  well  endure. 


The  Kingdoms  of  the  World  Become  the  King- 
doms  of  the  Lord  :  Or,  The  Day  of  Judg¬ 
ment.  Re<v.  xi.  ie. 

«.  t  .  ^  . f  ,  (  t 

1  F  -LT  the  fev'nth  angel  found  on  high, 

Let  fhouts  be  heard  thro'  all  the  fky  I 
Kings  of  t lie  earth  withglad  accord. 
Give  up  your  kingdoms  to  the  Lord. 

2  Almighty  God,  thy  pow'r  afiume. 

Who  waff,  and  art,  and  art  to  come  ; 
Jefus  the  Lamb,  who  once  was  llain. 

Fur  ever  live,  for  ever  reign  1 

3  The  angry  nations  fret  and  roar, 

T  hat  they  can  flay  the  fajnts  no  more  j 
On  wings  of  vengeance  flies  our  God, 

To  pay  the  long  arrears  of  blood. 

4  Now  muff  the  rifirig  dead  appear  £ 

Now  the  deciflve  fentence  hear  ; 

Now  the  dear  martyrs  of  the  Lord 
Receive  an  infinite  reward. 


LXVI.  LQNd  METRE. 

hrist  theking  at  hisTable.  Solomon's  Son#  I, 
,  ,  2>  3)  4>  5>  i2>  13,  17. 

LfeT  him  embrace  my. foul  and  prove 
Mine  inc  red  in  his  iieav’nly  love  • 

‘ lle  v°,cVhf,  tg!* 1 2 3.*  me*  th°«  art  mine, 
Lxceeds  tlie  bleffings  of  the  vine. 

1 j*  a?ointing.;fpiHtcame, 

And  fp reads  the  favour  of  thy  name 
I  hat  oil  of  gladnefs  and  of  grace 
Draws  virgin  fouls  to  meet  thy  face. 

i  Jefus  allure  me  by  thy  charms, 
y  oul  fliail  fly  into  thine  arms  I 

Our  wand-ring  feenltyfavourTbring 

To  the  fair  chambers  ot  the  King.  ® 

To  fbeakT^  P^!*ure  tunes  our  voic» 

Our  "’f  our  joys  ;  ’ 

,  Bsvond  thiWP  c  •’  t  ^ve  of  thine 
y  0  the  taftfc  ot  ache.  wine.  1 

'  r  -*  r  • 
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$  Though  in  ourfelves  deform’d  we  are, 
And  black  as  Kedar  s  tents  appear, 

Yet  when  we  put  thy  beauties  on. 

Fair  as  the  courts  of  Solomon. 

6  [While  at  his  table  fits  the  King, 

He  loves  to  fee  us  fmileand  fing  j 

Our  graces  are  our  bell  perfume,  [room. 
And  breathe  like  fpikenard  round  the 

7  As  myrrh  new  bleeding  from  the  tree, 
Such  is  a  dying  Chrift  to  me  : 

And  while  lie  makes  my  foul  his  gueft, 
.My  bofom,  Lord,  /hall  be  thy  reft. 

S  [No  beams  of  cedar  or  of  fir, 

Can  with  thy  courts  on  earth  compare  : 
And  here  we  wait  until  thy  love 
Kaife  us  to  nobler  feats  above,  j 

lxvii.  LONG  METRE. 

Seeking  the  Failures  of  ciirist  the  Shepherd. 
Solomon' s  Sorg  i.  7. 

ir  jf  TdOU,  whom  my  foul  admires  above 
JL  All  earthly  joy  and  earthly  love, 
Tell  me,  dear  ihepherd,  let  me  know 
Where  doth  thy  fweetefl  paftures  grow  ? 

i  Where  is  the  fhadow  of  that  rock, 

That  from  the  fun  defends  thy  flock  ? 
Fain  would  I  feed  among  thy  fheep, 
Among  them  reft,  among  them  fieep. 

3  Why  fhould  thy  bride  appear  like  one 
That  turns  afide  to  paths  unknown  ? 

My  confiant  feet  would  never  rove, 
Would  never  feek  another  love. 

4  [The  footfieps  of  thy  flock  I  fee  ; 

Thy  fweetett  paftures  here  they  be  ; 

A  wond’rous  feaft  thy  love  prepares, 
Bought  with  thy  wounds,  and  groans  and 

[tears. 

5  His  deareft  flefh  he  makes  rny  food, 

And  bids  me  drink  his  riche  It  blood  ; 
Here  to  thefe  hills  my  foul  will  come, 
"Till  my  beloved  lead  me  home.] 

LXVIII.  LONG  METRE. 

The  Banquet  of  Love.  Solomon's  Song  ii* 

3,  4>  S»  7* 

j  T >  EHOLD  the  Rofe  of  Sharon  here, 
X3  The  Lilly  which  the  vallies  bear  $ 
Behold  t fie  Tree  of  Life  that  gives 
Refrefliing  fruit  and  healing  leaves. 


2  Amongft  the  thorns  fo  lilies  fhine  : 
Amonglt  wild  gourds  the  noble  vine  ; 

So  in  mine  eyes  my  Saviour  proves, 
Amidft  a  thoufand  meaner  loves. 

3  Beneath  his  cooling  fhade  I  fat, 
Tofhield  me  from  the  burning  heat; 

Of  heavenly  fruit  he  fpreads  a  feaft, 

To  feed  my  eyes,  and  pleafe  my  tafte. 

4  [Kindly  he  brought  me  to  the  place 
Where  (lands  the  banquet  of  his  grace  ; 
He  faw  me  faint,  and  o’er  my  head 
The  banner  of  his  love  he  fpread. 

5  With  living  bread  and  gen’rous  wine. 
He  cheers  this  finking  heart  of  mine  ; 
And  opening  his  own  heart  to  me, 

He  (hows  his  thoughts  how  kind  they  be.] 

6  O  never  let  my  Lord  depart, 

Lie  down  and  reft  upon  my  heart  ; 

I  charge  my  fins  not  once  to  move, 

Nor  fiir,  nor  wake,  nor  grieve  my  love. 


LXIX.  LONG  METRE. 

Christ  appearing  to  his  Church,  and  feekin£ 
her  Company.  Solomon  s  Song  ii.  3,  9, 10, 11, 
12,  13. 

HE  voice  of  my  beloved  founds 
Over  the  rocks  and  rifing  grounds ; 
O’er  hills  of  guilt  and  feas  of  grief. 

He  leaps,  he  flies  to  my  relief. 

2  Now  through  the  veil  of  flefh  I  fee 
With  eyes  of  love  he  looks  at  me  : 

Now  in  the  gofpel’s  deareft  glafs 
He  (hows  the  beauties  of  his  face. 

3  Gently  he  draws  my  heart  along, 

Both  with  his.  beauties  and  his  tongue  ; 
Rife,  faith  my  Lord,  make  hafte  a*way, 
No  mortal  joys  are  worth  thy  ftay. 

4  The  jewifh  wintry  (late  is  gone, 

The  milts  are  fled,  the  fpring  comes  on. 
The  facred  turtle  dove  we  hear 
Proclaim  the  new,  the  joyful  year. 

5  Th’  immortal  vine  of  heav’nly  root 
Bio  (Toms  and  buds,  and  gives  her  fruit  * 
Lo,  we  are  come  to  tafle  the  wine  ; 

Our  fouls  rejoice  and  blefs  the  Vine. 

6  And  when  we  hear  our  Jefus  fay, 

Rile  up,  my  Love,  make  hafte  away  1 
Our  hearts  would  fain  out  fly  the  wind. 
And  leave  all  earthly  laves  behind. 
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JH 


LXX.  LONG  METRE. 
Christ  inviting,  and  the  Church  answering  the 
Invitation.  Solomon's  Song  ii.  14,  16,  17. 

ARK  !  the  Redeemer  from  on  high 
___  Sweetly  invites  his  favorites  nigh  ; 
From  caves  of  darknefs  and  of  doubt, 
He  gently  fpeaksand  calls  us  out. 

is  My  dove  who  hided  in  the  rock, 

Thine  heart  almoft  with  for  row  broke, 
Lift  up  thy  face,  forget  thy  fear, 

And  let  thy  voice  delight  mine  ear. 

3  Thy  voice  to  me  founds  ever  fweet  ; 

My  graces  in  thy  countenance  meet; 
Though  the  vain  world  thy  face  defpife, 
?Tis  bright  and  comely  in  mine  eyes. 

4  Dear  Lord,  our  thankful  heart  receives 
The  hope  thy  invitation  gives  ; 

To  thee  our  joyful  lips  fha.il  raife 
The  voice  ot  prayer  and  that  of  praife. 

5  T  am  my  Love's,  and  he  is  mine  ; 

Our  hearts,  our  hopes,  ourpalTions  join  ; 
Nor  let  a  motion,  nor  a  word, 


4  [f  bring  him  to  my  mother’s  home, 
Nor  does  my  Lord  refufe  to  come 
To  Sion's  facred  chambers,  where 
My  foul  fir  ft  drew  the  vital  air. 

5  He  gives  me  there  his  bleeding  heart. 
Pierc'd  for  my  fake  with  deadly  fmart ; 
I  give  my  foul  to  him,  and  there 

Our  loves  their  mutual  tokens  fliare. T 

6  I  charge  you  all,  ye  earthly  toys, 
Approach  not  to  difturb  mv  joys  ; 

Nor  fin,  nor  hell,  come  near  my  heart, 
Norcaufe  my  Saviour  to  depart. 


Nor  thought  arife  to  grieve  my  Lord. 

6  My  foul  to  padures  fair  he  leads, 
Amongd  the  lilies  where  he  feeds ; 
Amongdthe  faints  (whofe  robes  are  white 
Wafh’d  in  his  blood)  is  his  delight. 

7?  day  break,  and  fhadows  flee, 

’Till  the  fweet  dawning  light  I  fee. 
Thine  eyes  to  me-ward  often  turn, 

Nor  let  my  foul  in  darknefs  mourn. 

8  Be  like  a  hart  cn  mountains  green, 

Leap  o’er  the  hills  of  fear  and  fin  ;  ’ 

Nor  guilt  nor  unbeliefdivide 
My  Love,  my  Saviour,  from  my  fide. 


LX  XI I.  LONG  METRE. 

The  Coronation  of  chr’ist,  and  Efpoufafs  of 
the  Church.  So  lemon' s  Song  iii.  2. 

AUGHTERS  of  Sion  come,  behold 
The  crown  ol  honour  and  of  gold. 
Which  thegladchurchjwithjoys unknown 
Plac’d  on  the  head  of  Solomon. 


LXXI.  LONG  METRE. 

Christ  found  in  the  Street,  and  brought  to  the 
Church.  Solomon's  Songs  iii.  i,  2 ,  3,  4,  3. 

1  EN  1  feek  my  Lord  by  night, 
vJ7  Jefus ,  my  love,  my  foul’s  delict ; 
With  warm  defire  and  redlefs  thought 
I  feek  him  oft,  but  dnd  him  not.  ° 

*  Then  I  arife,  and  fenreh  the  dreet, 

’Till. I  my  Lord,  my  Saviour  meet  ; 

I  afk  the  watchmen  of  the  night, 
Wheredid  you  fee  my  foul’s  delight  ? 

>  Sometimes  I  find  him  in  my  way  • 

Di reeled  by  a  heav’nly  ray  ;  * 

I  leap  for  joy  to  fee  his  face, 

And  hold  him  fait  in  mine  embrace. 


2  Jefus ,  thou  everlading  King, 

Accept  the  tribute  which  we  bring; 
Accept  the  well-defervhj  renown, 

And  wear  our  praifes  as  thy  crow  n.  • 

3  Let  evTyafl  of  w  or  [hip  be, 

Like  our  efpoufals,  Lord,  to  the?  ; 

Like  the  dear  hour,  w  hen  from  above 
We  firft  receiv’d  thy  pledge  of  love.' 

4  The  gladnefs  of  that  happy  day  I 
Our  hearts  would  wifh  it  lung  to  day  ; 
Nor  let  our  faith  forfake  its  hold, 

Nor  comfort  fink,  nor  love  grow  cold* 

5  Each  foll’wing  minute  as  it  flies, 
Inereafe  thy  praife,  improve  our  joys, 

I  ill  we  are  rais’d  fo  fing  thy  name 
At  the  great  dipper  of  the  Lamb. 

6  O  that  the  months  would  roll  away, 
And  bring  that  coronation-day  ! 

The  King  of  grace  dial]  fill  the  throne, 
AT th  all  his  Father’s  glories  on. 


LX  A  III.  LONG  METRE, 

The  Church’s  Beauty  in  the  Eyes  <>f 


Solomon's  Son 


l  >v.  1,  10,  11,  7 


>  9*  S. 


1  XX  ( N ^  is  the  fpeech  of  Chrift  our  Lord. 
A ik.  Affedlion  founds.in  ev’ry  word  : 

Lo,  thou  art  fair,  my  Love,  he  cries, 

Not  the  young  doves  have  fweeter  eyes. 
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2  [Sweet  are  thy  lips,  thy  pleafing  voice 
Salutes  mine  ear  with  fecret  joys  ; 

No  fpice  fo  much  delights  the  fmell, 

Nor  milk,  nor  honey,  taftes  fo  well.] 

3  Thou  art  all  fair,  my  bride,  to  me  ; 

I  will  behold  nofpotin  thee. 

What  mighty  wonders  love  performs, 
And  puts  a  comelincfs  on  worms ! 

4  Defil’d  and  loathfome  as  we  are, 

.He  makes  us  white,  and  calls  us  fair  ; 
Adorns  us  with  that  heav’nly  drefs, 

His  graces  and  his  righteoufnefs. 

5  My  fider  and  mv  fpoufe,  he  cries, 

Bound  to  my  heart  by  various  ties, 

Thy  pow’rful  love  my  heart  detains 
In  tirong  delight  and  pleafing  chains. 

6  He  calls  me  from  the  Leopard’s  den, 
From  this  wide  world  of  beads  and  men, 
To  Zion  where  his  glories  are  j  ' 

Not  Lebanon  is  halt  fo  fair. 

7  Nor  dens  of  prey,  nor  flow’ry  plains. 
Nor  earthly  joys,  nor  earthly  pains,  ' 
Shall  hold  my  feet,  or  force  my  day. 
When  Chrid  invites  my  foul  away.  ' 


LXXXV.  LONG  METRE. 

The  Church  the  Garden  of  christ.  Solomon's] 
Song  iv.  12,  13,  i£,  and  v.  j. 

are  a  Sarden  around, 

V  V  Chofen  and  made  peculiar  ground;  j 
A  little  fpot  j  inclos’d  by  grace, 

Out  of  the  world’s  wide  wiidernefs, 

2  Like  trees  of  myrrh  and  fpice  wedand, 
Planted  by  God,  the  Father’s  hand, 

And  all  hisfprings  in  Sion  flow, 

To  make  the  young  plantation  grow. 


•  LX  XIV,  LX  XV. 

^ w* n ,lllt0  Ilis  garden  comes, 
e  p  eas  d  tofmeli  our  poor  perfumes 
And  calls  us  to  a  lead  divine, 

Sweeter  than  honey,  milk  or  wine. 

f  tree  mY  friends, 

i  he  bleflmgs  that  my  Father  fends ; 

1  oui  fade  lhall  all  my  dainties  prove. 
And  drink  abundance  of  my  love. 

8  Jefus,  we  will  frequent  thy  board, 

And  ling  the  bounties  of  our  Lord  : 
but  tfie  rich  food  on  which  we  live  [give. 
Demands  more  praife  than  tongue  cai 


LXXVk  long  metre. 

The  Dcfcrlption  of  christ  the  Beloved.  Solo 
man's  Song  v.  9,  10,  u,  12,  14,  15, 

i^J  ^HE  wond’ring  world  enquires  t 
X  know 

Why  I  fliould  love  my  Jefus  fo: 

What  are  his  charms,  fay  they,  above 
The  obje&s  of  a  mortal  love  ? 

2  Yes,  my  beloved  to  my  fight 

Shews  a  fweet  mixture  red  and  white  : 
All  human  beauties,  all  divine, 

In  my  beloved  meet  and  fhine. 

3  White  is  his  foul,  from  blemifh  free  ; 
Red  with  the  blood  he  died  for  me  ; 
The  faired  of  ten  thoufand  fairs; 

A  fun  amongft  ten  thoufand  dars. 

4  [His  head  the  fined  gold  excels  ; 

There  wifdom  in  perfection  dwells, 

And  glory  like  a  crown  adorns 
Thofe  temples  once  befet  with  thorns, 

5  Compaflions  in  his  heart  are  found, 
Clofe  by  the  (ignalsot  his  wound  : 

His  faCred  fide  no  more  fhall  bear 
The  cruel  fcourge,  the  piercing  fpear.] 


3  Awake,  O  heav’nly  wind,  and  come 
Blovv  on  this  garden  of  perfume  ; 
Spirit  divine,  defcerid  and  breathe 
A  gracious  gale  on  plants  beneath. 

4  Make  our  bed  fpices  flow  abroad, 

To'entertain  our  Saviour  God  : 

A.nd  faith,  and  love,  and  joy  appear, 

And  ev’ry  grace  be  adcive  licre. 

*  *  •  * 

5  [Let  my  beloved  come  and  fade 
His  pleafant  fruits  at  his  own  fead  ; 

I  come,  my  fpoufe,  I  come,  he  cries, 
With  love  and  pleafure  In  his  3ves. 


6  [His  hands  are  fairer  fo  behold 
Than  diamonds  fet  in  rings  of  gold  ; 
Thofe  heav’nly  hands,  that  on  the  tree 
Were  nail’d,  and  torn,  and  bled  forme. 

7  Though  once  he  bow’d  his  feeble  knee 
Loaded  with  fins  and  agonies, 

Now  on  the  throne  of  Ids  command 
j  His  legs  like  marble  pillars  dand.J 

1 8  THis  eyes  are  rnajedy  and  love, 

!  The  eagie  temper’d  with  the  dove  ; 
i  No  more  final  1  trickling  forrows  roll 
j  Through  thofe  dear  windows  of  his  foal. 
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9H1S  mouth  that  pour'd  out  long  complaints 
Now  Imiles  and  cheers  his  fainting  laints  ; 
His  countenance  more  graceful  is 
Than  Lebanon  with  all  its  trees. 

10  All  over  glorious  is  my  Lord, 

Muft  be  belov'd,  and  yet  ador'd  ; 

His  worth,  if  all  the  nations  knew. 

Sure  the  whole  earth  would  love  him  too. 


LXXVI.  LONG  METRE. 


HEN  Grangers  (land  and  hear  me 


Christ  dwells  in  Heaven  but  vi/lts  on  Earth. 
Solomon's  Song  vi.  i,  z,  3,  IZ. 

■w  „ 

What  beauties  in  my  Saviour  dwell  ; 
Where  he  is  gone  they  fain  would  know? 
That  they  might  feek  and  love  him  too. 

2  My  bed  beloved  keeps  his  throne, 

On  hills  of  light,  in  worlds  unknown  j 
But  he  delcends  and  fhows  his  face, 

In  the  young  gardens  of  his  grace. 

3  [In  vineyards  planted  by  his  hand, 
Where  fruitful  trees  in  order  hand  ; 

He  feeds  among  the  fpicy  beds, 

Where  lilies  fhow  their  fpotlefs  heads. 

4  He  has  engrofs'd  my  warmeft  love, 

No  earthly  charms  my  foul  can  move  : 

I  have  a  manlion  in  his  heart, 

Nor  death,  nor  hell  thall  make  us  part.] 

5  THe  takes  my  foul  ere  Tm  aware, 

And  fhows  me  where  his  glories  are  ; 

No  chariot  of  Amminadib 

The  heav'nly  rapture  can  deferibe. 

6  O  may  my  fpirit  daily  rife 

On  wings  of  faith  above  the  fkies, 

*  f  ill  death  (hall  make  my  lad  remove, 
To  dwell  for  ever  with  my  love.] 

LXXVII.  LONG  METRE. 

The  Love  of  Christ  to  the  Church  in  his  Lan¬ 
guage  to  her,  and  Provitions  for  her.  Solo¬ 
mon's  Song.  vii.  5,  6,  9,  12,  13/ 

iXTOWin  the  galTries  of  his  grace 
:  IN  Appears  the  King,  and  thus  he  fays, 
“  How  fair  my  faints  are  in  my  fight, 

“  My  love  how  pleafant  for  delight 
2  Kind  is  thy  language,  fov’reign  Lord, 
There’s  heav’nly  grace  in  ev’ry  word  • 
From  that  dear  mouth  a  ftream  divine* 2 3 4 5 
Flows  fweeter  than  the  choice!!  winei. 


3  Such  wond'rouslove  awakes  the  lip. 

Of  faints  that  were  almoft  alleep, 

To  fpeak  the  praifesof  thy  name. 

And  make  our  cold  affe6tions  flame. 

4  Thefe  are  the  joys  he  lets  us  know 
In  fields  and  villages  below  : 

Gives  us  a  relifli  of  his  love, 

But  keeps  his  nobleft  feaft  above. 

5  In  Paradifcy  within  the  gates 
An  higher  entertainment  waits  ; 

Fruits  new  and  old  laid  up  in  ftore. 
Where  we  fhall  feed,  but  third  no  more-. 


LXXVIII.  LONG  METRE. 

The  Strength  of  Christ’s  Love,  and  the  Soul’* 
Jealoufy  of  her  own.  Solomon's  Song  viii. 
5)  6 7>  7»  i3>  r4* 

*[*Y\7"HO  is  this  fair  one  in  didrefs  ? 

V  V  That  travels  from  thewildernefs  f 
And  prefs  d  with  forrows  and  with  fins* 
On  her  beloved  Lord  fhe  leans. 

2  This  is  the  fpoufe  of  Chrijl  our  God, 
Bought  with  the  treafures  of  his  blood  2 
And  her  requed,  and  her  complaint, 

Is  but  the  voice  of  ev'ry  faint.] 

3  “  O  let  my  name  engraven  dand, 

Both  on  thy  heart  and  on  thy  hand  ; 

Seal  me  upon  thine  arm,  and  wear 
That  pledge  of  love  forever  there. 

4  Stronger  than  death  thy  love  is  known, 

W  h  ic  h  fl  ood  s  o  f  w  ra  t  h  co  u  1  d  n  e  v  e  r  d  row  n  • 

And  hell  and  earth  in  vain  combine 
To  quench  a  fire  fornuch  divine. 

5  But  I  am  jealous  of  my  heart, 

Left  it  fhould  once  from  thee  depart  • 
Then  let  thy  name  be  well  imprefsM, 

As  a  fair  fignet  on  my  bread. 

6  ’Jj11  th°U  Ilafl  bronSht  me  to  thy  home 

here  fears  and  doubts  can  never  come 
1  by  count  nance  let  me  often  fee 
And  often  thou  (halt  hear  from  me. 

7  Come,  my  beloved,  hade  away. 

Cut  fbort  the  hours  of  thv  delay  • 

Fly  a  youthful  hart  or  roe 

Over  the  hills  where  /pices  grow. 


£42  II  Y  M  N  S,  &c.  lxxix,  lxxx,  lxxxi,  lxxxii.  Book  I. 


LXXIX.  LONG  METRE. 


A  Morning  Hymn.  Pja/m  xix.  5.,  8,  and  ixxiii, 

24,  2£. 

i^OD  of  the  morning,  at  whofe  voice 


The  cheerful  fun  makes  hafte  to  rife, 
And  like  a  giant  doth  rejoice 
To  run  his  journey  through  the  (kies. 

2  From  the  fair  chambers  of  theeafl. 

The  circuit  of  his  race  begins, 

And  without  weatinefs  or  reft, 

Round  the  whole  earth  he  flies  and  (bines. 


5  [faith  in  his  name  forbids  my  fear  : 
Omay  thy  prefence  neY depart, 

And  in  the  morning  make  me  hear 
The  love  and  kindnefs  of  thy  heart. 

6  Thus  when  the  night  of  death  (hall  come. 
My  flefh  (hall  red  beneath  the  ground* 
And  wait  thy  voice  to  roufe  my  tomb, 
With  (weet  lalvation  in  the  found.} 


LXXXI.  LONG  METRE. 


3  Oh,  like  the  fun  may  I  fulfil 
TIP  appointed  duties  of  the  day, 

Willi  ready  miadjuiri  active  mil.  . 
March  on  and  keep  my  heav'nly  way. 

4  [But  I  (liall  rove  and  lofe  the  race, 

If  God  my  fun,  fhould  difappear, 

And  leave  me  in  this  w  orld’s  wide  maze. 
To  follow  ev’ry  wandering  flar.] 

5  Lord,  thy  commands  are  clean  and  pure, 
Enlight’ning  our  beclouded  eyes  ; 

Thy  threat’nings  juft,  thy  promife  fure, 
Thy  gofpel  makes  the  Ample  wife. 

6  Give  me  thy  counfel  for  my  guide, 

And  then  receive  me  to  thy  bids ; 

All  my  defires  and  hopes  befide 
Are  faint  and  cold  compar'd  with  this. 


A  Song  for  Morning  and  Evening.  Lam,  lit 
23.  Jja.  xh.  7. 


LXXX.  LONG  METRE. 


An  Evening  Hymn.  1'lahrt  iv,  8.  and  iii.  5,6. 

and  cxiu.  8* 


JT  HU S  far  the  Lord  has  led  me  on, 


Thus  far  his  pow’r  prolongs  mydays, 
And  ev’ry  evening  (ball  make  known 
Some  frefh  memorials  of  his  grace. 

2  Much  of  my  time  has  run  to  wafie, 

And  I  perhaps  am  near  my  home  ; 

But  he  forgives  my  follies  pad. 

He  gives  my  Strength  for  days  to  come. 

3  I  lay  my  body  down  to  deep, 

Peace  is  the  pillow  for  my  head  ; 

While  well-appointed  angels  keep, 

Their  watchful  (rations  round  my  bed. 

4 In  vain  the  funs  of  earth  or  hell 
Tell  me  a  tfunifand  frightful  tilings  ; 

My  God  in  fafety  makes  me  dwell 
Beneath  thefhadow  of  his  wings. 


JL 


\>TY  God,  how  endlefs  is  thy  love  ! 
_VX  T  hy  gifts  are  ev’ry  evening  new  $ 


And  morning  mercies  from  above, 
Gently  diftii  like  early  dew. 

2  Thou  fpread’fl  the  curtains  of  the  night, 
Great  Guardian  of  my  fleeping  hours  ; 
Thy  (ov’reign  word  refiores  the  light, 
And  quickens  all  my  drowfy  pow’rs. 

3  I  yield  my  powers  to  thy  command, 

To  thee  f  confecrate  my  days  ; 

Perpetual  blefllngs  from  thine  hand 
Demand  perpetual  fongs  of  praife. 


LXXXII.  lo  N  G  M  E  T  R  E . 


god  far  above  Gestures  :  Or,  Man  vain  and 
mortal.  Jab  iv.  17 - 21. 


r  Q  HALL  the  vile  race  of  flefh  and  blood 
O  Contend  with  their  Creator,  God  ? 
Shall  mortal  worms  prefume  to  he 
More  holy,  wife,  or  jufl,  tiian  he  ? 

2  Behold  he  puts  his  trull  in  none 
Of  all  tlte  (pirits  round  his  throne  ; 
Their  natures,  when  compar'd  with  his, 
Are  neither  holy,  jufl,  nor  wife. 

3  But  how  much  meaner  things  are  they. 
Who  fpring  from  duff,  and  dwell  in  clay  ? 
Touch’d  by  the  finger  of  thy  wrath, 

We  faint  and  vanifh  like  the  moth. 


4  From  night  to  day,  from  day  to  night, 
We  die  by  thoufandsin  thy  fight.; 
Bury'din  duff  whole  nations  lie. 

Like  a  forgotten  vanity. 

5  Almighty  pow’r,  to  thee  we  bow  ; 
How  frail  are  we!  how  glorious  thou! 
No  more  t he  fonsofearth  (liall  dare 
With  an  eternal  God  compare. 


t 
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LXXXIII.  COMMON  METRE. 

AdF&jons  and  Death  under  Providence,  'fob  v. 

6,  7,  8. 

«  \T0T  ^rom  *he  dud  a®i£Iion  grows, 
T\  Nor  troubles  rife  by -chance; 

Yet  we  are  born  to  cares  and  woes  ; 

A  fad  inheritance  ! 

2  As  fparks  break  out  from  burning  coals, 

And  dill  are  upwards  borne  ; 

So  grief  is  rooted  in  our  fouls, 

And  man  grows  up  to  mourn. 

3  Yet  with  my  God  I  leave  my  cau/e, 

And  tmft  his  promis’d  grace  ; 

He  rules  me  by  his  well  known  laws 
Of  love  and  righteoufnefs. 

4  Not  all  the  pains  that  e’er  I  bore 

Shall  fpoii  my  future  neace, 

For  death  and  hell  can  do  no  more 
Than  what  my  Father  pleat'e. 


LXXXV.  SHORT  METRE. 

The  fame. 

1  f  i  TIE  Lut'd  on  high  proclaims 
X  His  Godhead  from  his  throne  ; 

Mercy  and  juf  ice  are  the  names 
By  njokkb  1  •■wUl.  he  hno'xuu . 

2  Ye  dying  fouls  that  fit 
In  davknefs  and  dtflrefs , 

Look  from  the  borders  of  the  pit 
To  my  recov  ring  grace. 

3  Sinners  fhall  hear  the  found  ; 

Their  thankful  tongues  fhall  own, 

Our  righteoufnefs  and  Jtrength  is  found 
In  thee ,  my  Lord,  alone. 

4  In  thee  fhall  Ifraet  trnd, 

And  fee  their  guilt  forgiven  ; 

God  will  pronounce  the  /timers  juft. 

And  take  the  faints  to  heav’n. 


LXXXIV.  LONG  METRE. 

Salvation,  Righteoufnefs,  and  Strength  in 
Christ.  Ija.  xlv.  21 - 25. 

1  YEHOVAH  fpeaks,  let  Ifrael  hear, 

J  Let  all  the  earth  rejoice  and  fear, 
While  God’s  eternal  Son  proclaims 
His  lov’reign  honours  and  his  names. 

2  “  I  am  the  lad,  and  I  the  fird, 

The  Saviour  God,. and  God  the  jud  : 
There’s  none  beddes  pretends  to  diew 
Such  juftice  and  falvation  too. 

3  [Ye  that  in  fhades  of  darknefs  dwell, 
Jud  on  the  verge  of  death  and  hell. 
Look  up  to  me  from  didant  lands; 

Light,  life,  and  heav’n,  are  in  my  hands. 

4. 1  by  my  holy  name  have  fworn, 

Nor  fhall  the  word  in  vain  return  : 

To  me  dial  ball  things  bend  the  knee, 
And  ev’ry  tongue  fhall  fwear  to  me.  j 

■*  t 

5  In  me  alone  fhall  men  confefs  ! 

Lies  all  their  firength  and  righteoufnefs  J 
But  fuch  as  dare  defpife  my  name, 

I’ll  clothe  them  with  eternal  fhame. 

5  In  me,  the  Lord,  fhall  all  the  feed 
Of  Ifrael  from  their  fins  be  freed, 

And  by  their  fhining  graces  prove 
Their  im’rett  in  my  pard’ning  love.’-' 


LXXXV  I.  COMMON  METRE. 
god  holy,  juft,  and  fovereign.  Jobix.z _ 10. 

1  TT  0\\  diould  the  Tons  of  Adam's  race 
L  JL  Be  pure  before  their  God  1 
If  he  contend  in  righteoufnefs 
We  fall  beneath  his  rod. 

z  To  vindicate  my  words  and  thought* 
Til  make  no  more  pretence  ; 

Not  one  of  all  my  thoufand  faults 
Can  bear  a  juft  defence. 

I  Strong  is  his  arm,  his  heart  is  wife  ; 
What  vain  p  re  dimers  dare 
Againd  their  Maker’s  hand  to  rife 
Or  ’tempt  fh’  unequal  war  ? 

4  [Mountains  by  his  almighty  wrath 

From  their  old  feats  are  torn  ; 

He  diakes  the  earth  fromSouth  toNorth, 
And  all  her  pillars  mourn. 

5  He  bids  t lie  fun  forbear  to  rife, 

The  obedient  fun  forbears  ; 

His  hand  with  fackcloth  fpreads  the 
Ikies, 

And  feals  up  all  the  dars. 

6  He  walks  upon  the  dormy  fea  ; 

Flies  o-n  the  dormy  wind  ; 

There’s  none  can  trace  his  wond’rous 
way, 

Or  his  dark  fcotdeps  find.. 


* 


*44  HYMNS,  &c.  lxxxvii, 

LXXXVII.  LONG  METRE. 

«0D  dwells  with  the  humble  and  penitent.  Ifa. 
lvii.  15,  16. 

1  'T'HUS  faith  the  high  and  lofty  One, 

X  “  I  fit  upon  my  holy  throne  ; 

My  name  is  God,  I  dwell  on  high, 
Dwell  in  my  own  eternity. 

2  But  I  defeend  to  worlds  below, 

On  earth  I  haveamanfion  too  ; 

The  humble  fpirit  and  contrite 
Is  an  abode  of  my  delight. 

3  The  humble  foul  my  words  revive, 

I  bid  the  mourning  (inner  live  • 

Heal  all  the  broken  hearts  I  find, 

And  eafe  the  forrows  of  the  mind. 

4  [When  I  contend  againft  their  fin, 

1  make  them  know  how  vile  they’ve  been  5 
But  (hould  my  wrath  for  ever  fmoke, 
j.  heir  fouls  would  (ink  beneath  mv 
ftroke." * 1 2  3 4 

5  O  may  thy  pard’ning  grace  be  nigh, 

Left  we  (hould  faint,  defpair  and  die  ! 

T  hus  (hall  our  better  thoughts  approve 
The  methods  of  thy  chaining  love.] 


LXXXVIII.  long  metre. 

Life  the  Day  of  Grace  and  Hope.  EccL  ix.  4. 

5,  6,  10. 

1  T  I  EE  is  the  time  to  ferve  the  Lord, 

The  timet’infure  the  great  reward, 
And  vyhile  the  lamp  holds  out  to  burn, 
'1  he  vileft  (inner  may  return. 

2  [ Li fe  is  the  hour  that  God  has  giv'n 
To  Tcape  from  hell  and  fly  to  heav'n  j 
The  day  of  grace,  and  mortals  may 
Secure  the  bleflings  of  the  day.] 

3  The  living  know  that  they  mud  die, 

But  all  the  dead  forgotten  lie  ; 

Their  mem  ry  and  their  fenle  is  gone. 
Alike  unknowing  and  unknown. 

4  [Their  hatred  and  their  love  is  loft, 
Their  envy  bury’d  in  the  duft  ; 

They  have  no  fliare  in  all  that’s  done 
Beneath  the  circuit  of  the  fun.]  . 

£  1  hen  what  my  thoughts  defign  to  do, 
My  hands,  with  all  your  might  purfue, 
Since  no  device,  nor  work  is  found, 

Nor  faith,  nor  hope,  beneath  the  ground. 


lxxxvii i,  lxxxix,  xc.  Book  I* 

6  There  are  no  afts  of  pardon  paft 
In  the  cold  grave  to  which  we  hafte, 

But  darknefs,  death,  and  long  delpair 
Reign  in  eternal  filence  there. 


LXXXIX.  LONG  METRE* 

Youth  and  Judgment.  EccL  xi.  9. 

1  fans  of  Jclam,  vain  and  young, 

X  Indulge  your  eyes,  indulge  your 

tongue, 

Tafte  the  delights  your  fouls  defire. 

And  give  a  loofe  to  all  your  fire. 

2  Purfue  the  pleafures  you  defign. 

And  cheer  your  hearts  with  fongs  and 
wine ; 

Enjoy  the  day  of  mirth  ;  but  know 
There  is  a  day  of  judgment  too. 

3  God  from  on  high  beholds  your  thoughts. 
His  book  records  your  fecret  faults  ; 

1  he  works  of  darknefs  you  have  done 
Muft  all  appear  before  the  fun. 

4  The  vengeance  to  your  follies  due 

Should  ftrike  your  hearts  with  terrour 
thro’ ; 

How  will  ye  ftand  before  his  face. 

Or  an(wer  for  his  injur’d  grace  ? 

5  Almighty  God,  turn  off  their  eyes 
From  thefe  alluring  vanities, 

And  let  the  thunder  of  thy  word 
Awake  their  fouls  to  fear  the  Lord. 


XC.  COMMON  METRE. 

The  fame. 

r  T  O  the  young  tribes  of  Adam  rife, 
X_i  And  through  all  nature  rove. 
Fulfil  the  wifhes  of  their  eyes, 

And  tafte  the  joys  they  love. 

*  They  give  a  loofe  to  wild  defires  ; 
Butdet  the  finners  know 
The  fti  ict  account  that  God  requires 
Of  all  the  Works  they  do. 

3  The  Judge  prepares  his  throneon  high. 

The  frighted  earth  and  feas 
Avoid  the  fury  of  his  eye, 

And  flee  before  his  face. 

4  How  (hall  I  bear  that  dreadful  dav, 

r  And  ftand  the  fiery  teft  r 
I’d  give  all  mortal  joys  away 
To  be  for  ever  bleft. 


Book  I.  H  \  M  N  S,  &c.  xci,  xcii,  xcm,  xciVj  XcVi  1 4 


XCI. 

Advice  to  Youth 
an  unconverted 
Ixv.  20. 


LONG  METRE. 

:  Or,  Old  Age  and  Death  in 
State.  Eccl.  xii.  r,  7.  JJa. 


7  My  bufy  thoughts  at  fir# 

On  their  lalvation  ran,  * 
Ere  /in  was  born,  or  Adam's  du# 
Was  fafhioiTd  to  a  man. 


*  \TOW  in  the  heat  of  youthful  blood 
X\  Remember  your  Creator  God  : 
Behold  the  months  come  haft’ning  on, 
"W  hen  you  lhall  fay — My  joys  are  gone. 

2  Behold  the  aged  tinner  goes, 

Laden  with  guilt  and  heavy  woes, 
Down  to  the  regions  of  the  dead, 

With  endlels  curies  on  his  head. 

3  The  duff  returns  to  du#  again  ,• 

The  foul  in  agonies  of  pain 

Afcends  to  God  ;  not  there  to  dwell, 

But  hears  her  doom,  and  links  to  hell. 

4  Eternal  King,  I  fear  thy  name, 
leach  me  to  know  how  frail  I  am  ; 
And  when  my  foul  mull  hence  remove, 
Give  me  a  manfion  in  thy  love. 


xcii.  SHORT  METRE. 

chkist  the  Wsfdom  of  Clod.  Rnoi/.  vlii  1 
22 ' - — 32 3* 


8  1  hen  come,  receive  my  grace* 

Ye  children  and  be  wile  j 
Happy  the  man  that  keeps  my  ways  ; 

The  man  that  Hums  them  dies.1** 

X  C 1 1 1 .  long  Metre. 

christ,  or  Wifdorh  obeyed  or  refilled.  Rra-v, 
viii.  34 - *36. 

iTPHUS  faith  the  w'ildomof  the  Lord, 

A  “  Ble#  is  the  man  that  hears  my 
Keeps  daily  watch  before  my  gates,  [word. 
And  at  my  feet  for  mercy  waits. 

2  The  foul  that  feeks  me  dial l  obtain 
Immortal  wealth,  and  heavenly  gain  2 
Immortal  life  is  his  reward, 

Life  and  the  favour  of  the  Lord. 

3  But  the  vile  wretch  that  flies  from  me. 
Doth  Ins  own  ioul  an  injury  ; 

Fools  that  again#  mv  grace*  rebel 
Seek  death,  and  love  The  road  to  hell. 

XCI  V.  C  Q  M  M  ON  METRE. 


1  OHALLwifdom  cry  aloud, 

O  And  not  her  fpeech  be  hcafd  ? 
The  voice  of  God’s  eternal  word, 
Deferves  it  no  regard  ? 

2  “  I  was  his  chief  delight, 

His  everlalbng  Son, 

Before  the  fir#  of  all  his  works, 
Creation  was  begun. 

3  [Before  the  flying  clouds, 

Before  the  folid  land, 

Before  the  fields,  before  the  floods, 

I  dwelt  at  his  right  hand. 

4  When  he  adorn’d  the  Ikies, 

And  built  them,  J  was  there, 

[o  order,  when  the  fun  fliould  rife 
And  marlhal  ev’ry  liar. 

5  When  he  pour’d  out  the  lea, 

And  fpread  the  flowing  deep, 

gave  the  flood  a  firm  decree 
In  it  own  bounds  to  keep. 

6  Upon  the  empty  air 

T  he  earth  was  balanc’d  well  ; 

Vith  jov  I  law  the  manfion  where 
The  fons  of  men  Ihould  dwell, 

T 


umneanon  Dy  faith,  not  by  Works  :  Or,  The 
Law  condemns,  Grace  julllfies.  Rom.  iii 
KJ——22.  * 

j  ’  j-  *he  hopes  the  fons  of  men 

!  *  .  Pn  their  own  works  have  built  / 

1  hcir  hearts  by  nature  are  unclean 
And  all  their  aflions  guilt. 

Let  and  Gentile  flop  their  mouths. 

Without  a  murm  ring  word. 

And  the  whole  race  of  Adam  (land 

Guilty  before  the  Lord. 

Innv:lin.  ";erafk  God’s  righteous  law 
10  jultify  us  now, 

Since  to  convince,  and  to  condemn. 

Is  all  the  law  can  do. 

4  how  g,ori°us  is  thy  grace. 

When  in  thy  name  we  truft? 

Otu-  faith  receives  a  tighteoufnefs 
X  Hat  makes  the  /Inner  juft. 


J 


XCV*  COMMON  metre 

Regenerad00.  John  i.  13,  ancLiW.  3,  &G 

1  ]Ny  ^  x,a^  ^ie  OLltvvard  forms  on  earth. 
V  N°r  rites  that  God  has  giv’n, 

|  N^lU  nor  blood,  no,r  birth 

Lv'.i  ia.ic.it  foul  to  Iteav’n, 
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a  The  fov'reign  will  of  God  alone 
Creates  us  heirs  of  grace  ; 

Born  in  the  image  of  his  Son, 

A  new  peculiar  race. 

3  The  Spirit,  like  fome  heav’nly  wind, 

Blows  on  the  fonsof  flefli, 

New  models  all  the  carnal  mind, 

And  forms  the  man  afrelh. 

4  Our  quicken'd  fouls  awake  and  rife 

From  the  long  fleep  of  death  ; 

On  heav’nly  things  we  fix  our  eyes, 
And  praife  employs  our  breath. 


XCVI.  COMMON  METRE. 

Election  excludes  Boafting.  i  Cor .  i.  26— -31. 

*  "OUT  few  among  the  carnal  wife, 

Jl3  But  few  of  noble  race, 

Obtain’d  the  favour  of  thine  eyes, 
Almighty  King  of  grace. 

2  Fie  takes  the  men  of  meanefl  name 

For  Ions  and  heirs  of  God  ; 

And  thus  he  pours  abundant  fhame 
On  honourable  blood. 

3  He  calls  the  fool,  and  makes  him  know 

The  myft’ries  of  his  grace, 

To  bring  afpiring  wifdom  low 
And  all  its  pride  abafe. 

4  Nature  has  all  its  glories  loft. 

When  brought  before  his  throne  j 
No  flelh  fhall  in  his  prefence  boaft 
But  in  the  Lord  alone. 


XCVII.  LONG  METRE. 

Christ  our  Wifdom,  Righteoufnefs,  See. 

1  Cor.  ].  30. 

3'OURY’D  in  fhadows  of  the  night, 
-D  We  lie  ’till  Cbriji  re/lores  the  light, 
Wifdom  defeends  to  heal  the  blind, 

And  chafe  the  daiknefs  of  the  mind. 

2  Our  guilty  fouls  are  drown’d  in  tears, 
"Till  his  atoning  blood  appeals  : 

Then  we  awake  from  deep  diftrefs, 

And  fin g,  The  Lord  our  Righteoufnefs. 

3  Our  very  frame  is  mix’d  with  fin, 

His  fpirit  makes  our  natures  clean  ; 
Such  virtues  from  his  fuff ’rings  flow’, 

At  once  to  cleanfe  and  pardon  too. 


\Jefus  beholds  where  Satan  reigns, 
Binding  his  flaves  in  heavy  chains, 

He  fets  the  pris’ners  free,  and  breaks 
The  iron  bondage  from  our  necks. 

5  Poor  helplefs  worms  in  thee  poffefs 
Grace,  wifdom,  pow’r  and righteoufne 
Thou  art  our  mighty  All,'and  we 
Give  our  whole  felves,  O  Lord,  to  th 


XCVIII.  SHORT  METRE. 

The  Same. 

1  T  T  ow  heavy  is  the  night 
XT  That  hangs  upon  our  eyes, 

'Till  Chrift  with  his  reviving  light 
Over  our  fouls  arife  ? 

2  Our  guilty  fpirits  dread 

To  meet  the  wrath  of  heav'n, 

But  in  his  righteoufnefs  array'd, 

We  fee  our  fins  forgiv'n. 

3  Unholy  and  impure 

Are  all  our  thoughts  and  ways, 
His  hands  infected  nature  cure 
With  fandlifying  grace. 

4  The  pow'rs  of  hell  agree 
To  hold  our  fouls  in  vain  ; 

He  fets  the  fons  of  bondage  free. 

And  breaks  the  curfed  chain. 

5  Lord,  we  adore  thy  ways. 

To  bring  us  near  to  God, 

Thy  fov’reign  pow'r,  thy  healing  grao 
And  thine  atoning  blood. 


XCIX.  COMMON  METRE, 

Stones  made  Children  of  Abraham  :  Or,  Gr 
not  conveyed  by  religious  Parents.  Matt.  Yu. 

1  ‘X  T AIN  are  the  hopes  that  rebels  pk 

V  Upon  their  birth  and  blood, 
Defcended  from  a  pious  race, 

Their  fathers  now  with  God. 

2  He  from  the  caves  of  earth  and  hell 

Can  take  the  hardefl  fiones, 

And  fill  the  houfeof  Abraham  well 
With  new  created  fons. 

3  Such  wond'rous  pow'r  doth  he  poflTef 

Who  form'd  our  mortal  frame, 
Who  call’d  the  world  from  empline; 
The  world  obey’d,  and  fame. 


Book  I. 


H  Y  M  N  S,  See. 

C.  LONG  METRE. 

Believe,  and  be  faved.  John  iii.  16,  17,18. 

OT  to  condemn  the  Tons  of  men 
Did  Chriji  the  fon  of  God  appear  : 
No  weapons  in  his  hands  are  feen, 

No  flaming  fword,  nor  thunder  there. 

1  Such  was  the  pity  of  our  God, 

He  lov’d  the  race  of  man  fo  well, 

He  lent  his  Son  to  bear  our  load 
Of  fins,  and  fave  our  fouls  from  hell. 

Sinners,  believe  the  Saviour’s  word, 
Trud  in  his  mighty  name  and  live  j 
A  thoufand  joys  his  lips  afford, 

His  hands  a  thoufand  bleflings  give. 

But  vengeance  and  damnation  lies 
On  rebels  who  refufe  his  grace  ; 

Who  God’s  eternal  Son  defpife. 

The  hotteft  hell  fhall  be  their  place. 

CL  LONG  METRE. 

oy  in  Heaven  for  a  repenting  Sinner.  Luke  xv. 

7,  10. 

HO  can  deferihe  the  joys  that  rife 
Through  all  the  courts  of  paradife, 
To  fee  a  prodigal  return, 

To  fee  an  heir  of  glory  born  ? 

With  joy  the  Father  doth  approve 
The  fruit  of  his  eternal  love  ; 

The  Son  with  joy  looks  down  and  fees 
The  purchafe  of  his  agonies. 

The  Spirit  takes  delight  to  view 
The  holy  foul  he  form’d  anew, 

And  faints  and  angels  join  to  fing 
The  growing  empire  of  their  King. 

C 1 1 .  LONG  METRE. 

The  Beatitudes.  Matt.  v.  2- - 12. 

TEST  are  the  Tumble  fouls  that  fee 
Their  emptinefs  and  poverty  ; 
Treafures  of  grace  to  them  are  giv’n, 

A.nd  crowns  of  joy  laid  up  in  heav’n. 

Bled  are  the  men  of  broken  heart, 

VVho  mourn  for  fin  with  inward  fmart ; 
The  blood  of  Chrift  divinely  flows 
\  healing  balm  for  all  their  woes. 

Bled  are  the  meek,  who  dand  afar 
Tom  rage  and  padion,  noifeand  war  $ 

Tod  will  fecure  their  happy  date, 

\nd  plead  their  caufe  again d  the  great. 
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4  Bled  are  the  fouls  that  third  for  grace. 
Hunger  and  long  for  righteoufnefs  ; 

T  hey  fhall  be  well  fupply’d  and  fed 
With  living  dreams  and  living  bread. 

5  Bled  are  the  men  whofe  bowels  move 
And  melt  with  fympathy  and  love  ; 

From  Chriji  the  Lord  fhall  they  obtain 
Like  fympathy  and  lpve  again. 

6  Bled  are  the  pure  whole  hearts  are  clean 
From  the  defiling  pow’r  of  fin  ; 

With  endlefs  pleafure  they  fiiall  fee 
A  God  of  fpotlefs  purity. 

7  Bled  are  the  men  of  peaceful  life, 

Who  quench  the  coals  of  growing  drife: 

I  hey  fhall  be  call’d  the  heirs  of  blifs, 
The  fons  of  God,  the  God  of  peace. 

8  Bled  are  the  fuff’  rers  who  partake 
Of  pain  and  diame  for  Jefus'  fake  ; 

Their  fouls  fhall  triumph  in  the  Lord  ; 
Glory  and  joy  are  their  reward. 

cm.  COMMON  M  E  T  R  E . 

Not  afhamed  of  the  Gofpel.  2  ‘I'm.  i.  12. 

1  T’M  not  afham’d  to  own  my  Lord, 

JL  Or  to  defend  his  caufe, 

Maintain  the  honour  of  his  word. 

The  glory  of  his  crofs. 

2  JefuSi  my  God !  I  know  his  name  ; 

His  name  is  all  my  trud  : 

Nor  will  he  put  my  foul  to  blame, 

Nor  let  my  hope  be  loh. 

3  Firm  as  his  throne  his  promife  dands. 

And  he  can  well  fecure, 

What  I’ve  committed  to  his  hands, 

’Till  the  decifive  hour. 

4  Then  will  he  own  my  worthlefs  name, 

Before  his  Father’s  face, 

And  in  the  new  Jerufczlem 
Appoint  my  foul  a  place. 

CIV.  COM  M  O  N  METRE. 

A  State  of  Nature  and  Grace.  1  Cor.  vi.  10,  n* 

t  T^TOT  the  malicious  or  profane, 

»  The  wanton  or  the  proud, 

Nor  thieves,  nor  dand’reis,  fhall  obtain 
The  kingdom  of  our  God. 

2  Surprifing  grace!  and  fucli  were 

By  nature  and  bv  fin, 

*  *  * 
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Heirs  of  immortal  mifery, 
Unholy  and  unclean. 


3  But  we  are  wafb’d  in  fits’  blood. 

We’re  pardon’d  through  his  name  ; 
And  the  good  Spirit  of  our  God 
Has  fandify’d  our  frame. 

4  O  for  a  perfevering  pow'r 

To  keep  thy  juft'  commands  1 
We  would  defile  our  hearts  no  more, 
No  more  pollute  our  hands. 


CVII.  LONG  METRE. 

The  Fall  and  Recovery  of  Man  :  Or,  Cbrift  and 
Satan  Enmity.  Qtn.  iii.  i,  15,  17.  Cal.  iv. 
4.  Lot.  li.  15, 


IT^ECEIV  D  fubtle  fnares  of  hell, 
•A-X  rfdam  our  head,  our  father  fell, 


When  Satan  in  the  ferpent  hid, 
Propos’d  the  fruit  that  God  forbid. 


CV.  COMMON  METRE. 


Heaven  inviGble  and  holy.  1  Cor.  ii.  9,  10.  Rev. 

xxi.  27. 


1  e>'e  ^n>norear  has  heard 

Nor  fenfe  nor  reafon  known, 


What  joys  the  Father  has  prepar’d 
For  thofe  that  love  the  Son. 


2  But  the  good  Spirit  of  the  Lord 

Reveals  a  heav’n  to  come  : 

The  beams  of  glory  in  his  word 
Allure  and  guide  us  home. 

3  Pure  are  the  joys  above  the  Iky, 

And  all  the  region  peace  ; 

No  wanton  lips,  nor  envious  eye, 
Can  fee  or  tafle  the  bills. 

4  Thofe  holy  gates  for  ever  bar 

Pollution,  fin  and  (hame ; 

None  fhall  obtain  admittance  therej 
But  foll’wers  of  the  Lamb. 


5  He  keeps  the  Father’s  book  of  life, 
There  all  their  names  are  found  ; 
The  hypocrite  in  vain  fhall  drive 
To  tread  the  heav’nly  ground. 


CVI.  SHORT 


Dead  to  Sin  by  the  Crofs  of  Cbrijl 

2,  6. 


METRE. 

Rom.  vi< 


1  QH  ALL  we  go  on  to  fin, 

Becaufe  thy  grace  abounds  \ 


Or  crucify  the  Lord  again, 

And  open  all  his  wounds  ? 

2  Forbid  it,  mighty  God  i 
Nor  let  it  e’er  be  laid, 

That  we  whole  fins  are  crucify’d. 

Should  raife  them  from  the  dead. 


3  We  will  be  Haves  no  more, 

Since  Ckrijl  hath  made  us  free:, 
Has  nail’d  our  tyrants  to  his  crofs, 


And;  bought  our  liberty. 


2  Death  was  the  threat’ning  ;  death  bc^ati 
T  o  take  polTellion  of  the  man  : 

His  unborn  race  receiv’d  the  wound, 
And  heavy  curies  fmote  tho  ground. 

3  But  Satan  found  a  worfe  reward  ; 

Thus  faith  the  vengeance  of  the  Lord, 

Let  e*verlajfing  hatred  be 
Betwixt  the  woman’s  feed  and  thee. 

4  The  woman  s  feed  fhall  be  my  Son , 

He  fall  defray  what  thou  hafi  done  \ 

,  Shall,  break  thy  heady  and  only  feel 
|  Thy  malice  raging  at  his  heel. 

|5  [He  fpake,  and  bid  four  theufand  years 
1  Re)ll  on  ;  at  length  his  Son  appears  ; 

;  Angels  with  joy  defeend  to  earth, 

I  And  ling  the  young  Redeemer’s  birth. 

*6  Lo,  by  the  fons  of  hell  he  dies  ; 

;  But  as  he  hung  ’rwixt  earth  and  Ikies, 

;  He  gave  their  prince  a  fatal  blow. 

And  triumph’d  over  the  pow’rs  below,] 


t  — 


CVIII.  SHORT  METRE. 

Chrlf  unfeen  and  beloved,  1  Pet.  i.  8. 
1  °Ur  mortal  eyes 


Have  we  beheld  the  Lord, 
Yet  we  rejoice  to  hear  his  name, 

And  love  him  in  his  word. 


2  On  earth  we  want  the  fight 
Of  our  Redeemer’s  face  ; 

Yet,  Lord,  our  inmoft  thoughts  delight 
To  dwell  upon  thy  grace. 

3  And  when  we  tafte  thy  love, 

Our  joys  divinely  grow 

Unfpeakable,  like  thofe  above, 

And  heav’n  begins  below. 


C IX.  I  O  N  G  METRE. 


ms 

8. 


Righteoufnefs 


i  Flie  Value  of  Cbr'f  and 

Phil.  iii.  7,  8,  9 

jiXTO  more,  my  God,  I  boaft  no  more 
j  lif  Of  all  the  duties  I  have  done  j 
\  1  quit  the  hopes  )  held  before. 

To  trull  the  men  is  of  thy  Son.  A 
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2  Now  for  the  love,  I  bear  his  name, 
What  was  my  gain,  I  count  my  lol 
My  former  pride  1  call  my  fliamc, 

And  nail  my  glory  to  his  crofs. 

3  Yes,  and  I  mult  and  will  edeem 
All  things  but  lofs  for  Jefus*  fake  ; 

O  may  my  foul  be  found  in  him, 

And  of  his  righteoufnefs  partake  l 

4  The  bed  obedience  of  my  hands 
Dares  not  appear  before  thy  throne  ; 
But  faith  can  anfwer  thy  demands, 

By  pleading  what  my  Lord  has  done. 

CX.  COMMON  METRE. 

Death  an^  immediate  Glory.  2  Cor .  v.  t,  5,  8, 


|3  [’Tis  not  by  works  of  righteoufnefs 
Which  our  own  hands  have  done; 
j  But  we  are  fav'd  by  fov 'reign  grace, 
j  Abounding  through  his  Son.] 

4  _ 

4  'Tis  from  the  mercy  of  our  God 
That  all  our  hopes  begin  ; 

'Tis  by  the  water  and  the  blood 
Our  fouls  are  wadi'd  from  lin. 

'Tis  through  the  purchafe  of  his  death 
Who  hung  upon  the  tree, 

The  Spirit  is  fent  down  to  breathe 
On  iuch  dry  bones  as  we. 

Rais'd  from  the  dead  w^e  live  anew  ; 

And  judify’d  by  grace, 

Wefhall  appear  in  glory  too. 

And  fee  our  Father's  face. 


T 


’HERE  is  a  houfe  not  made  w  ith 
hands, 

Eternal,  and  on  high, 

And  here  my  fpirit  waiting  Hands, 

'Till  God  fhall  bid  it  fly. 

2  Shortly  this  prifon  of  my  clay 

Muff  be  didolv’d  and  fall ; 

Then,  O  my  foul,  with  joy  obey 
Thy  heav'nly  Father's  call. 

3  'Tis  he,  by  his  almighty  grace, 

That  forms  thee  fit  for  heav’n  ; 

And  as  an  earned  of  the  place, 

Has  his  own  Spirit  giv'n. 

4  We  wralk  by  faith  of  joys  to  come, 

Faith  lives  upon  his  word  ; 

But  while  the  body  is  our  home. 

We’re  abfent  from  the  Lord. 

5  'Tis  pieafant  to  believe  thy  grace, 

But  we  had  rather  fee, 

We  would  be  abfent  from  the  flefh, 
And  prelent,  Lord,  with  thee. 


CXII.  COMMON  METRE. 

The  brazen  Serpent:  Or,  Looking  to  jesus. 
2.  John,  ver.  14 - 16. 

r  QO  did  the  Hebrew  prophet  raile 
j  O  The  brazen  ferpent  high  ; 
j  The  wounded  felt  immediate  eafe, 

1  The  camp  forebore  to  die. 

\  2  Look (t/pweird in  the  dying  hour , 

|  And  live,  the  prophet  cries  ; 

But  Chrijl  performs  a  nobler  cure. 
When  faith  lifts  up  her  eyes. 

1  . 

|3  High  on  the  crofs  the  Saviour  hung. 
High  in  the  heav'ns  he  reigns  : 

Here  finners,  by  th’  old  ferpent  dung, 
j  Look,  and  forget  their  pains. 

i*4  When  God's  own  Son  is  lifted  up, 

A  dying  world  revives  ; 

The  Jew  beholds  the  glorious  hope,  * 
j  Th'  expiring  Gentile  lives. 


CXIII.  COMMON 


exi.  COMMON  METRE. 

Salvation  by  Grace.  ‘Titus  iii,  3,  7 

[T  ORD,  we  confefs  our  numerous 
JLi  faults, 

How  great  our  guilt  has  been  ! 

Foolidi  and  vain  were  all  our  thoughts, I* 
And  all  our  lives  were  fin. 

But,  O  my  foul,  for  ever  praife, 

For  ever  love  his  name, 


XVII. 


METRE. 

1 

> Abraham's  Blefling  on  the  Gentiles.  Gen. 

7.  Rom.  xv.  8.  Mark  x.  14. 

! 1  JIT OW  large  the  promife !  how  divine, 
i\  in  To  Abrah’m  and  his  leedl 
Vllbe  a  God  to  thee  and  thine. 

Supplying  all  their  need. 

The  words  of  his  extenfive  love 
From  age  to  age  endure  ; 

The  Angel  of  the  cov’nant  proves., 
Andfeals  the  bleding  lure. 


Who  turns  thy  feet  from  dang'rous  ways|3  Jefus  the  ancient  faith  confirms, 
Of  folly,  fm  and  fhame.]  j  To  our  great  faihers  giv'n  5 
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He  takes  youngchildren  to  his  arms, 
And  calls  them  heirs  of  heav’n. 

4  Ou^God,  how  faithful  are  his  ways  ! 
His  love  endures  the  fame  ; 

Nor  from  the  promife  of  his  grace 
Blots  out  the  children's  name. 


CXIV.  COMMON  METRE. 

The  fame.  Romans  xi.  16,  17. 

2  /'  ^  ENTILES  bv  nature,  we  belong 
Or  To  the  wild  olive  wood  ; 

Grace  took  us  from  the  barren  tree, 
And  grafts  us  in  the  good. 

2  W  ith  the  fame  blellings  grace  endows 

The  Gentile  and  the  Je-uu ; 

I  (.pure  and  holy  be  the  root, 

Such  are  the  branches  too. 

3  Then  let  the  children  of  the  faints 

Be  dedicate  to  God  ; 

Pour  out  thy  fpiri-t  on  them,  Lord, 
And  wafh  them  in  thy  blood, 

4  dims  tQ  the  parents  and  their  feed 

Shall  thy  ialvation  come, 

And  num’rous  houlholds  meet  at  laft 
In  one  eternal  home. 


6  My  God,  I  cry  with  ev'ry  breath, 

I'  or  fome  kind  pow'r  to  fave. 

To  break  the  yoke  of  fin  and  death. 
And  thus  redeem  the  fiave. 


CXVI.  LONG  METRE. 

Love  to  god  and  our  Neighbour.  Matth,  xxii. 
37~~-4c* 

HUS  faith  the  firfi,  the  great  com¬ 
mand, 

“Let  all  thy  inward  pow'rs  unite 
To  love  thy  Maker  and  thy  God, 

With  ut  mo  ft  vigour  and  delight. 

2  d  hen  ftiall  thy  neighbour  next  in  place 
Share  thine  affedfion  and  efteem, 

And  let  thy  kindnefs  to  thyfelf, 

Meafure  and  rule  thy  love  to  him.” 

3  This  is  the  fenfe  that  Mofes  fpoke, 
dhis  did  the  prophets  preach  and  prove ; 
For  want  of  this  the  law  is  broke, 

And  the  whole  law's  fuifill'4  by  love. 

4  But  O  how  bafe  our  paftions  are! 

How  cold  our  charity  and  zeal  ! 

Lord,  fill  our  fouls  with  heav'nly  fire, 

Or  we  fhall  ne'er  perform  thy  will. 


CXV.  COMMON  METRE. 

Conviction  of  Sin  by  the  Law.  Romans  vii.  8, 
«  9>  J4>  24* 

1  T  GRD,  how  fecuremy  confcience  was, 
jL~j  And  felt  no  inward  dread  ! 

I  was  alive  without  the  law, 

-  -And  thought  my  fins  were  dead. 

2  My  hopes  of  heav'n  were  firm  and  bright, 

But  fince  the  precept  came 
With  a  convincing  pow'r  and  light, 

I  find  how  vile  I  am. 

3  [My  guilt  appear’d  but  frnall  before, 

'Till  terribly  I  faw, 

How  perfect,  holy,  juft  and  pure, 

Was  thine  eternal  law. 

4  Then  felt  my  foul  the  heavy  load, 

My  fins  reviv'd  again, 

I  had  provok/d  a  dreadful  God, 

And  ail  my  hopes  were  ftain.] 

5  I’m  like  a  helplefs  captive  fold, 

Under  the  pow'r  of  fin  ; 

I  cannot  do  the  good  I  would. 

Nor  keep  my  confcience  clean. 


CXVII.  LONG  METRE. 

Election  Sovereign  and  Free.  Romans  ix.  2ij 
22,  23,  24. 

i[T>  EHOLD  the  potter  and  the  clay, 
A3  He  forms  his  veftels  as  he  pleafe; 
Such  is  our  God,  and  fuch  are  we. 

The  fubjedfs  of  his  juft  decrees. 

2  Doth  not  the  workman's  pow'r  extend 
O'er  all  the  mafs,  which  part  to  chufe, 
And  mould  it  for  a  nobler  end, 

And  which  to  leave  for  viler  ufe  ?] 

3  May  not  the  fov  'reign  Lord  on  high 
Difpenfelus  favours  as  he  will, 

Chufe  fome  to  life,  while  others  die, 

And  yet  be  juft  and  gracious  (till  ? 

4  [What  if  to  make  his  terrour  known, 

He  lets  his  patience  long  endure, 
SufF'ring  vile  rebels  to  go  on, 

And  feal  their  own  deftruEtion  fure  J 

5  What  if  he  means  to  fiiew  his  grace, 

And  his  eledting  love  employs, 

To  mark  out  fome  of  mortal  race, 

And  form  them  fit  for  heav’nly  joys  ij 


Book  I. 


HYMN  S,  &c.  cx  vm, 


CXIX,  CXX,  CXXI. 


6  Shall  man  reply  againH  the  Lord, 

And  call  his  Maker's  ways  unjuft, 

The  thunder  of  whole  dreadful  word 
Can  crufh  a  thoufand  worlds  to  dull  ? 

7  But,  O  my  foul,  if  truth  fo  bright, 
Should  dazzle  and  confound  thy  fight, 
Yet  Hill  his  written  will  obey, 

And  wait  the  great  decifive  day. 

$  Then  he  fhall  make  his  juftice  known, 
And  the  whole  world  before  his  throne, 
With  joy  or  terrour  fhall  confefs 
The  glory  ol  his  righteoufnefs. 


1 3  The  vital  favour  of  his  name 

Rellores  their  fainting  breath  ; 
But  unbelief  perverts  the  fame 
To  guilt,  defpair,  and  death. 

4  'Till  God  diffufe  his  graces  down, 
^  Like  fliow’rs  of  heav’nly  rain. 
In  vain  Apollos  fows  the  ground. 
And  Paul  may  plant  in  vain. 


CXX.  COMMON  METRE 

Faith  of  Things  unfeen.  Heb.  xi.  i,  3  ,i 


CXVIII.  SHORT  METRE. 

Mofes  and  Christ;  Or,  Sin  againft  the  Law 
arid  Gof'pel.  "John  i.  17.  Heb.  iii.  3,  5,  6,  and 
x.  28,  29. 

i  r  I  ’’HE  law  by  Mofes  came, 

X  But  peace  and  truth  and  love, 
W ere  brought  by  Chrijl ,  a  nobler  name, 
Defending  from  above. 


2  Amidll  the  houfeof  God 

Their  diff’rent  works  were  done  : 
Mofes  a  faithful  fervant  Hood, 

But  Chrijl  a  faithful  Son. 

3  Then  to  his  new  commands 
Be  Hriti  obedience  paid  ; 

O’er  all  his  Father’s  houfe  he  Hands 
The  Sov’reign  and  the  head. 


FAITH  is  the  brightcft  evidence 
Of  things  beyond  our  fi 
Breaks  thro’  the  clouds  of  flefhani 
And  dwells  in  heav’nly  light  : 

It  fets  times  pafl  in  prelent  view. 

Brings  diftant  prolpefts  home, 

Of  things  a  thoufand  years  ago. 

Or  thoufand  years  to  come. 

By  faith  we  know  the  worlds  were  made 
By  God’s  almighty  word  ; 

Abrah’m  to  unknown  countries  led. 

By  faith  obey’d  the  Lord. 

He  fought  a  city  fair  and  high, 

Built  by  th’  eternal  bands  ; 

And  faith  allures  us,  though  we  die. 
That  heav’nly  building  Hands. 


4  The  man  that  durH  defpife 
The  law  that  Mofes  brought  ! 

Behold  !  how  terribly  he  dies 
For  his  prefumpt’ous  fault  ; 

5  But  forer  vengeance  falls 
On  that  rebellious  race, 

Who  hate  to  hear  when  Jefus  calls, 
And  dare  reliH  his  grace. 


CXXI.  COMMON  METRE. 

Children  devoted  to  god.  Gen .  xvii.  7,  M» 
A  bis  xvi.  14,  15,  33. 

For  thoje  who  praBife  Infant  Baptijnt . 

1  r  |  THIS  faith  the  mercy  of  the  Lord, 
X  I’ll  be  a  God  to  tlipe  : 

I’ll  blefs  thy  num’rous  reice,  and  they 
Shall  be  a  feed  for  me. 


CXIX. 

COMMON  METRE. 

The  different  Suceels  of  the  Gofpel.  1  Cor .  i. 
23>  24*  2  Lor •  16.  1  Cor .  iii.  6,  7. 

HRI  ST  and  his  crofs  is  all  our  theme; 
The  myff’ries  that  we  fpeak 
Are  fcandal  in  the  Jews’  eHeem, 

And  folly  to  the  Greek  ; 

2  But  fouls  enlighten’d  from  above  ; 
With  joy  receive  the  word  ; 

They  fee  what  wifdom,  pow’r  and  love 

Shines  in  their  dying  Lord, 


2  Abrah’m  believ’d  the  promis’d  grace, 

And  gave  his  fons  to  God  ; 

But  water  feals  thebleflincf  now. 
That  once  was  feal’d  with  blood. 

3  Thus  Lydia  fandtify’d  her  houfe. 

When  the  receiv’d  the  word  ; 
Thus  the  believing  jailor  gave 
His  houthold  to  the  Lord. 

4  Thus  later  faints,  eternal  King, 

Thine  ancient  truth  embrace  : 

To  thee  their  infant  offspring  bring, 
And  humbly  claim  the  grace, 


it 


t52 3 4 5 6 7  ^  ^  M  N  S,  <Sx.  cxxii, 

CXXII.  LONG  METRE. 

Believers  btfned  with  Christ  in  Baptiim. 
Rem.  vi.  3,  4,  &c. 

IT10  we  not  know  that  folemn  word, 
That  we  are  bury’d  with  theLord: 
Baptiz  d  into  his  death  and  then 
Put  off  the  body  of  our  fin  ? 

2  Our  fouls  receive  diviner  breath, 
Rais’d  from  corruption,  guilt  and  death  • 
So  from  the  grave  did  Chrifl  arife,  . 

And  lives  to  God  above  the  fkies. 

3  No  more  let  fin  or  Satan  reign 
Over  our  mortal  flefh  again  ; 

The  various  luffs  we  ferv’d  before 
Shall  have  dominion  now  no  more. 


CXXIII.  COMMON  METRE. 


CXXIII,  cxxiv,  CXXV.  Book  t 
|  CXXIV.  long  metre. 

I  he  Firft  and  Second  Adam.  Rom.  v.  12,  &c. 

1  the  duff  before  thy  throne, 
ur  guilt  and  our  difgrace  we  ownj 

Great  God,  we  own  th’  unhappy  name 
v\'  hence  fprungournatureandour  frame! 

2  Adam  the  finner  :  At  his  fall 
Deaui  like  a  conqueror  feiz’d  us  all  j 
A  thoufand  new-born  babes  are  dead 
By  fatal  union  to  their  head. 

3  But  whilft  our  fpirits  fill’d  with  awe 
Behold  the  terrors  of  thy  law, 

We  ling  the  honours  of  thy  grace, 

That  lent  to  fave  our  ruin’d  race. 

4  We  fing  thine  everlaffing  Son, 

Who  join  d  our  nature  to  his  own  ; 

Adam  the  fecond,  from  the  duff 
Raifes  the  ruins  of  thefirft. 


The  repenting  Prodigal.  Luke  xv.  13,  See. 

EHOLD  the  wretch  whofe  luff  a 
wine 

Haswaffed  his  effate. 

He  begs  a  (hare  amongff  the  fwine 
To  tafte  the  lmfks  they  eat. 

n  u  l  die  with  hunger  here,”  he  cries, 

“  1  ftarve  in  foreign  lands  ; 

My  father  s  houfehas  large  fupplies, 
And  bounteous  are  his  hands, 

3  ^  M  %°j  anB  with  a  mournful  tongue 

Fall  down  before  his  face  ; 

Father,  I  ve  done  thy  juftice 'wrong, 
Nor  candeferve  thy  grace.” 

4  He  (aid,  and  haft  ned  to  his  home. 

To  feek  his  father’s  love  ; 

The  father  faw  the  rebel  come, 

And  all  his  bowels  move. 

5  He  ran  and  fell  upon  his  neck, 

Embrac’d  and  kifs’d  his  fon  ; 

The  rebel’s  heart  with  forrovv  brake  j  ■ 
For  follies  he  had  done. 

6  “  Take  off  his  clothes  of  fhameand  fin, 

(The  father  gives  command) 

Drefs  him  in  garments  white  and  clean  '1 
With  rings  adorn  his  hand.  ‘ 

7  A  day  of  fea fling  I  ordain. 

Let  mirth  and  joy  abound  : 

Mv  fon  was  dead,  and  lives  again,  5 
Was  loftj  and  now  is  found.” 


5  [By  the  rebellion  of  one  man, 

I  h rough  all  his  feed  the  mifehief  ran  5 
And  by  one  man’s  obedience  now 
Are  all  his  feed  made  righteous  too. 

6  Where  fin  did  reign,  and  death  abound, 
I  here  have  the  Tons  of  Adam  found 
Abounding  life  j  there  glorious  grace 
Reigns  thro’  the  Lord  our  righteoufnefs.] 


j  C  X  X  \  .  COMMON  METRE. 

Christ's  Compaflion  to  tie  Weak  and  Tempt- 
ed.  Ileb.  iv.  16,  and  v.  7.  Matt.  xii.  20. 

WITH  joy  we  meditate  the  grace 
Of  our  High  Prieft  above  , 

His  heart  is  made  of  tendernefs, 

His  bowels  melt  with  love. 

Touch’d  witha  fympathy  within 
He  knows  our  feeble  frame  ; 

He  knows  w  hat  fore  temptations  meai^ 
For  he  has  felt  the  fame. 

But  fpotlefs,  innocent  and  pure 
The  great  Redeemer  flood, 

While  Satan* s  fiery  darts  he  bore. 

And  did  refill  to  blood. 

He  in  the  days  of  feeble  flefti 
Pour’d  out  his  cries  and  tears. 

And  in  his  meafure  feels  afrefh 
What  ev’ry  member  bears. 

[He’ll  never  quench  the  fmoaking  flatf, 
But  raife  it  to  a  flame  ; 
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The  bruifed  r*ed  he  never  breaks, 

Nor  fcorns  the  meaneft  name.] 

6  Then  let  our  humble  faith  addrefs 
His  mercy  and  his  pow'r, 

We  fliall  obtain  deliv'ring  grace* 

In  the  diftreflinghour. 

CXXVI.  LONG  METRE. 

Charity  and  tJnchantablenefs.  Rom.  xiv.  1^, 
19.  1  Cor .  x.  32* 

i  XTOT  different  food, nor  diff' rent  drefs 
XN  Cempofe  the  kingdom  of ourLord, 
But  peace  and  joy,  and  righteoufnefs, 
Faith,  and  obedience  to  his  word. 

s  When  weaker  Chriftians  we  defpife, 

We  do  the  gofpel  mighty  wrong  ; 

For  God  the  gracious  and  the  wife. 
Receives  the  feeble  with  the  ftrong. 

3  Let  pride  and  wrath  be  banifh'd  hence’ 
Meeknefs  and  love  our  fouls  purfue  : 
Nor  (hall  our  practice  give  offence 
lo  faints,  the  Gentile  or  the  Jew. 


CXXVII.  LONG  METRE. 

Christ  s  Invitation  to  Sinners  :  Or,  Humili¬ 
ty  and  Pride.  Tvlatth ,  xi.  28-——  30. 

t  u  /^OME  hither  all  ye  weary  Fouls, 
Ye  heavy  laden  finners  come, 
I'll  give  you  reft  from  all  your  toils, 
And  raife  you  to  my  heav'nly  home  ; 

i  They  fhall  find  reft  that  learn  of  me, 

I'm  of  a  meek  and  lowly  mind  $ 

But  paftion  rages  like  the  fea, 

And  pride  is  reftle/s  as  the  wind. 

;  Blefs'd  is  the  man  whole  fhoulders  take 
My  yoke,  and  bear  it  with  delight  : 

My  yoke  is  eafy  to  his  neck, 

My  grace  fliall  make  the  burden  li^ht." 

.  JefuSy  we  come  at  thy  command. 

With  faith,  and  hope,  and  humble  zeal, 
Refign  our  fpirits  to  thy  hand, 

To  mould  and  guide  us  at  thy  will. 


CXXVIII.  LONG  METRE. 

'he  Apo files  Commiffion  :  Or,  The  Gofnel 
attefted  by  Miracles.  Mark  xvi.  k  Sec 
Matt,  xxviii,  18,  &c.  5'  &c. 

u 


GO  preach  my  gofpel,  faith  the 
Lord, 

He  ftalUe°fLeM  l!1  groCe  rsceive*  |  me  realms  ot  node  and  ftrifc 

jjP  hjJi  hf.  .  d  ,tba?  tru,Ls  ,mV  word  Why  fhould  we  vex  and  grieve  his  lov 
He  /hah  be  damn  d  that  won't  believe.  Who  feals  our  fouls  to  heav'nly  life  * 


2  [I’ll  make  your  great  commiflion  known^ 
And  ye  fhall  prove  my  gofpel  true. 

By  all  the  works  that  I  have  done. 

By  all  the  wonders  ye  fhall  do. 

3  Go  heal  the  Pick,  go  raile  the  dead. 

Go  caft  out  devils  in  my  name  ; 

Nok*  let  my  prophets  be  afraid, 

Tho'  Greeks  reproach  and  Jews  blafo 

pheme.  ] 

4  Teach  all  the  nations  my  commands, 

I’m  with  you  till  the  world  fhall  end  ; 

•  All  pow’r  is  trufted  in  my  hands. 

I  can  (Jeftroy,  and  I  defend." 

5  Hefpake ,  and  light  Jhone  round  his  head9 
On  a  bright  cloud  to  heavrn  he  rode  j 
They  to  the  fartheji  nations  fpread 

The  grace  oj  their;-afcended  God. 

n  '  —  I  .  ...»  ...  ... 

CXX1X.  LONG  METRE. 

Submifilon  and  Deliverance :  Or,  Abraham, 
offering  his  Son.  Gen.  xxii.  6,  See. 

IC‘AINTS,  at  your  heav’nly  Father's 
k3  word, 

Give  up  ytuir  comforts  to  the  Lord  5 
He  fliall  reftore  what  you  refign. 

Or  grant  you  blefiings  more  divine. 

2  So  Abrab’m  with  obedient  hand 

Led  forth  his  Son  at  God's  command  ; 
The  wood,  the  fire,  the  knife  he  took. 

His  arm  prepar'd  the  dreadful  ftroke. 

3  Abrah’m  forbear,  the  angel  cry'd. 

Thy  faith  is  known ,  thy  love  is  try  d; 

Thy  fon  fhall  live ,  and  in  thy  feed 
Shall  the  whole  earth  be  blefs’d indeed*. 

4 Juft  in  the  laft  diftreffing  hour 
The  Lord  difplays  deliv'ring  pow'r  j 
The  mount  of  danger  is  the  place, 

Y'  here  we  fhall  fee  furprifing  grace. 

CXXX.  LONG  METRE. 

t  °le  tow?’  uhl'  2*  E?b-  iv’  &W 
TSJ°W  by  the  bovvels  of  my  God, 

X  His  (harp  diftrefs,  his  fore  com¬ 
plaints, 

By  his  laft  groans,  his  dying  blood, 

I  charge  my  foul  to  love  the  faints. 

2  Clamour  and  wrath  and  war  be  gone 
Envy  and  fpite  forever  ceafe, 

Let  bitter  words  no  more  be  known 
Amongft  the  faints,  the  Tons  of  peace. 

3  flie  fpirit  like  a  peaceful  dove, 

Flies  from  the  realms' of  noife  and  ftrife- 

Whv  ...» _  1  •  ...  » 
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4 Tender  and  kind  be  all  our  thoughts  . 
T  hrough  all  our  lives  let  mercy  run  : 

So  God  forgives  our  numerous  faults 
For  the  dear  fake  of  Cbriji  his  Son. 

cxxxi.  LONG  METRE. 

Th^  Pharifee  and  Publican.  Luke  xviii.  io,  See. 

i TOEHOLD  how  finners  difagree, 

JD  The  Publican  and  Pharifee  ; 

One  doth  his  righteoufnefs  proclaim, 
The  other  owns  his  guilt  and  diame. 

i  This  man  at  humble  didance  dands, 

And  cries  for  grace  with  lifted  hands  $ 
That  boldly  rifes  near  the  throne, 

And  talks  of  duties  he  has  done. 

3  The  Lord  their  different  language  knows, 
And  different  anfwers  he  beftows  ; 

The  humble  foul  with  grace  he  crowns, 
Whilft  on  the  proud  his  anger  frowns. 

4  Dear  Father  let  me  never  be 
Join'd  with  the  boading  Pharifee, 

I  have  no  merits  of  my  own, 

But  plead  the  fuff’ rings  of  thy  Son. 


CXXXIL  LONG  METRE. 

Holinefs  and  Grace.  Lit.  ii.  io,  13. 

iQO  let  our  lips  and  lives  exprefs 
O  The  holy  gofpel  we  profefs  ; 

So  let’Sbur  works  and  virtues  diine, 

To  prove  the  dodtrine  all  divine. 

2  Thus  dial!  we  bed  proclaim  abroad 
The  honours  of  our  Saviour  God  ; 
When  the  falvation  reigns  within, 

And  grace  fubdues  the  pow  r  of  (in. 

3  Our  flefh  and  fenfe  mud  be  denied, 
Padion  and  envy,  ludand  pride  : 

Whil’d  judice, temperance,  truth  and  love, 
Our  inward  piety  approve. 

4  Religion  bears  our  fpirits  up. 

While  we  expect  that  bleded  hope, 

The  bright  appearance  of  the  Lord, 

And  faith  dands  leaning  on  his  word. 


CXXXIIL  COMMON  METRE. 
Love  and  Charity.  1  Cor.  xiii.  2———  7, 13, 


IET  Pharifee?,  of  high  efteem 
_j  Their  faith  and  zeal  declare, 
All  their  religion  is  a  dream, 

If  love  be  wanting  there . 


2  Love  fufFers  long  with  patient  eye. 

Nor  is  provok'd  in  hade, 

She  lets  the  prefent  injury  die. 

And  long  forgets  the  pad. 

3  [Malice  and  rage,  thofe  fires  of  hell. 

She  quenches  with  her  tongue  ; 
Hopes  and  believes,  and  thinks  no  ill, 
Though  die  endures  the  wrong.] 

4  [She  ne'er  defires  nor  feeks  to  know 

The  fcandals  of  the  time  ; 

Nor  looks  with  pride  on  thofe  below. 
Nor  envies  thofe  that  climb.] 

5  She  lays  her  own  advantage  by 

To  feek  her  neighbour's  good  : 

So  God's  own  Son  came  down  to  die 
And  bought  our  lives  with  blood. 

6  Love  is  the  grace  that  keeps  herpowh 

In  all  the  realms  above  ; 

There  faith  and  hope  are  known  no  more 
But  faints  for  ever  love. 

CXXXI  V.  LONG  METRE. 

Religion  vain  without  Love.  1  Cor.  xiii.  i,  2, 

1  T  T  AD  I  the  tongues  of  Greeks  and  Jeuc, 
JL  1  And  nobler  fpeech  than  angels  uf< 
If  love  be  abfent,  I  am  found, 

Like  tinkling  brafs,  an  empty  found. 

2  Were  I  infpir’d  to  preach  and  tell 
All  that  is  done  in  heaven  and  hell ; 

Or  could  my  faith  the  world  remove. 
Still  I  am  nothing  without  love. 

3  Should  I  didribute  all  my  dore 
To  feed  the  bowels  of  the  poor, 

Or  give  my  body  to  the  flame, 

To  gain  a  martyr's  glorious  name  ; 

4  If  love  to  God  and  love  to  men 
Be  abfent,  all  my  hopes  are  vain  ! 

Nor  tongues,  nor  gifts,  nor  fiery  zeal. 
The  works  oflove  can  e'er  fulfil. 


CXXXV.  LONG  METRE. 


The  Love  of  chp.ist  (hed  abroad  in  the  Heai 
Epb.  iii.  16,  & c. 

1  /^10ME,dearedLord,defcend  and  dwe 
BV  faith  and  love  in  ev'ry  bread  ; 
Then  fhall  we  know,  and  tade,  and  feel 
The  joys  that  cannot  be  exprefs'd. 

2Come,fill  our  hearts  with  inward  drengtl 
Make  our  enlarged  fouls  poiTcfs,  [lengt 
And  learn  the  height  and  breadth  an 
Of  thine  immcafurable  grace. 
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3  Now  to  the  God  whofe  pow’r  can  do  CXXXVIII.  COMMON  METRE. 
More  than  our  thoughts  or  withes  know,! 

Be  everlafting  honours  done  Saints  in  the  Hands  of  christ.  John  x.  28,  29. 

By  all  the  Church  through  Chrift  hi*  Son.)  (  RM  as  the  ^  thy  gofpeI  ftands> 

X  My  Lord,  my  hope,  my  truft  ; 

If  t  am  found  in  Jefus*  hands 
My  foul  can  ne’er  be  loll, 

z  His  honour  is  engag’d  to  lave 

The  meaneft  of  his  ftieep  ; 

All  that  his  heav’nly  .father  gave 

His  hands  lecurely  keep. 

» 

3  Nor  death,  nor  hell,  (hall  e’er  remove 
His  fav’rites  from  his  bread  ; 

In  the  dear  bofom  of  his  love 
They  mu  ft  forever  reft. 


CXXXVI.  COMMON  METRE. 

Sincerity  and  Hypocrify  :  Or,  Formality  in 
Worfhip.  "John  iv.  24.  Pfalm  cxxxix.  23,  24. 

1  OD  is  a  Spirit  juft  and  wife, 

V_X  He  fees  our  inmoftmind  ; 

In  tfain  to  heav’n  we  raife  our  cries, 

And  leave  our  fouls  behind. 

2  Nothing  but  truth  before  his  throne 

With  honour  can  appear  : 

The  painted  hypocrites  are  known 
Through  the  difguile  they  wear. 

3  Their  lifted  eyes  falute  the  (kies. 

Their  bending  knees  the  ground  ; 
But  God  abhors  the  facrifice, 

Where  not  the  heart  is  found. 


CXXXIX.  LONG  METRE. 

Hope  in  the  Covenant  :  Or,  God’s  Promife 
and  Truth  unchangeable,  lleb.  vi.  17 - 19. 

4  Lord-,  fearch  my  thoughts,  and  try  my  J  °^t  ^nand  Satan  drove 

uf^wc  '  JL  JLTo  rend  my  foul  from  thee, myGod? 

But  everlafting  is  thy  love, 


ways, 

And  make  my  foul  fincere  ; 
Then  fhall  I  ftand  before  thy  face, 
And  find  acceptance  there. 


And  Jrfus  feals  it  with  his  blood, 

2  The  oath  and  promife  of  the  Lord 
Join  to  confirm  the  wond’ious  grace  ; 
Eternal  pow’r  performs  the  word, 

And  fills  all  heav’n  with  endlefs  praife. 


C  XXXVII.  LONG  METRE. 

Salvation  by  Grace  in  christ.  2  lim.  i.  q,  10.  L  t  „  ,, 

3  .  y,  iu.  ^  Amidft  temptations  (harp  and  long, 

1  t0  ^ower  ^uPreme 


Be  everlafting  honours  giv’n, 

He  faves  from  hell  (we  blefs  his  name) 
He  calls  our  wand’ring  feet  to  heav’n. 

2  Not  for  our  duties  or  deferts, 

But  of  his  own  abundant  grace, 

He  works  falvation  in  our  hearts, 

And  forms  a  people  for  his  praife. 

3  ’Twas  his  own  purpofe  that  begun 
To  refcue  rebels  doom’d  to  die  ; 

He  gave  us  grace  in  Chrift  his  Son, 
Before  he  fpread.  the  ftarrv  fky. 

4  Jefus  the  Lord  appears  at  laft, 

And  makeshis  Father’s  counfels  known 
Declares  the  great  tranfaftions  pafs’d 
And  brings  immortal  bleftiqgs  down.  « 

5  He  dies!  and  in  that  dreadful  night 
Did  all  the  pow’rs  of  hell  deftroy  ; 
Rifing,  he  brought  our  heav’n  to  light, 
Aad  took  pofTefTion  of  the  joy. 


My  foul  to  this  dear  refuge  flies  ; 

Hope  is  my  anchor,  firm  and  ftrong, 
While  tempefts  blow,  and  billows  rife, 

4.Thegofpel  bears  my  fpirit  up  ; 

A  faithful  and  unchanging  God 
Lays  the  foundation  for  my  hope. 

In  oaths,  and  promif'es,  and  blood. 


1 1 


CXL.  co  M  M  O  N  H  E  T  R  E . 

4  living  and  a  dead  Faith,  coMe&ed  from  fe- 
veral  Scriptures. 

MISTAKEN  fouls!  that  dream  o£ 
heav’p 

And  make  their  empty  boaft 
Of  inward  joys,  and  fins  forgiv’n, 

While  they  are  (laves  to  luft. 

2  Vain  are  our  fancies,  airy  flights. 

If  faith  be  cold  and  dead  ; 

None  but  a  living  pow’r  unites; 

{  To  Chrift  the  living  head, 


a 
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3  ’Tis  faith  that  changes  all  the  heart, 

’Tis  faith  that  works  by  love  ; 

1  hat  bids  all  finful  joys  depart. 

And  lifts  the  thoughts  above. 

4  ’Tis  faith  that  conquers  earth  and  he'll, 

By  a  celedial  power  ; 

This  is  the  grace  that  fhall  prevail 
In  the  decifive  hour. 


5  [faith  mud  obey  her  Father’s  will, 
As  well  as  trull  his  grace  ; 

A  pardoning  God  is  jealous  dill 
For  his  own  holinefs. 


7  [Ten  thoufand  captive  daves, 
Releas’d  from  death  and  fin, 

Shall  quit  their  prifons  and  their  graves. 
And  own  his  pow’r  divine.] 

8  [Heav’n  fhall  advance  my  Son 
To  joys  that  earth  deny’d  ; 

Who  faw  the  follies  men  had  done, 

And  bore  their  fins  and  dy’d.”] 


$  When  from  the  curie  he  fetsus  free, 
He  makes  our  natures  clean, 

Nor  would  he  fend  his  Son  to  be 
The  Minider  of  fin. 


His  Spirit  purifies  our  frame, 
And  feals  our  peace  with  God 
'JefuSy  and  his  falvation  came 
By  water  and  by  blood.] 


CKLI.  SHORT  METRE. 


The  Humiliation  and 
Jfa.  liii.  i  — 


Exaltation  @f 
io - 12. 


CHRIST. 


TX7TIO  has  believ’d  thy  word, 
»  V  Or  thy  falvation  known  ; 


Reveal  thine  arm  Almighty  Lord, 
And  glorify  thy  Son. 

2  The  Jews  edeem’d  him  here 
Too  mean  for  their  belief  ; 

Sorrows  Ids  chief  acquaintance  were, 
Ami  his  companion  grief. 

3  They  turn’d  their  eyes  away, 
And  treated  him  with  fcorn  ; 

But  ’twas  their  grief  upon  him  lay, 
Their  borrows  he  has  borne. 


CX  LI  I.  SHORT  METRE, 

The  fame.  Ifa.  liii.  6- - 9 - 12. 

1  T  IKEllieepwe  went  adrav, 
JL*  And  broke  the  fold  of  God, 
Each  wand’ring  in  a  different  way, 


But  all  the  downward  road. 
2  How  dreadful  was  the  hour, 


When  God  our  wand’rings  laid. 

And  did  at  once  his  vengeance  pour 
Upon  the  Shepherd’s  head  l 

3  How  glorious  was  the  grace, 
When  Chriji  fudain’d  the  droke  l 

His  life  and  blood  the  diepherd  pays 
A  ranfom  for  the  flock. 

4  His  honour  and  his  breath 
Were  taken  both  away  ; 

Join’d  with  the  wicked  in  his  death 
And  made  as  vile  as  they. 

<;  But  God  (hall  raife  his  head 
O’er  all  the  fons  of  men  ; 

And  make  him  fee  a  num’rous  feed 
To  recompenfe  his  pain. 

6  “  I’ll  give  him,  faith  the  Lord, 
A  portion  with  the  ftrong  ; 

He  fhall  poflefs  a  large  reward, 

And  hold  his  honours  long. 


)  I 


4  ’Tvvas  for  the  flubborn  Jews 
And  Gentiles  then  unknown, 
The  God  of  juflice  pleas’d  to  bruife 


cxliil 

Characters  of 


His  bed  beloved  Son. 


COMMON 
the  Children 


METRE. 


of  god,  fron 


feveral  Scriptures. 


5  u  But  I’ll  prolong  his  days, 


1  QO  new-born  babes  deflre  the  bread. 
O  To  feed,  and  grow,  and  thrive  j 


And  make  his  kingdom  hand  ; 
My  pleafure,  faith  the  God  of  Grace, 
Shall  profper  in  his  hand. 

6  [His  joyful  foul  fhall  fee 
The  purchafe  of  his  pain. 

And  by  Ids  knowledge  judify 
The  guilty  funs  of  men.] 


So  faints  with  joy  the  gofpel  tade, 

And  by  the  gofpel  live. 

[With  inward  gud  their  heart  approves 
All  that  the  word  relates  ; 

They  love  the  men  their  Father  loves. 
And  hate  the  work  he  hates.] 

[Not  all  the  fiatt’ring baits  on  earth 
Can  make  them  flaves  to  had  $ 
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They  can't  forget  their  heav’nly  birth 
Nor  grovel  in  the  dull. 

4  Not  all  the  chains  that  tyrants  ufe 

Shall  bind  their  fouls  to  vice  : 

Faith,  like  a  conqu’ror,  can  produpe 
A  thoufand  victories.] 

5  [Grace,  like  an  uncorrupted  feed, 

Abides  and  reigns  within  j 
Immortal  principles  forbid 
'  The  Ions  of  God  to  fin.] 

6  [Not  by  the  terrours  of  a  Have 

Do  they  perform  his  will, 

But  with  the  nobleft  pow'rs  they  have 
His  Iweet  commands  fulfil. 

7  They  find  accefs  at  ev’ry  hour 

To  God  within  the  vail  ; 

Hepce  they  derive  a  quickening  pow’r 
And  joys  that  never  fail. 

8  O  happy  fouls  !  O  glorious  date 

Of  ever- flowing  grace  ! 

To  dwell  fo  near  their  Father's  feat, 
And  fee  his  lovely  face  1 

9  Lord,  I  addrefs  thy  heav’nly  throne  : 

Call  me  a  child  of  thine  ; 

Send  down  the  Spirit  of  thy  Son 
To  form  my  heart  divine. 

10  There  fned  thy  choicefi  love  abroad, 

And  make  my  comforts  ft rong  ; 

Then  (hall  I  fay,  My  Father ,  God, 

With  an  unwav’ring  tongue. 


C  X  L I V.  COMMON  MET  R  E . 

The  witnefling  and  fealing  Spirit.  Rom.  viii. 
14,  16,  Epb.  i.  13,  14. 

i  THY  fhould  the  children  of  a  King 
V  V  Go  mourning  all  their  days  ? 
Great  Comforter,  ci’efcend  and  bring 
Some  tokens  of  thy  grace. 

3  Doft  thou  not  dwell  in  all  the  faints, 
And  feal  the  heirs  of  heav’n  ? 

When  wilt  thou  banifh  my  complaints, 
And  fhow  my  fins  forgiv’n  r 

3  Allure  my  confcience  of  her  part 
In  the  Redeemer’s  blood  ; 

And  bear  thy  witnefs  with  my  heart, 

That  I  am  born  of  God. 

4  Trfou.artthe  earned  ofhisloye, 

The  pledge  of  joys  to  come  ; 

And  thy  foft  wings,  celeftial  Dove, 

’  Will  Life  convey  me  home, 

t  .  j 


:  X  L  I V,  C  X  L  V,  C  X  L  V 1 . 

CXLV.  COMMON  METRE. 

Christ  and  Aaron,  taken  from  Hcb.\ ii.  and  \t» 

i  cyESUS,  in  thee  our  eyes  behold 
J  A  thoufand  glories  more 
Than  the  rich  gems  and  polifh’d  gold 
The  foils  of  Aaron  wore. 

?  They  firft  their  own  burnt  offerings 
To  purge  themfelves  from  fin  ;  [bro’t. 
Thy  life  was  pure  without  a  fpot. 

And  all  thy  nature  clean. 

3  [Frefh  blood,  as  conftant  as  the  day. 

Was  on  their  altar  fpilt  : 

But  thy  one  off 'ring  takes  away 
Forever  all  our  guilt. J 

4  [Their  priefthood  ran  thro'feveral  hands 

For  mortal  was  their  race  ; 

Thy  never  changing  office  ftands. 
Eternal  as  thy  days.] 

£  [Once,  in  the  circuit  of  a  year, 

With  blood,  but  not  his  own, 

Aaron  within  the  vail  appears. 

Before  the  golden  throne. 

6  But  Chrijl ,  by  his  own  powerful  blood, 

Afcends  above  the  fkies, 

And,  in  the  prefence  of  our  God, 

Shows  his  own  facrifice.  j 

7  JefusJ  the  King  of  glory  reigns. 

On  Sion  s  heav’nly  hill  ; 

Looks  like  a  lamb  that  has  been  {lain. 
And  wears  his  priefthood  frill. 

5  He  ever  lives  to  intercede 

Before  his  Father’s  face  : 

Give  him,  my  foul,  thy  caufe  to  plead. 
Nor  doubt  the  Father’s  grace. 


CXLV  1.  LONG  METRE. 

Characters  of  christ  borrowed  from  inani¬ 
mate  Things  in  Scripture. 

1  [ 0  Worffiip  at  Immanuel’ s  feet, 

v_T  See  in  his  face  what  wonders  meet  \ 
Earth  is  too  narrow  to  exprefs 
His  worth,  his  glory,  or  his  grace.] 

2  [The  whole  creation  can  afford 
But  fome  faint  fhadows  of  my  Lord  ; 
Nature,  to  make  his  beauties  known, 
Muft  mingle  colours  not  her  own.] 

3  [Is  he  compar’d  to  wine  or  bread  ? 

Dear  Lord  our  fouls  would  thus  be  fed  ; 
That  flefh,  that  dying  blood  of  thine. 

Is  bread  of  life,  is  heav’nly  wine,  j 
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4  [is  he  a  tree  ?  The  world  receives 
Salvation  from  his  healing  leaves  : 

That  righteous  branch,  that  fruitful  b6ugb, 
Is  David’ s  root  and  offspring  too.] 

5  [Is  he  a  rofe  ?  Not  Sharon  yields 
Such  fragrancy  in  all  her  fields  : 

Or  if  the  lily  he  affume, 

X  he  vallies  blefs  the  rich  perfume.] 

6  [Is  he  a  vine  ?  His  heav’nly  root 
Supplies  the  boughs  with  life  and  fruit  : 
O  let  a  lading  union  join 

My  foul  to  Chrift  the  living  vine.!] 

7  [Is  he  the  head  ?  Each  member  lives, 
And  owns  the  vital  power  he  gives  ; 

X  he  faints  below,  and  faints  above, 
join’d  by  his  Spirit  and  his  love,] 

8  [Is  he  a  fountain  ?  There  I  bathe, 

And  heal  the  plague  of  fin  and  death  : 
Thefe  waters  all  my  foul  renew. 

And  cleanfemy  fpotted  garments  too.] 

<)  [ Ts  he  a  fire  ?  He’ll  purge  my  drofs  : 
But  the  true  gold  fudains  no  lofs-j 
Like  a  refiner  fhall  he  lit, 

And  tread  the  refufe  with  his  feet.] 

io  [Is  he  a  rock  ?  How  firm  he  proves! 
The  rock  of  ages  never  moves  ; 

Yet  the  fwect  dreams  that  from  him  flow 
Attend  us  all  the  defert  through,] 

ti  [Is  he  a  way  ?  He  leads  to  God, 

X  he  path  is  drawn  in  lines  of  blood  ; 
There  would  I  walk  with  hope  and  zeal, 
’Till  I  arrive  at  Sion’s  hill.] 

T2  [Is  he  a  door  ?  I’ll  enter  in  ;  1 
Behold  the  paflures  large  3nd  green  ; 

A  paradife  divinely  fair, 

None  but  the  fheep  have  freedom  there.] 

J3  [Is  he  defign’d  a  corner  done, 

For  men  to  build  their  heav’n  upon  ? 

I’ll  make  him  my  foundation  too, 

Nor  fear  the  plots  of  hell  below.] 

14.  [Is  he  a  temple  ?  I  adore 
Th*  indwelling  majedy  and  pow’r  ; 

And  dill  to  his  mod  holy  place 
Whene’er  I  pray,  I  turn  my  face.] 

1 5  [Is  lie  a  dar  ?  He  breaks  the  night, 
Piercing  the  fliades  with  dawning  light  ? 

I  know  his  glories  from  afar, 

1  know  the  bright,  the  morning  dar.  ] 


: lv 1 1,  cxlviii.  Book  L 

1 6  [Is  he  a  fun  ?  His  beams  are  grace. 

His  courle  is  joy  and  righteoufnefs  : 
Nations  rejoice  when  he  appears 

1  o  chafe  their  clouds,and  dry  their  tears.] 

17  [O  let  me  climb  tjhofe  higher  Ikies, 
Where  dorms  and  darknefs  never  rile  ! 
There  hedifplays  his  pow’rs  abroad, 

And  diines  and  reigns  th’incarnate  God.] 

18  Nor  earth,  nor  Teas,  nor  fun,  nor  dars> 
Nor  heav’n  his  full  refemblance  bears  j 
His  beauties  we  can  never  trace, 

i  hi  we  behold  him  face  to  face. 

CXLVII.  LONG  METRE. 

The  Names  and  Titles  of  Christ,  from  feve- 
veral  Scriptures. 

i['rPIS  from  the  treafure  of  his  word 
X  I  borrow  titles  for  my  Lord ; 

Nor  art  nor  nature  can  lupply 
Sufficient  forms  of  majedy. 

2  Bright  image  of  the  father’s  face. 
Shining  with  undiminiffi’d  rays  j 
Th’  eternal  God’s  eternal  Son, 

The  heir  and  partner  of  his  throne.] 

3  The  King  of  kings,  the  Lord  mod  high. 
Writes  his  own  name  upon  his  thigh, 

He  wears  a  garment  dipt  in  blood, 

And  breaks  the  nations  with  his  rod, 

4  Where  grace  can  neither  melt  nor  move, 
The  Lamb  relents  his  injur’d  love, 
Awakes  his  wrath  without  delay, 

And  Jadah’s  lion  tears  the  prey. 

5  But  when  for  works  of  peace  lie  comes, 
What  winning  titles  he  affumes  ! 

Light  of  the  world ,  and  life  of  men  : 

Nor  bears  thole  characters  in  vain. 

6  With  tender  pity  in  his  heart, 

He  adfs  the  Mediator’s  part  ; 

A  friend  and  brother  he  appears, 

And  well  fulfils  the  name  he  wears. 

7  At  length  the  Judge  his  throne  afcends, 
Divides  the  rebels  from  his  friends, 

And  faints  in  full  fruition  prove  * 

His  rich  variety  of  love. 

CXLVIII.  PARTICULAR 

M  E  T  R  E . 

T!-ip  fame  a?  the  cxlviiith  Pfalm. 
t  [T  7T  7HTH  cheerful  voice  I  fing 
V  V  The  titles  of  my  Lord^ 

And  borrow  all  the  names 
Of  honour  from  his  word  5 
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Nature  and  art 
Can  ne’er  f apply 
Sufficient  forms 
Of  majefty. 

2  In  Jefus  we  behold 

His  Father’s  glorious  face. 

Shining  forever  bright 
With  mild  and  lovely  rays  : 

Th’  eternal  God’s 
Eternal  Son 
Inherits  and 

Partakes  the  throne.) 

3  The  fov’ reign  King  of  kings, 

The  Lord  of  lords  mod  high. 

Writes  his  own  name  upon 
His  garment  and  his  thigh  : 

His  name  is  call’d 
The  Word  of  God, 

He  rules  the.earth 
With  iron  rod. 

4  Where  promifes  and  grace 
Can  neither  melt  or  move. 

The  angrv  lamb  relents 
Th  injuries  of  his  love  ; 

Awakes  his  wrath  , 

Without  delay, 

•As  lions  roar, 

And  tear  the  prey. 

5  But  when  for  works  of  peace 
T  he  great  redeemer  comes, 

What  gentle  characters. 

What  titles  he  affumes  I 

Light  of  the  world, 

And  life  of  men  j 
Nor  will  he  bear 

Thole  names  in  vain. 

6  Immenfe  companion  reigns 

In  our  Immanuel' %  heart,  , 

When  he  defcends  to  a6t 
A  Mediator’s  part, 

He  is  a  friend, 

And  brother  too  ; 

Divinely  kind 
Divinely  true. 

7  At  length  the  Lord,  the  Judge y 
His  awful  throne  afcends, 

And  drives  the  rebels  far 
From  favourites  and  friends. 

Then  (hall  the  faints 
Completely  prove 
The  heights  and  depths 
.  Cf  all  his  love. 


\  • 

CXLIX.  LONG  metre. 

The  offices  of  Christ,  from  feveral  Scriptures. 

i  I OIN  all  the  names  of  love  and  pow’r, 
J  1  hat  ever  men  or  angels  bore. 

All  are  too  mean  to  fpeak  his  worth. 

Or  let  Immanuel9 s  glory  forth. 


2  But  O  what  condefcending  ways 
He  takes  to  teach  his  heavily  grace  i 
My  eyes  with  joy  and  wonder  fee 
What  forms  ot  love  he  bears  to  me. 


j  (The  Angel  of  the  cm  n  ant  Bands 
With  his  commiflion  in  his  hands. 

Sent  Irom  his  Father’s  milder  throne. 
To  make  the  great  falvation  known.) 

4  (Great  Prophet !  let  me  hlefs  thy  name  ; 
By  thee  the  joyful  tidings  came 

Of  wrath  appeas’d,  of  fins  forgiv’n. 

Of  hell  fubdu’d,  and  peace  withheav’n.) 

5  (My  bright  example  and  my  guide, 

I  would  be  walking  near  thy  tide  ; 

O  let  me  never  run  affray, 

Norfollowthe  forbidden  way  ! 

6  I  love  my  Shepherd,  he  fhall  keep 

My  wand' ring  foul  amongfi  his  fheep  ; 
He  feeds  his  flocks,  he  calls  their  names. 
And  in  his  bofom  bears  the  lambs.) 

7  (My  Surety  undertakes  my  caufe, 
Anfw’ring  his  Father’s  broken  laws  : 
Behold  my  foul  at  freedom  fet. 

My  Surety  paid  the  dreadful  debt.) 

8  Off  us,  my  great  High  Prlef,  has  dy’d, 

I  feek  no  facrince  befide  ; 

His  blood  did  once  for  all  atone. 

And  now  it  pleads  before  the  throne.) 

9  (My  Advocate  appears  on  high. 

The  Father  lays  his  thunder  by  ; 

Not  all  that  earth  or  hell  can  fay 
Snail  turn  fny  fathers  heart  avvav. 

10  (My  Lord ,  my  Conqu  ror and  mv King, 
Thy  fceptre,  and  thy  fword  I  ling ; 

Thine  is  the  vi&’ry,  and  I  fit 

A  joyfulfubjc<5i  at  thy  feet. 

ir  (Afpire,  my  foul,  to  glorious  deeds. 
The  Captain  of  falvation  leads : 

March  on,  nor  fear  to  win  the  day, 

I  houghdeath  and  hell  obffrtuT  the  way.) 
it  Should  death  and  hell,  and  pow’rs  un- 
Ppt  all  their  forms  of  mifchiefon,  (known* 
I  fhall  be  fafe;  forCbrijl  difpiays 
Salvation  in  more  fov ’reign  ways.) 
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CL.  PARTICULAR  METRE. 
The  fame  as  the  cxlviiith  Pfalm „ 
i  JOIN  all  the  glorious  names 


Of  wifdom,  love,  and  pow'r. 
That  ever  mortals  knew, 

That  angels  ever  bore  : 

All  are  too  mean 
To  fpeak  his  worth. 

Too  mean  to  fet 
My  Saviour  forth. 

But,  O  what  gentle  terms, 


W  hat  condefcending  ways 
Doth  our  Redeemer  ufe, 

To  teach  his  heav’nly  grace  ! 
Mine  eyes  with  joy 
And  wonder  fee 
Yv'hat  forms  of  love 
He  bears  for  me. 


3  (Array'd  in  mortal  flefli, 
He  like  an  angel  hands, 
And  holds  the  promifes 
And  pardons  in  his  hands. 
Conunidton’d  from 
His  father's  throne ; 
To  make  his  grace 
To  mortals  known.  ] 


4  (Great  Prophet  of  my  God, 

My  tongue  would  blefs  thy  name  ; 
By  thee  the  joyful  news 
Of  our  falvation  came  ; 

The  joyful  news 
Of  fins  forgiv'n. 

Of  hellfubdu’d, 

And  peace  with  lieav’n.) 

5  (Be  thou  my  counfellory 
My  pattern  and  my  guide  ; 

And  through  this  defert  land 
Still  keep  me  near  thy  fide. 

O  let  my  feet 
Ne’er  run  afirav. 

Nor  rove  nor  feck 
The  crocked  way  !) 

£  (I  love  my  Shepherd’s  voice. 

His  watchful  eyes  (hall  keep 
My  wand'ring  foul  among 
The  thoufands  of  his  fiieep  : 

He  feeds  his  flock. 

He  calls  their  names, 

His  bofom  bears 
The  tender  lambs.) 


(To  this  dear  Surety's  hand 
Will  I  commit  my  caufe  5 
He  anfwers  and  fulfils 
His  Father's  broken  laws* 
Behold  my  foul 
At  freedom  fet  ! 

My  Surety  paid 

The  dreadful  debt.) 


8  ( Jefus  my  great  High  Priejf9 
Offer’d  his  blood  and  dy’dj 
My  guilty  confidence  feeks 
No  facrifice  befide. 

His  powerful  blood 
Did  once  atone  ; 

And  now  it  pleads 
Eefore  the  throne. ) 


(My  advocate  appears 
For  my  defence  on  high  * 
The  Father  bows  his  ears. 
And  lays  his  thunder  by. 
Not  all  that  hell 
Or  fin  can  fay, 

Shall  turn  his  heart. 

His  love  away.) 


10  (My  dear  Almighty  Lord 
My  Conquror  and  my  Kingp 
Thy  fceptre  and  thy  fvvord, 
Thy  reigning  grace  I  fing. 
Thine  is  the  pow'r  $ 
Behold  I  fit 
In  willing  bonds 
Beneath  thy  feet.) 


11  (Now  let  my  foul  arife, 

And  tread  the  tempter  down 
My  Captain  leads  me  forth 
To  conquefi  and  a  crown. 

A  feeble  faint 

Shall  win  the  day. 
Though  death  and  hell 
Obftrufts  the  way./ 


12  Should  all  the  hofis  of  death. 
And  pow’rs  of  hell  unknown, 
Put  their  moll  dreadful  form? 
Of  rage  and  mifchief  on  ; 

I  fhall  be  fafe, 

For  Chrift  difplays 
Superiour  pow’r 
And  guardian  grace. 


END  of  the  FIRST  BOOK. 
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BOOK  II. 
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I.  LONG  METRE. 

A  Song  of  Praife  to  God. 

ATURE,  with  all  her  pow’r,  fhall 

ling, 

God  the  Creator,  and  the  King ; 

Nor  air,  nor  earth,  nor  fkies,  nor  Teas, 
Deny  the  tribute  of  their  praife, 

2  [Begin  to  make  his  glories  known, 

Ye  feraphs,  that  fit  near  his  throne; 
Tune  your  harps  high,  and  fpread  the 
To  the  creation’s  utmoft  bound.]  [lound, 

3  [All  mortal  things  of  meaner  frame, 
Exert  your  force,  and  own  his  name  ; 
Whilft  with  our  fouls,  and  with  our  voice, 
We  fing  his  honours,  and  our  joys.] 

j.  [To  him  be  facred  all  we  have, 

From  the  young  cradle  to  the  grave  : 
Our  lips  fhall  his  loud  wonders  tell, 

And  every  word  a  miracle.] 

5  [Thefe  Weflern  fhores,  our  native  land, 
Lie  fafe  in  the  Almighty’s  hand  ! 

Our  foes  of  vift’ry  dream  in  vain, 

And  wear  the  captivating  chain.] 

>  [Raife  monumental  praifes  high 
To  him  that  thunders  thro’  the  iky, 

And  with  an  awful  nod  or  frown, 

Shakes  an  afptring  tyrant  down.] 

i  [Pillars  of  lading  brafs  proclaim 
1  he  triumphs  of  th’  eternal  name  ; 
While  trembling  nations  read  from  far 
The  honours  of  the  God  of  war.] 

W 


8  Thus  let  our  flaming  zeal  employ 
Our  ioftieft  thoughts,  and  loudeft  fongs; 
Let  there  be  fung  with  warmed  joy 
Holanna  from  ten  thoufand  tongues. 

9  Yet,  mighty  God,  our  feeble  frame* 
Attempts  in  vain  to  reach  thy  name  ; 
The  ftrongefl  notes  that  angels  raife* 
Faint  in  the  worfhip  and  the  praife. 

_ , _ _ 

II.  common  metre. 

The  Death  of  a  Sinner. 

1  l\/TY  Noughts  on  awful  fubje£is  roll. 
■IV A  Damnation  and  the  dead  ; 

What  horrors  feize  the  guilty  foul 

Upon  a  dying  bed. 

2  Ling’ring  about  thefe  mortal  fliores^ 

She  makes  a  long  delay, 

Till  like  a  flood  with  rapid  force. 
Death  fweeps  the  wretch  away. 

3  Then;  fwift  and  dreadful,  fhe  defeends 

Down  to  the  fiery  coafi, 

Amongfl  abominable  fiends, 

Herfelf  a  frighted  ghofl. 

4  There  endlefs  crouds  of  finners  lie 

And  clark nefs  makes  their chains*  ; 
Tortur  d  with  keen  defpair  they  cry 
Yet  wait  for  fiercer  pains. 

5  Not  dll  their  aRguifh  and  their  blood 

For  their  old  guilt  atones. 

Nor  the  compaffion  of  a  God 
Shall  hearken  to  their  groans, 
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6  Amazing  grace,  that  kept  my  breath, 
Nor  bid  my  foul  rerpove, 

’Till  I  had  learn’d  my  Saviour's  death, 
And  well  infur’d  his  love  ! 

III.  COMMON  METRE. 

The  Death  and  Burial  of  a  Saint. 

yTHYdo  we  mourn  departing  friends? 
V  V  Or  (hake  at  death’s  alarms  ? 
*Tis  but  the  voice  that  Jefus  fends  , 

To  call  them  to  his  arms. 

a  Are  we  not  tending  upward  too 
As  fad  as  time  can  move  ? 

Nor  would  we  with  the  hours  more  (low 
To  keep  us  from  our  love. 

3  Why  fhould  we  tremble  to  convey 

Their  bodies  to  the  tomb  ? 

There  the  dear  flelh  of  Jefus  lay 
And  left  a  long  perfume,  ~ 

4  The  graves  of  all  the  faints  he  blefs’d, 

And  foften’d  every  bed  : 

Where  (hould  the  dying  members  red, 
But  with  the  dying  Head  ? 

5  Thence  he  arofe,  afeended  high, 

And  fhew'dour  feet  the  way  : 

Up  to  the  Lord  our  flefh  (hall  fly, 

At  the  great  rifing  day. 

i 

6  Then  let  the  lad  loud  trumpet  found, 

And  bid  our  kindred  rife  ; 

Awake,  ye  nations  under  ground, 

Ye  faints  afeend  the  fleies. 

■ — -  ---  _ _ _ — . — — 

IV.  LONG  METRE. 

Salvation  in  the  Crofs. 

jTTERE  at  thy  crofs,  my  dying  God, 
XT  I  lay  my  (oul  beneath  thy  love, 
Beneath  the  droppings  of  thy  blood, 

Jefus y  nor  dial l  it  e’er  remove. 

2  Not  all  that  tyrants  think  or  fay, 

With  rage  and  lightning  in  their  eyes, 
Nor  hell  (hall  fright  my  heart  away, 
Should  hell  with  all  its  legions  rife. 

3  Should  vvorlds  confpire  to  drive  me 

thence, 

Movelefs  and  firm  this  heart  (hould  lie; 
Refolv’d  (for  that’s  my  lad  defence) 

If  I  mud  peridi,  there  to  die. 

a  But  fpeak,  my  Lord,  and  calm  my  fear; 
Am  1  not  (afe  beneath  thy  (hade  t 
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'  Thy  vengeance  will  not  drike  me  hen 
Nor  Satan  dare  my  foul  invade. 

5  Yes,  I’m  fecure  beneath  thy  blood. 
And  all  my  foes  (li all  lofe  their  aim  ; 
Hofanna  to  my  dying  God, 

And  my  bed  honours  to  his  name. 


V.  LONG  METRE. 
Longing  to  praife  christ  better. 

1 T  GRD,  when  my  thoughts  with  won 
JLji  der  roll 

O’er  the  fliarp  borrows  of  thy  (oul. 

And  read  my  Maker’s  broken  laws. 
Repair’d  and  honour’d  by  the  crofs  : 

2  When  I  behold  death,  hell,  and  fin, 
Vanquifh’d  by  that  dear  blood  of  thine 
And  fee  the  Man  than  groan’d  and  dy’d 
Sit  glorious  by  his  Father’s  fide  : 

3  My  paflions  rife  and  foar  above, 

I ’m  wing’d  with  faith,  and  fir’d  with  love 
Fain  would  I  reach  eternal  things, 

And  learn  the  notes  that  Gabriel  fings. 

4.  But  my  hqart  fails,  my  tongue  complains 
For  want  of  their  immortal  drains  ; 
And  in  fuch  humble  notes  as  thefe 
Mud  fall  below  thy  victories. 

5  Well,  the  kind  minute  mud  appear. 
When  we  (hall  leave  thefe  bodies  here 
Thefe  clogs  of  clay,  and  mount  on  high 
To  join  the  fongs  above  the  (kv. 


VI.  COMMON  METRE. 

A  Mornin'g  Song. 

1  /~\NCE  more,  my  (oul,  the  rifing  da* 1 2 3 * 5 

Salutes  thy  waking  eyes  : 

Once  more,  my  voice,  thy  tribute  pay 
To  him  that  rolls  the  (kies. 

2  Night  unto  night  his  name  repeats* 

The  day  renews  the  found, 

Wide  as  the  heav’n  on  which  he  fits 
To  turn  the  feafons  round. 

3  ’Tishe  fupports  my  mortal  frame, 

My  tongue  (hall  fpeak  his  praife  ; 
My  fins  would  roufehis  wrath  to  flame. 
And  yet  his  wrath  delays. 

4  [On  a  poor  worm  thy  pow’r  might  tread; 

And  I  could  ne’er  withfland  : 

Thy  juftice  might  havecrudi’d  me  dead; 
But  mercy  held  thine  hand. 
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5  A  thoufand  wretched  fouls  are  fled 

Since  the  laft  Getting  fun, 

And  yet  thou  length’neft  out  my  thread, 
And  yet  my  moments  run.J 

6  Dear  God,  let  all  my  hours  be  thine, 

Whilft  I  enjoy  the  light ; 

Then  fliall  my  fun  in  Indies  decline, 
And  bring  a  pleafant  night. 

VII.  COMMON  METRE. 

An  Evening  Song. 

iT"\READ  Sov’reign,  let  my  evening 
XJ  Like  holy  incenfe  rife  :  [hong 

Aflifl  tlie  offerings  of  my  tongue, 

To  reach  the  lofty  ikies. 

2  Through  all  the  dangers  of  the  day 

Thy  hand  was  flill  my  guard, 

And  itill  to  drive  my  wants  away 
Thy  mercy  flood  prepar’d. 

3  Perpetual  bleflings  from  above 

Incompafs  me  around  ; 

But  O  how  few  returns  of  love, 

Hath  my  Creator  found  ! 

4  What  have  I  done  for  him  that  dy’d 

To  fave  my  wretched  foul  ? 

How  are  my  follies  multiply’d, 

Fail  as  the  minutes  roll  ? 

5  Lord,  with  this  guilty  heart  of  mine 

To  thy  dear  crois  I  flee, 

And  to  thy  grace  my  foul  reflgn, 

To  be  renew’d  by  thee. 

6  Sprinkled  afrefli  with  pard’ning  blood 

I  lay  me  down  to  refl, 

As  in  the  embraces  of  my  God, 

Or  on  my  Saviour’s  breaft. 

VIII.  COMMON  METRE. 

A  Hymn  for  Morning  or  Evening 

i  IT  OS  ANNA,  with  a  cheerful  found, 
JL  JL  To  God’s  upholding  hand  ; 

Ten  thoufand  Glares  attend  us  round 
And  yet  fecure  we  fland.  * 

z  That  was  a  mofl  amazing  pow’r, 

That  rais’d  us  with  a  word, 

And  ev’ry  day  and  ev’ry  hour, 

We  lean  upon  the  Lord. 

3  The  evening  reds  our  weary  head, 

And  angels  guard  the  room  ; 

W e  wake,  and  we  admire  the  bed 
That  was  not  made  our  tomb. 


4  The  riling  morning  can’t  aiTure 

That  we  fliall  end  the  day  ! 

For  death  flantis  ready  at  the  door 
To  feize  our  lives  away. 

5  Our  breath  is  forfeited  by  fin 

To  God’s  revenging  law  ; 

We  own  thy  grace  immortal  King, 

In  ev’rygafp  we  draw. 

6  God  is  our  fun,  whofe  daily  light 

Our  joy  and  fafety  brings  ; 

Our  feeble  flefli  lies  fafe  at  night 
Beneath  his  (liady  wings, 

IX.  COMMON  METRE. 

Godly  Sorrow  arifing  from  the  Sufferings  of 

CHRIST. 

1  A  LAS  !  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed  l 
/i.  And  did  my  Sov’reign  die  ? 

Would  he  devote  that  facrcd  head 
E'er  fuch  a  worm  as  I  ? 

2  [Thy  body  (lain,  fweet  Jefusy  thine, 

And  bath’d  in  its  own  blood, 

While  all  expos’d  to  wrath  divine, 

The  glorious  fuff  ’rer  flood !] 

3  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  had  done 

He  groan’d  upon  the  tree  r 
Amazing  pity!  grace  unknown  ! 

And  love  beyond  degree  ! 

4  Well  might  the  fun  in  darknefs  hide, 

And  fliut  his  glories  in, 

When  God  the  mighty  Maker  dy’d 
For  man,  the  creature’s  fin. 

5  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blufliing  face 

While  his  dear  crois  appears, 

Diflolve  my  heart  in  thankfulneis, 

And  melt  mine  eyes  in  tears. 

6  But  drops  of  tears  can  ne’er  repay 

The  debt  of  1  ove I  owe ; 

Here,  Lord,  I  give  myfeif  away, 

’Tis  all  that  I  can  do. 


X .  COMMON  METRE. 


Parting  with  Carnal  joys. 


I 


MY  foul  forfakes  her  vain  delight 
And  bids  the  world  farewel  • 
Bafe  as  the  clirt  beneath  my  feet. 
And  mifehievous  as  hell. 


2  No  longer  will  I  afk  your  love. 
Nor  feek  your  friendfliip  more  * 
Tl  le  happinefs  that  I  approve 
Lies  not  within  yourpowV. 
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3  There’s  nothing  round  this  fpacious  earth  2 

That  In i t s  my  large  defire  ; 

To  boundlels  joy  and  folid  mirth 
My  nobler  thoughts  afpire. 

4  [Where  pleafure  rolls  its  living  flood, 

From  fin  and  drofs  refin’d, 

Still  fpringing  from  the  throne  of  God, 
And  fit  to  cheer  the  mind. 


5  Th  Almighty  Ruler  of  the  fphere, 

The  glorious  and  the  great, 
Brings  his  own  Allfufticience  there, 
To  make  ouf  blifs  complete.] 

6  Had  I  the  pinions  of  a  dove, 

l*d  climb  the  heav’nly  road ; 
There  fits  my  Saviour  drefi  in  love, 
And  there  my  fmiling  God. 


XI. 


LONG  METRE 


The  fame. 


f  J  S FN D  the  joys  of  earth  away  ; 


Away  ye  tempters  of  the  mind, 

Falfe  as  the  lmooth  deceitful  fea, 

And  empty  as  the  whifiling  wind. 

2  Your  dreams  were  floating  me  along 
Down  to  the  gulf  of  black  defpair, 

And  whild  I  liden’d  to  your  fong, 

Your  fireams  had  e’en  convey’d  me  there. 


G  Lord,  I  adore  thy  matchlefs  grace, 
That  warn’d  me  of  that  dark  abyfs  ; 
That  drew  me  from  thofe  treach’rous 
And  bid  me  feek  fuperiour  blifs.  [feas> 


4  Now  to  the  fhining  realms  above 
i  ftretch  my  hands  a-nd  glance  my  eyes 
O  for  the  pinions  of  a  dove, 

To  bear  me  to  the  upper  fkies ! 


5  There  from  the  bofom  of  my  God 
Oceans  ofendlefs  pleafure  roll  ; 
There  would  I  fix  my  lad  abode, 
And  drown  the  forrows  of  my  foul. 


XII. 


COMMON  METRE. 


No  fmoaking  fweets,  nor  bleeding  lamb 
Nor  kid  nor  bullock  (lain  : 

Incenfe  and  fpice  of  coftly  names 
Would  all  be  burnt  in  vain. 


Aaron  mud  lay  his  robes  away, 

His  mitre  and  his  ved. 

When  God  himfelf  comes  down  to  be 
The  off’ring  and  the  pried. 

He  took  our  mortal  flefh  to  fhovv 
The  wonders  of  his  love  ; 

For  us  he  paid  his  life  below, 

And  prays  for  us  above. 

Father,  he  crys,  forgive  their  fins, 
For  I  myfelf  have  dy’d  ; 

And  then  he  fliows  his  open’d  veins. 
And  pleads  his  wounded  fide. 


XIII.  LONG  METRE. 


The  Creation,  Prefervation,  Diffolution,  ai 
Restoration  of  this  worid. 


ING  to  the  Lord  that  built  the  fkie 


S:  ,  . 

The  Lord  that  rear’d  this  Lately 
frame  ; 

Let  all  the  nations  found  his  praife, 

*  And  lands  unknown  repeat  his  name, 

2  He  form’d  the  Teas,  and  form’d  the  hill 
Made  ev’ry  drop  and  ev’ry  duft, 
Nature  and  time,  with  all  their  wheels. 
And  put  them  into  motion  fird. 

3  Now  from  his  high  imperial  throne, 
He  looks  far  down  upon  the  fpheres, 
He  bids  the  fhining  orbs  roll  on, 

And  round  he  turns  the  hady  years. 


4  Thus  diall  this  moving  engine  lad 
’Till  all  his  faints  are  gather’d  in, 
Then  for  the  trumpet’s  dreadful  blad 


To  Oiake  it  all  to  dud  again ! 


5  Yet  when  the  found  diall  tear  the  fkh 
And  lightning  burn  the  globe  below, 
Saints  you  may  lift  your  joyful  eyes, 
There’s  a  new  heav’n  and  earth  for  yo 


Christ  is  the  Subftance  of  the  Levitica] 

Priefthood.  '  1 


2 


fJ|  "'HE  true  Mejpah  now  appears, 


T  he  types  are  all  withdrawn 
So  fly  the  fliadows  and  the  ffars 
Before  the  rifing  dawn. 


xiv.  SHORT  METRE. 

The  Lord’s  Day  :  Or  Delight  in  Ord  inance 

1  ■\;\7'ELCOME  fweet  day  of  red, 
V  V  That  Law  the  Lord  arife  ; 
Welcome  to  this  reviving  bread, 

And  thefe  rejoicing  eyes  ! 

2  The  King  himfelf  comes  near, 
And  feads  his  faints  to  day  ; 

Here  we  may  fit  and  fee  him  here, 

And  love,  and  praife,  and  pray. 


165 


Book  II.  HYMN  S,  &c.  xv,  xvi,  xvn,  xvm. 


3  One  day  a  mid  ft  the  place 
Where  my  dear  God  hath  been. 

Is  fweeter  than  ten  thoufands  days 
Of  pleafii table  fin. 

4  My  willing  foul  would  ftay 
I  n  fuch  a  frame  as  this 

And  fit  and  fing  herfelf  away, 

To  everlaiting  blifs. 


XV.  LONG  METRE. 

The  Enjoyment  of  Christ  :  Or,  Delight  in 

Worfhip. 

1  T^ARfrom  my  thoughts,  vain  world, 

X  begone, 

Let  my  religious  hours  alone  : 

Fain  would  my  eyes  my  Saviour  fee, 

I  wait  a  vifit,  Lord,  from  thee. 

2  My  heart  grows  warm  with  holy  fire, 
And  kindles  with  a  pure  defire  : 

Come,  my  dear  Jefus,  from  above, 

And  feed  my  foul  with  heav’nly  love. 

3  [The  trees  of  life  immortal  ftand 

In  beauteous  rows  at  thy  right  hand, 
And  in  fweet  murmurs  by  their  fide 
Rivers  of  blifs  perpetual  glide. 

4  Hafte  then  but  with  a  finding  face, 

And  fpread  the  table  of  thy  grace  : 
Bring  down,  a  take  of  truth  divine, 

And  cheer  my  heart  with  facred  wine.] 

5  Biefs’d  Jefus,  what  delicious  fare  ! 

How  fweet  thy  entertainments  are  ! 
Never  did  angels  tafte  above 
Redeeming  grace  and  dying  love. 

6  Hail,  great  Immanuel  ail  divine  ! 

In  thee  thy  Father’s  glories  fhine  : 

Thou  brighteft,  fweeteft,  faireft  One, 

T  hat  eyes  have  feen,  or  angels  knowm. 


XVI.  LONG  METRE. 

Part  the  Second. 

1  T  ORD  whataheav’n  offaving  grace, 
X-J  Shines  through  the  beauties  of  thy 

face, 

And  lights  our  paftions  to  a  flame  ! 

Lord,  how  we  love  thy  charming  name. 

2  When  I  can  fay,  my  God  is  mine. 

When  I  can  feel  thy  glories  fhine, 

I  tread  the  world  beneath  my  feet, 

And  all  the  earth  calls  good  or  great. 


3  While  fuch  a  fcene  of  facred  joys, 

Our  raptur’d  eyes  and  fouls  employs, 
Here  we  could  fit  and  gaze  away, 

A  long,  an  everlafting  day. 

4  Well,  we  fhall  quickly  pafs  the  night, 

To  the  fair  coaft  of  perfect  light  j 
Then  fhall  our  joyful  fenfes  rove 
O’er  the  dear  object  of  our  love. 

5  [There  fhall  we  drink  fulldraugh(sofblif$ 
And  pluck  new  life  from  heav’nly  trees  ! 
Yet  now  and  then,  dear  Lord,  beftovv 

A  drop  of  heav’n  on  worms  below. 

6  Send  comforts  down  from  thy  right  hand. 
While  we  pafs  through  this  barren  land  ; 
And  in  thy  temple  let  us  fee 

A  glimpfeof  love,  a  gUrppfe  of  Thee.] 


X-VII.  COMMON  METRE. 

God’s  Eternity.  x 

1  TJ  ISE  my  foul  and  leave  the  ground, 
JlV  Stretch  all  thy  thoughts  abroad, 
And  roufe  up  ev’ry  tuneful  found 

To  praif'c  th’  eternal  God. 

2  Long  ere  the  lofty  fkies  were  fpread, 

Jehovah  fill’d  his  throne  ; 

Or  Adam  form’d,  or  angels  made, 
Jehovah  liv’d  alone. 

3  His  boundlefs  years  can  ne’er  decreaf^ 

Butflill  maintain  their  prime  ; 
Eternity’s  his  dwelling  place, 

And  ever  is  his  time. 

4  While  like  a  tide  our  minutes  flow. 

The  prefent  and  the  pafl, 

He  fills  his  own  immortal  NOW, 

And  fees  our  ages  wafte. 

5  The  lea  and  fky  mud  perifh  too. 

And  vaft  deftrii£lion  come  ; 

The  creatures,  look  !  how  old  they  gr®w 
And  wait  their  fiery  doom. 

6  W  ell,  let  the  fea  (brink  all  away. 

And  flame  melt  down  the  fkies. 

My  God  fhall  live  an  endlefs  day, 

VV  hen  old  creation  dies. 


XVIII.  LONG  METRE. 

TheMiniftry  of  Angels. 

HIGH  on  a  hill  of  dazzling  light 

The  King  ofgiory  fpreads-  ins  feat., 
And  troops  of  angels  ftretch’d  for  flighty 
Stand  waiting  round  his  awful  fecL  ' 
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2  Go,  faith  the  Lord,  my  Gabriel 
Salute  the  Virgins  fruitful  voomb  ; 

Make  kajle ye  cherubs  donjon  belovo , 

Sing  and  proclaim  the  Saviour’ s  come . 

3  Here  a  bright  fquadron  leaves  the  Ikies, 
And  thick  around  Eli/ha  dands; 

Anon  a  heavenly  foldier  flies, 

And  breaks  the  chains  from  Peter’s  hands. 

4  Thy  winged  troops,  O  God  of  hods. 
Wait  on  thy  wandering  church  below  ; 
Here  we  are  failing  to  thy  coalls, 

Let  angels  be  our  convoy  too. 

5  Are  they  not  all  thy  fervants,  Lord  ? 

At  thy  command  they  go  and  come  ; 
With  cheerful  hade  obey  thy  word, 

And  guard  thy  children  to  their  home. 


XIX.  COMMON  METRE. 

Our  frail  Bodies,  and  God  our  Preferv<?r. 

j  T  ET  others  boaft  how  ftrong  they  be, 
JL -J  Nor  death  nor  danger  fear  ; 

But  we’ll  confefs,  O  Lord,  to  thee, 
What  feeble  tilings  we  are. 

2  Frefh  as  the  grafs  cur  bodies  Hand, 

And  flourdh  bright  and  gay  ; 

A  blading  wind  fweepso’er  the  land, 
And  fades  the  grals  away. 

3^  Our  life  contains  a  thoufand  fprings, 
And  dies  if  one  be  gone  : 

Strange!  that  a  harp  pf  thoufand  drings 
Should  keep  in  tune  fo  long. 

4  But  ’tis  our  God  fupportsour  frame, 

The  God  that  built  us  fird  ; 

Salvation  to  th’  Almighty  name 
That  rear  ’d  us  from  the  dud. 

5  [Hefpoke,  and  draight  our  hearts  and 

In  all  their  motions  rofe  ;  [brains, 
Let  blood,  laid  he,  flow  round  the  veins ! 
And  round  the  veins  it  flows. 

6  While  we  have  breath  to  ufe  our  tougues, 

Our  Maker  we’ll  adore; 

His  fpirit  moves  our  heaving  lungs, 

Or  they  would  breathe  no  more.J 

XX.  COMMON  METRE 

Backflidings  and  Returns  :  Or,  the  Incondancy 
of  our  Love 

WHY  is  my  heart  fo  far  from  thee, 
My  God,  my  chief  delight  ? 
Why  are  my  thoughts  no  more  by  day 
With  thee  no  more  by  night  ? 
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2  [w*7'y  fhould  my  foolifli  paffions  rove  > 

Y  here  can  fuch  fweetnefs  be, 

As  I  have  tatted  in  thy  love, 

As  I  have  found  in  thee.] 

3  When  mv  forgetful  foul  renews 

Lhe  favour  of  thy  grace, 

My  heart  prefumes  I  cannot  lofe 
The  relifli,  all  my  days. 

4  But  ere  one^  fleeting  hour  is  pad, 

The  flatt  ring  world  employs 
Some  fenfual  bait  to  feize  my  tade, 

And  to  pollute  my  joys. 

5  [Trifles  of  nature,  or  of  art. 

With  fair  deceitful  charms. 

Intrude  into  my  thoughtlefs  heart, 

And  thrud  me  from  thy  arms. 

6  Then  I  repent  and  vex  my  foul. 

That  I  fliould  leave  thee  fo  ; 
vVhere  will  thofe  wild  affections  roll 
That  let  a  Saviour  go  ? 

7  [Sin’s  promis’d  joys  are  turn’d  to  pain, 

And  I  am  drown’d  in  grief? 

But  my  dear  Lord  returns  again, 

He  fl  ies  to  my  relief  : 

8  Seizing  my  foul  with  fweet furprife. 

He  draws  with  loving  bands  ; 

Divine  companion  in  his  eyes, 

And  pardon  in  his  hands.] 

9  [Wretch  that  I  am,  to  wander  thus. 

In  chafe  of  falfe  delight  ! 

Let  me  be  faden’d  to  thy  crofs. 

Rather  than  lofe  thy  fight.] 

io[Makehade  my  days  to  reach  the  goal. 
And  bring  my  heart  to  red 
On  the  dear  centre  of  my  foul, 

My  God,  my  Saviour’s  bread.] 


XXI.  LONG  METRE. 

A  Song  of  Praife  to  god  the  Redeemer. 

1  T  ET  the  old  heathens  tune  their  fong 

Of  great  Diana  and  of  Jove  ; 

But  the  fweet  theme  that  moves  my  tongue 
Is  my  Redeemer  and  his  love. 

2  Behold  a  God  defeendsand  dies, 

To  fave  my  foul  from  gaping  hell  ; 

How  the  black  gulph  where  Satan  lies, 
Yawn’d  to  receive  me  when  I  fell  ! 

3  How  judice  frown’d  and  vengeance  dcofb 
To  drive  me  down  to  endlefs  pain  l 


J 
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But  the  great  Son  propos’d  his  blood, 
And  heav’nly  wrath  grew  mild  again. 

4  Infinite  lover,  gracious  Lord, 

To  thee  be  endlefs  honours  giv’n  ; 

Thy  wond’rous  name  fhall  be  ador’d 
Round  the  wide  earth  and  wider  heav’n. 


XXII.  LONG  METRE. 


5  O  what  amazing  joys  they  feel. 

While  to  their  golden  harps,  they  ling, 
And  (it  on  every  heav’idy  hill. 

And  fpread  the  triumphs  oi  their  King! 

6  When  /hall  the  day,  dear  Lord,  appear. 
That  1  /hall  mount  to  dwell  above. 

And /land  and  bow  auumgfi  ’em  there. 
And  view  thy  face,  and  ting,  and  love  l 


With  god  is  terrible  Majefty, 


Thy  fiery  bolts  how  lierce  they  fly. 

Nor  can  all  earth  or  hell  withffand. 

2  This  the  old  rebel  angels  knew, 

And  Satan  fell  beneath  thy  frown  : 
Thine  arrows  flruck  the  traitor  through. 
And  weighty  vengeance  funk  him  down. 

3  This  Sodom  felt  and  feels  it  hill. 

And  roars  beneath  th’  eternal  load  : 
With  endlefs  burnings  njoho  can  due  ell. 

Or  bear  the  fury  of  a  God  P 

4  Tremble  ye  finners  and  ftibmit, 

Throw  down  your  arms  before  his  throne, 
Bend  your  heads  low  beneath  his  feet, 

Or  his  /Irong  hand  /hall  cru/h  you  down. 

5  And  ye  blefs’d  faints  that  love  him  too, 
With  rev’rence  bow  before  his  name  ; 
Thus  all  the  heav*  *nly  fervants  do  : 

God  is  a  bright  and  burning  flame. 


XXIV.  LONG  METRE. 

The  Evil  of  Sin  vifihle  in  the  fall  of  Angels 

and  Men. 

iTT/THEN  the  great  Builder  arch’d  the 

»  V  fk icSj 

And  form’d  all  nature  with  a  word. 

The  joyful  cherubs  tun’d  ins  praile. 

And  ev'ry  bending  throne  ador’d. 

2  High  in  the  midft  of  ail  the  throng 
Satan  a  tall  archangel  fat, 

Amongfl  the  morning  ffars  hefung, 

’Till  /in  de/lroy  'd  his  heav’nly  /fate. 

3l  Lw  as  /in  that  hurl  d  Jnmfrom  his  tlironc^ 
Grov’ling  in  fire  tiie  rebel  lies  ; 

Ho<w  art  thou  Junk  in  darknefs  dorwnJ 
Son  of  the  morning,  from  tbejkies  ! 

4  And  thus  our  two  firfl  parents  flood, 

-1  ill  fin  defit  d  the  happy  place  j 
They  loft^their  garden  and  their’Gcd. 
And  ruin’d  all  their  unborn  race  : 


XXIII  LONG  METRE. 

The  Sight  of  god  and  Christ  in  Heaven. 

1  T^ESCEND  from  heav’n  immortal 
XJ  Dove, 

Stoop  down  and  take  us  on  thy  wings, 
And  mount  and  bear  us  far  above  ^ 

*1  he  reach  of  thefe  inferiour  things  $ 

2  Beyond,  beyond  this  lower  /ky, 

Up  where  eternal  ages  roll, 

Where  folid  pleafures  never  die, 

And  fruits  immortal  fea/t  the  foul. 

3  O  for  a  fight,  a  pleafant  fight 

Of  our  Almighty  Father’s  throne  ! 

There  fits  our  Saviour  crown’d  with  lioht, 
Cloth’d  in  a  body  like  our  own. 

4  Adoring  faints  around  him  fland, 

And  thrones  and  pow’rs  before  him  fall  ; 
TheGodfhinesgracious through  the  man* 
And  fheds  fweet  glories  on  them  all. 


5[So  fprung  the  plague  fro xn  Adam's  bower. 
And  fpread  deftruCiion  all  abroad  j 
Sin,  the  curs  d  name  l  that  in  one  hour 
Spoil’d  fix  days  labour  of  a  God.  j 

6  Tremble,  my  foul,  and  mourn  for  orief 
T-hat  fuch  a  foe  fhould  feize  thy  bread  * 
Fly  to  thy  Lord  for  quick  relief ; 

Oh  !  may  he  flay  this  treacherous  gUeft# 

7^.lien  t0  th)T  throne,  victorious  Kins, 

I  hen  to  thy  throne  our  fhouts  fhall  nfe 

T  hine  everlafiing  arm  we  ling, 

for  fin,  the  mon/ler,  bleeds  and  dies. 


XXV.  COMMON  METRE. 

Complaining  of  Spiritual  Sloth. 

]\/T  V  drovvfy  pow  Vs  why  deep  ye  fb  > 
X v X.  Awake  my  fluggifli  foul  I 
Nothing  has  half  thy  Work  todeq. 

Yet  nothing’s  half  lb  dull. 


0 
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2  The  little  ants  for  one  poor  grain 

Labour, 'and  tug,  and  drive  : 

Yet  we  who  have  a  heav’n  t’  obtain, 
How  negligent  we  live. 

3  We,  for  whofe  fake  all  nature  (lands 

And  (tars  their  courfes  move, 

W  tor  w  hole  guard  the  angel  bands 
Come  flying  from  above. 

4  CV  e,  for  whom  God  the  Son  came  down, 

And  labour’d  for  our  good  : 

Ilow  carelels  to  fecure  that  crown 
He  purchas’d  with  his  blood, 

5  Lord,  (hall  we  lie  fo  (luggilh  (till, 

And  never  a6t  our  parts  ! 

Come,  holy  Dove,  from  th’heavenly  hill, 
And  (it  and  warm  our  hearts* 

6  1  hen  (hall  our  active  fpirits  move, 

Upward  our  fouls  (hall  rife  : 

With  hands  ot  faith  and  w  ings  of  love, 
We’ll  fly  and  take  the  prize. 


XXVI.  LONG  METRE. 
god  Invifible. 

iT  ORD,  we  were  blind,  we  mortals 
_f -U  blind, 

We  can’t  behold  thy  bright  abode  ; 

O  ’tis  beyond  a  creature  mind, 

To  glance  a  thought  half  way  to  God. 

2  Infinite  leagues  beyond  the  fky, 

The  great  eternal  reigns  alone, 

Where  neither  wings  nor  fouls  can  fly, 
Nor  angels  climb  the  toplefs  throne. 

3  The  Lord  of  glory  builds  his  feat 
Of  gems  incomparably  bright, 

And  lays  beneath  his  facred  feet 
Subftantial  beams  of  gloomy  night. 

4  Yet,  glorious  Lord,  thy  gracious  eyes 
Look,  through  and  cheer  us;  from  above  : 
Beyond  our  praife  thy  grandeur  flies, 

Y et  we  adore,  and  yet  we  love. 

XXVII.  LONG  METRE. 

Praife  ye  him  all  his  Angels.  Pfal.  cxlviii.  2. 

I OD  !  Lbe  eternal,  awful  name, 

That  the  whole  heav’nly  army  fears, 
That  (hakes  the  wide  creation’s  frame, 
And  Satan  trembles  when  he  hears. 

3.  Like  flames  of  fire  his  fervants  are, 
And  light  furrounds  his  dwelling  place  J 


1  But,  O  ye  fiery  flames,  declare 
The  brighter  glories  of  his  face. 

3  ’Tis  not  forfuch  poor  worms  as  we 
To  fpeak  fo  infinite  a  thing  ; 

But.  your  immortal  eyes  furvey 
The  beauties  of  your  fov’reign  King. 

4  Tell  how  he  (hews  his  fmiling  face, 
And  clothes  all  heav’n  in  bright  array  : 
Triumph  and  joy  run  thro’  the  place, 
And  fongs  eternal  as  the  day. 

5  Speak,  for  you  feel  his  burning  love, 
What  zeal  it  fpreads  thro’  all  your  frames 
That  facred  fire  dwells  all  above, 

For  we  on  earth  have  loft  the  name. 

6  TSing  of  his  pow’r  and  juftice  too, 
That  infinite  right  hand  of  his, 

That  vanquifh’d  Satan  and  his  crew, 
And  thunder  drove  them  down  from 

blifs. 

7  [What  mighty  dorms  of  poifon’d  darts 
Were  hurl’d  upon  the  rebels  there  ! 
What  deadly  jav’lins  nail’d  their  hearts 
Fall  to  the  racks  of  long  defpair  !]  „ 

8  Shout  to  your  King,  you  heav’nly  hoft. 
You  that  behold  the  finking  foe  ; 

Firmly  ye  flood  when  they  were  loft  ; 
Praife  the  rich  grace  that  kept  ye  fo. 

9  Proclaim  his  wonders  from  the  (kies 

Let  ev’rv  diftant  nation  hear  : 

* 

And  while  you  found  his  lofty  praife, 

Let  humble  mortals  bow  and  fear. 

XXVIII.  COMMON  METRE. 

Death  and  Eternity. 

r  QTOOP  down  my  tho’ts  that  us’d  to 
Converfe  a  while  with  death  :  [rife. 
Think  how  a  gafping  mortal  lies. 

And  pants  away  his  breath. 

2  His  quiv’ring  lip  hangs  feeble  down. 

His  puHe  is  faint  and  few, 

Then  fpeechlefs,  with  a  doleful  groan, 
He  bids  the  world  adieu. 

3  But,  oh  the  foul  that  never  dies  ! 

At  once  it  leaves  the  clay  ! 

Ye  thoughts,  purine  it  where  it  flies, 
And  track  its  wond’rous  way. 

4  Up  to  the  courts  where  angels  dwells 

It  mounts  triumphant  there, 

Or  devils  plunge  it  down  to  hell* 

In  infinite  defpair* 
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5  And  muft  my  body  faint  and  die  f 

And  mult  this  foul  remove  ? 

Oh,  for  fome  guardian  angel  nigh 
To  bear  it  iafe  above. 

6  Jefus,  to  thy  dear  faithful  hand. 

My  naked  foul  I  trull  ; 

And  my  flefh  waits  for  thy  command, 
To  drop  into  my  dull. 

XXIX.  COMMON  METRE. 

Redemption  by  Price  and  Power. 

x  E  S  US,  with  all  thy, faints  above, 
J  My  tongue  would  bear  her  part, 
Would  found  aloud  thy  faving  love, 
And  fing  thy  bleeding  heart. 

2  Blefs'd  be  the  Lamb,  my  dearefl  Lord; 

Who  bought  me  with  his  blood, 

And  quench'd  his  Father's  flaming 
In  his  own  vital  flood.  [(word 

3  The  lamb  that  freed  my  captive  foul 

From  Satan's  heavy  chains, 

And  lent  the  lion  down  to  howl. 
Where  hell  and  horrour  reignS. 


6  There  we  fhall  fee  his  face. 

And  never,  never  fin  ; 

There  from  the  rivers  of  his  grace 
Drink  endl&fs  pleafures  in. 

7  Yes,  and  before  we  rife 
To  tliat  immortal  date, 

The  thoughts  of  fuch  amazing  blils 
Shduld  conftant  joys  create. 

8  [The  men  of  grace  have  found 
Glory  begun  below, 

Celeftiai  fruits  on  earthly  ground 
From  faith  and  hope  may  grow. 

9  [The  hill  of  Sion  yields 

A  thoufand  facred  lweets, 

Before  we  reacii  the  heav'nly  Helds, 

Or  walk  the  golden  ftreets. 

10  Then  let  our  fongs  abound. 

Arid  ev'ry  tear  be  dry  ; 

We're  marching  thro'  Immanuel' %  ground 
To  fairer  worlds  on  high.] 

XXXI.  LONG  METRE. 
Christ’s  Prefence  makes  Death  eafy. 


4  All  glory  to  the  dying  Lamb, 

And  never  ceafmg  praife, 

While  angels  live  to  know  his  name, 
Or  faints  to  feel  his  grace. 

XXX.  SHO  RT  METRE. 

Heavenly  Joy  on  Earth. 

1  [/^OME,  we  that  love  the  Lord., 
V_^  And  let  our  joys  be  known  ; 
Join  in  a  fong  with  fweet  accord. 

And  thus  furround  the  throne. 

i  The  forrows  of  the  mind 
Bebanifh'd  from  the  place  ! 
Religion  never  wasdefign'd 

To  make  Our  pleafures  lefs.] 

3  Let  thofe  refufeto  fing, 

That  never  knew  our  God, 

But  fav'ritesof  the  heav'nly  King 
M^y  fpeak  their  joys  abroad. 

4  [The  God  that  rules  on  high, 

And  thunders  when  he  pleafe, 

That  rides  upon  the  ftormy  fky, 

And  manages  the  feas.  j 

5  This  awful  God  is  our's, 

Our  Father  and  our  love, 

He  fhall  fend  down  his  heav'niy  pow’rs 
To  carry  us  above. 

'  X 


^oit^  we  ^esir  to  • 
VV  Whattirrf  rous  worms  we  mortals 
Death  is  the  gate  of  endlefs  joy,  [are! 
And  yet  we  dread  to  enter  there. 

1  The  pains,  the  groans,  and  dying  ftrife 
Fright  our  approaching  fouls  away  j 
Still  we  (brink  back  again  to  life. 

Fond  of  our  prifon  and  our  clay. 

3  Oh  !  if  my  Lord  would  come  and  meet. 
My  foul  fhould  flretch  her  wings  in  hafte^ 
Fly  fearlefs  thro'  death's  iron  gate. 

Nor  feel  the  terrours  as  the  pafs'd. 

4  Jefus  can  make  a  dying  bed 
Feel  foft  as  downy  pillows  are, 

While  on  his  bread  I  lean  my  head. 
And  breathe  my  life  out  fweetly  there. 

XXXII.  common  metre. 

Frailty  and  Folly.  ■ 

ow  (hort  and  haiTy  is  our  life  9 
How  V aft  our  foul’s  affairs  l 
Yet  fefrJfclefs  mortals  vainly  ftriv« 

To  laVifli  out  their  years. 

2  Our  days  run  thoughtleSfly  along. 

Without  a  moment's  day  j 
Jud  like  a  dofy  or  a  fong 
pals  bur  livfts,  away. 
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3  from  on  high  invites  us  home  ! 
But  we  march  heedlefson, 

And  ever  banning  to  the  tomb, 

Stoop  downwards  as  we  run. 

4  How  we  deferve  the  deeped  hell 

That  flight  the  joys  above  !  [feel 
What  chains  of  vengeance  fhould  we 
That  break  fuch  cord-s  of  love  ? 

5  Draw  us,  O  God,  with  fov’reign  grace, 

And  lift  our  thoughts  on  high, 

That  we  may  end  this  mortal  race, 
And  fee  falvation  nigh. 


XXXIII.  COMMON  METRE. 

The  blefTed  Society  in  Heaven. 

1  T?  AISE  thee,  my  foul,  fly  up  and  run 
X/V.  Through  evTy  heavenly  flreet, 

And  fay,  There’s  nought  below  the  fun, 
That’s  worthy  of  thy  feet. 

2  [Thus  will  we  mount  on  facred  wdngs 

And  tread  the  courts  above  : 

Nor  earth,  nor  all  her  mightieft  things, 
Shall  tempt  our  meaneft  love.] 

3  There  on  a  high  majeftick  throne 

TIE  Almighty  father  reigns. 

And  (beds  His  glorious  goodnefs  down 
On  all  the  biifsful  plains. 

4  Bright,  like  the  fun,  the  Saviour  fits 

And  fpreads  eternal  noon  ; 

No  ev'nings  there,  nor  gloomy  nights, 
To  wrant  the  feeble  moon. 

5  Amidft  thofe  ever-fhining  fkies 

Behold  the  facred  Dove, 

While  banifh’d  fin  and  forrow  flies 
From  all  the  realms  of  love. 

6  The  glorious  tenants  of  the  place 

Stand  bending  round  the  throne ; 

And  faints  and  feraphs  fing  and  praife 
The  infinite  Three-One. 

7  But,  oh,  what  beams  of  heav’nly  grace 

Transport  them  all  the  while  ! 

Ten  thoufand  fmiles  from  Jefus’  face, 
And  love  in  ev’ry  fmile  ! 

3  Jfrus,  and  wdien  fhall  that  dear  day, 
Th&t  joyful  hour  appear, 

When  !  fhall  leave  this  houfeofelay, 
To  dwell  amongfl  'em  there  ? 
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XXXIV.  COMMON  METRE. 

Breathing  after  the  Holy  Spirit :  Or,  Fervenc 
of  Devotion  defired. 

1  /^OME,  Holy  Spirit, heav’nly  Dove 
With  all  thy  quickening  pow’rs 

Kindle  a  flame  of  facred  love 
In  thefe  cold  hearts  of  ours. 

2  Look,  how  we  grovel  here  be!cu% 
Fond  of  thefe  trifling  toys  : 

Our  fouls  can  neither  fly  nor  go 
To  reach  eternal  joys. 

3  In  vain  we  tune  our  formal  fongs. 

In  vain  we  ftrive  to  rife, 

Hafanttas*  languifh  on  our  tongues. 
And  our  devotion  dies. 

4  Dear  Lord!  and  fhall  we  ever  lie 

At  this  poor  dying  rate  ? 

Our  love  fo  faint,  fo  cold  to  thee, 

And  thine  to  us  fo  great  ? 

5  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heav’nly  Dove, 

With  all  thy  quick’ning  pow'rs. 
Come,  fhed  abroad  a  Saviour’s  love. 
And  that  fhall  kindle  ours. 

XXXV.  COMMON  METRE. 
Praife  to  god  for  Creation  and  Redemption. 

1  T  them  negleft  thy  glory,  Lord, 
Xj  Who  never  knew  thy  grace  ; 

But  our  loud  fong  fhall  ftill  record 
The  wonders  of  thy  praife. 

2  W e  raife  our  fhouts,  O  God,  to  tliee. 

And  fend  them  to  thy  throne  j 
AH  glory  to  the  united  Three, 

The  undivided  One. 

3  ’Twas  he  (and  we’ll  adore  his  name) 

That  form’d  us  by  a  word  ; 

’Tis  he  reftores  our  ruin’d  frame  : 
Salvation  to  the  Lord  ! 

4  Hofanna  !  let  the  earth  and- fkies 

Repeat  the  joyful  found  ; 

Rocks,  hills,  and  vales  reflect  the  voice 
In  one  eternal  round. 


XXXVI.  SHORT  METRE. 

Christ’s  Interceflion. 

i  TI  7ELL,  the  Redeemer’s  gone 
V  V  T’  appear  before  your  God. 
To  fprinkle  o’er  the  flaming  throne 
With  his  atoning  blood. 
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5  No  fiery  vengeance  now, 

No  burning  wrath  comes  down  j 

If  juftice  calls  for  finners  blood. 

The  Saviour  fhews  his  own. 

3  Before  his  Father's  eye 
Our  humble  fuit  he  moves  ; 

The  Father  lays  his  thunder  by, 

And  looks,  and  fmiles,  and  loves. 

4  Now,  may  our  joyful  tongues 
Our  Maker's  honours  fing  : 

JeJ'us  the  prieft,  receives  our  fongs, 

And  bears  them  to  the  King. 

5  [We  bow  before  his  face, 

And  found  his  glories  high, 

“  Hofanna  to  the  God  of  grace, 

That  lays  his  thunder  by.] 

6  On  earth  thy  mercy  reigns, 

And  triumphs  all  above 

But,  Lord,  how  weak  our  mortal  ftrains 
To  fpeak  immortal  love  ! 

7  [How  jarring  and  how  low 
Are  all  the  notes  we  fing  ! 

Sweet  Saviour,  tune  our  fongs  anew, 
And  they  fhali  pleafe  the  King.] 


XXXVII.  COMMON  METRE. 

N 

The  fame. 

1  T  IFTtup  your  eyes  to  th'heav’nly  feat 
Lj  Where  your  Redeemer  flays  : 
Kind  interceffoui,  there  he  fits, 

And  loves,  and  pleads,  and  prays.  . 

2  'Twas  well,  my  foul,  he  dy'd  for  thee, 

And  fhed  his  vital  blood, 

Appeas'd  flern  juftice  on  the  tree. 

And  then  arofe  to  God. 


6  [Ten  thoufand  praifes  to  the  King, 
Hojanna  in  the  highejl  ; 

Ten  thoufand  thanks  our  fpirits  bring 
To  God,  and  to  his  Chrifi .] 


XXXVIII.  COMMON  METRE. 

Love  to  god. 

1  T  T  APPY  the  heart  where  graces  reign 
JlJL  Where  loveinfpires  the  breaft  : 
Love  is  the  brightefl  of  the  train, 

And  flrengthens  all  the  r^ft. 

■2  Knowledge,  alas  !  'tis  all  in  vain, 

I  And  all  in  vain  our  fear  : 
i  Our  ftubborn  fins  will  fight  and  reign, 
j  If  love  be  abfent  there. 

►5  'Tis  love  that  makes  our  cheerful  feet 
In  fwift  obedience  move  ; 
j  The  devils  know,  and  tremble  too, 

But  Satan  cannot  love, 

•4.  This  is  the  grace  that  lives  and  fi/igs. 
When  faith  and  hope  fhali  ceafe  \ 

|  'Tis  this  fljall  flrike  our  joyful  firings 

|  In  the  fweet  realms  of  bills.  * 

/ 

5  Before  we  quite  for  fake  our  clay, 

Or  leave  this  dark  abode, 

The  wings  ol  lovp  bear  us  away 
To  fee  our  fmiling  God. 


XXXIX.  COMMON  METRE. 
The  Shortnefs  and  Mifery  of  Life. 

OUR  days,  alas  1  our  mortal  days 
Are  fhort,  and  wretched  too  , 
Evil  and the  patriarch  fays. 
And  well  the  patriarch  knew. 


S  Petitions  now  and  praife  may  rife. 
And  faints  their  off* rings  bring, 
The  prieft  with  his  own  facrifice 
Prefents  them  to  the  King. 


2  'Tis  but  at  beft  a  narrow  bound 
That  heav'n  allows  to  men, 

And  pains  and  fins  run  thro'  the  round 
Of  threefcore  years  and  ten. 


4  [Let  Papifts  truft  what  names  they  pleafe, 
Their  faints  and  angels  boafl ; 

We’ve  no  fuch  advocates  as  thefe. 

Nor  pray  to  th'  heav'nly  hoft.] 


3  Well,  if  ye  rruift  be  fad  and  few, 
Run  on  my  days,  in  hafle  ; 
Moments  of  fin  and  months  of  woe. 
Ye  cannot  fly  too  faff. 


5  Jefus  alone  fliall  bear  my  cries 
Up  to  his  Father's  throne  : 

He,  deareft  Lord,  perfumes  my  fighs, 
And  fweetens  ev'ry  groan. 


4  Let  heav'rdy  love  prepare  my  foul, 
And  call  her  to  the  fkies, 
j  Where  years  of  long  falvation  roljs 
j  And  glory  never  dies. 
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XL.  COMMON"  MHLRE. 

Our  Comfort  in  the  Covenant  made  with 

CHRIST. 

I/”>\UR(jfod,how  firm  his  promife  (lands 
Ev’n  When  he  hides  his  face  ! 

He  trufts,  in  our  Redeemer's  hands. 

His  glory  and  his  grace. 

1  Then  why, my  foul,  thefe  fad  complaints, 

Since  Cbrijl  and  we  are  one  ? 

Thy  God  is  faithful  to  his  faints, 

Is  faithful  to  his  Son. 

3  Beneath  his  fmilesmy  heart  has  liv'd, 
And  part  ofheav’n  pofFefs'd  ; 

I  praife  his  n^me  for  grace  receiv'd, 
And  trull:  him  for  therefl. 

XLI.  LONG  METRE. 

A  Sight  of  God  . mortifies  us  to  the  World. 

?  (T  TP  to  the  fields  where  angels  lie, 
And  living  waters  gently  roll, 
Fain  would  my  thoughts  leap  out  and  fly, 
But  fin  hangs  heavy  on  my  loul. 

2  Thy  wond'rous  blood,  dear  dying  Cbrijl , 
Can  make  this  world  of  guilt  remove  ; 
And  thou  can’ll  bear  me  where  thou  fly’ll, 
On  thy  kind  wings,  celeliial  Dove. 

3  O  might  I  once  mount  up  and  fee 
The  glories  of  th’  eternal  Ikies, 

What  little  things.thefe  worlds  would  be  ? 
how  defpicable  to  my  eyes  ?) 

4  Had  I  a  glance  of  thee,  my  God, 
Kingdoms  and  men  would  vanifh  foon  ; 
Vanifli,  as  though  I  faw  them  not, 

As  a  dim  candle  dies  at  noon. 

5  Then  they  might  fight, and  rage, and  rave, 
1  fhould  perceive  the  noife  no  more 

'  Than  we  can  hear  a  lhaking  leaf 
While  rattling  thunders  round  us  roar. 

6  Great  All  in  All,  eternal  King, 

Let  me  hut  view  thy  lovely  face. 

And  all  my  pow'rs  (hall  bow  and  ling. 
Thine  endlefs  grandeur  and  thy  grace. 


XLIi.  COMMON  METRE* 
Delight  in  God. 

jTY  God,  what  endlefs  pleafures  dwell 
'  J.VJL  Above  at  thy  right  hand  I 

The  court's  below,  how  amiable. 

Where  ail  thy  graces  liana. ! 
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2  The  (wallow  near  thy  temple  lies, 

And  chirps  a  cheerful  note  ; 

The  lark  mounts  upwards  tow’rd  the 
And  tunes  her  warbling  throat.  (Ikies 

3  And  we,  when  in  thy  prefence,  Lord, 

W a  Ihout  with  joyful  tongues; 

fitting  round  our  Father’s  board, 

W e  crown  the  feaft  with  fongs. 

4  While  Jefus  fhines  with  quick'ning  gj-ace 

We  ling  and  mount  on  high  ; 

But  if  a  frown  becloud  his  face, 

We  faint  and  tire  and  die. 

5  Juft  as  we  fee  the  loneCome  dove 

Bemoan  her  widow'd  (late, 
Wand’ring  (he  flies  through  all  thegrov< 
And  mourns  her  loving  mate. 

6  Juft  fo  our  thoughts  from  thing  to  thing 

In  reftlefs  circles  rove  ; 

Juft  fo  we  droop  and  hang  the  wing 
When  Jefus  hides  his  love. 

XLIII.  LONG  MET&S* 

Christ’s  Sufferings  and  Glory. 

1  XT0W  Lr  a  tune  of  lofty  praife 

To  great  Jehovah's  equal  Son  ! 
Awake,  my  voice,  in  heav'nly  lays, 

Tell  the  loud  wonders  he  hath  done. 

1  Sing,  how  he  left  the  worlds  of  light, 
And  the  bright  robes  he  wore  above  ; 
How  fwilt  and  joyful  was  his  flight 
On  wings  of  everlafting  love. 

3  (Down  to  this  bafe,  this  fin  fill  earth. 

He  came  to  raife  our  nature  high  ; 

He  came  t’  atone  almighty  wrath  j 

,  Jefus  the  God  was  born  to  die.) 

4  ( Hell  and  its  lions  roar'd  around, 

His  precious  blood  the  monfters  fpilt ; 
While  weighty  (arrows  prefs’d  him  down. 
Large  as  the  loads  of  all  our  guilt.) 

5  Deep  in  the  lhades  of  gloomy  death 
Th’  almighty  captive*  pris'ner  lay  ; 

Th’  almighty  captive  left  the  earth, 

And  rofe  to  everlafting  day. 

6  Lift  up  your  eyes,  ye  fons  of  light, 

IJp  to  his  throne  of  (hining  grace  ; 

See  what  immortal  glories  fit 
Round  the  Iweet  beauties  of  his  face. 

7  Among!!  a  thoufand  harps  and  fongs 
Jefus  the  God  exalted  reigns, 

His  (acred  name  fills  all  their  tongues. 
And  echoes  through  the  heav’nly 
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XLIV.  LONG  METRE.  \ 
Hell  :  Or  the  Vengeance  of  god. 

ITH  holy  fear,  and  humble  fong,  • 
The  dread  ful  God  our  fouls  adore, 
Rev'rence  and  awe  becomes  the  tongue 
That  fpeaks  the  terrours  of  his  pow'r. 

2  Far  in  the  deep  where  darknefs  dwells*  - 
The  land  of  horrour  and  defpair, 

Judice  has  built  a  difmai  hell, 

And  laid  her  (tores  of  vengeance  there. 

3  (Eternal  plagues,  and  heavy  chains, 
Tormenting  racks  and  fi’ry  coals. 

And  darts  t’  inflidt  immortal  pains, 

Dy'  d  in  the  blood  of  damned  fouls. 

4  There  Satan  the  firdfinner  lies, 

And  roars,  and  bites  his  iron  bands  ; 

In  vain  the  rebel  drives  to  rife, 

Crufli’d  with  the  weight  of  both  thyhands*)] 

$  There  guilty  ghods  of  Jdam’s  race 
,  Shriek  out,  and  howl  beneath  the  rod  ; 
Once  they  could  fcorn  a  Saviour’s  grace, 
But  they  incens’d  a  dreadful  God. 

6  Tremble,  my  foul,  and  kifs  the  Son ; 
Sinner,  obey  thy  Saviour’s  call ; 

Elle  your  damnation  flattens  on, 

And  hell  gapes  wide  to  wait  your  fall. 


His  goodnefs,  how  amazing  great ! 

And  what  a  condefcending  G*od  !) 

3  (God  that  mud  doop  to  view  the  lkie*s. 
And  bow  to  lee  what  angels  do, 

Down  to  the  earth  he  cads  his  eyes. 

And  bends  his  footdeps  downwards  too.) 

4  He  over-rules  all  mortal  things. 

And  manages  our  mean  affairs  : 

On  humble  fouls  the  King  of  kings 
Bedows  his  counlels  and  his  cares. 

5  Our  forrowrs  and  our  tears  we  pour 
Into  the  bofom  of  our  God  ; 

He  hears  us  in  the  mournful  hour. 

And  helps  to  bear  the  heavy  load. 

6  In  vain  might  lofty  princes  try 
Such  condelcenfion  to  perform  ; 

For  worms  were  never  rais’d  fo  high, 

]  Above  their  meaned  fellow-worm. 

7  Oh  !  could  our  thankful  hearts  devife 
A  tribute  equal  to  thy  grace. 

To  thd  third  heav’n  our  fongs  fhould  rife. 
And  teach  the  golden  harps  thy  praife. 


XLVII.  LONG  METRE. 

Glory  and  Grace  in  the  Perfon  of  christ. 


XLV.  LONG  METRE. 

god’s  Condefcenfion  to  our  Worlhip.' 

jrp,HY  favours,  Lord,  furprize  our  fouls; 
X  Wilt  the  eternal  dwell  with  us  ? 
What  candfhou  find  beneath  the  poles, 
To  tempt  thy  chariot  downward  thus  ? 

2  Still  might  he  fill  his  darry  throne, 

And  pleafe  his  ears  with  Gabriel’ s  longs  ; 
But  heav’nly  Majedy  comes  down, 

And  bows  to  hearken  to  our  tongues. 

3  Great  God!  what  poor  returns  we  pay 
'  For  love  fo  infinite  as  thine  : 

Words  are  but  air,  and  tongues  but  clay, 
But  thy  compadion’s  all  divine. 

XLIV.  LONG  METRE. 

god’s  Condefcenfion  to  Human  Affairs. 

1  T  TP  to  the  Lord  that  reigns  on  high, 
ILy  And  views  the  nations  Irom  alar, 

Let  everlading  praifes  fly, 

And  tell  how  large  his  bounties  are. 

2  (He  that  can  fhake  the  worlds  he  made, 
'  Or  with  his  word  or  with  his  rod, 


1  \TOW  to  the  Lord  a  noble  Long  ! 

Jl  >1  Awake,  my  foul  ;  awake,  my 
Hofanna  to  th’  eternal  name,  (tongue  $ 
And  all  his  botindiefs  love  proclaim. 

2  See  where  it  fhines  in  Jefus*  face, 

The  brighted  image  of  his  grace  ; 

God,  in  the  perfon  of  his  Son, 

Has  all  his  mightied  works  outdone. 

3  The  fpacious  earth,  and  fpreading  flood, 
Proclaim  the  wife,  the  pow’rful  God, 
And  thy  rich  glories  from  afar 
Sparkle  in  ev’ry  rolling  dar  : 

4  But  in  his  looks  a  glory  dands. 

The  nobled  labour  of  thine  hands  : 

The  pleafing  ludre  of  his  eyes 
Outfliines  the  wonders  of  the  Ikies. 

5  Grace  l  ’tis  afweet,  a  charming  theme  ; 
My  thoughts  rejoice  at  Jefus'  name  ! 

Ye  angels  dwell  upon  the  found  ; 

Ye  heav’ns  reflect  it  to  the  ground  ! 

6  Oh,  may  I  live  to  reach  the  place 
!  Where  he  unveils  his  lovely  face  ! 

j  Where  all  his  beauties  you  behold. 

And  ling  his  name  to  harps  of  gold  1 


4 
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XLVIII.  COMMON  METRE. 

Love  to  the  Creatures  is  dangerous. 

1  T  T vain  are  all  things  here  below  ! 
X  X  How  ialfe,  and  yet  how  fair  ! 
Each  pleafure  hath  its  poifon  too  ; 

And  ev’ry  fweet  a  fnare. 

2  The  brighter  things  below  the  fky 

Give  bur  a  flaft’rmg  light ; 

We  ihould  fufpetf  fome  danger  nigh, 
Where  we  poifefs  delight. 

3  Our  deareft  joys,  and  neared  friends, 

The  partners  of  our  blood, 

How  they  divide  our  wav’ring  minds, 
And  leave  but  half  for  God  ! 

4.  The  fond  nefs  of  a  creature's  love 
How  firong  it  (h  ikes  the  lenle  ? 
Thither  the  warm  affections  move, 

Nor  can  we  call  ’em  thence. 

5  Dear  Saviour,  let  thy  beauties  be 
My  foul’s  eternal  food  ; 

And  grace  command  my  heart  away 
From  all  created  good. 

XLIX.  C  O  M  M  ON  METRE. 
Xhjfi  Dying  in  the  Embraces  of  cod. 

iT^EATHcannot  make  our  fouls  afraid, 
If  God  be  with  us  there  ; 

We  may  walkthrough  thedarkefi  (hade, 
And  never  yield  to  fear. 

2  I  could  renounce  my  all  below, 

If  my  Creator  bid  ; 

And  run,  if  I  were  call'd  to  go, 

And  die  as  Mafes  did. 

3  Might  I  but  climb  to  Pi/gah’s  top, 

And  view  the  promis'd  land, 

My  fleih  Itfelf  fhould  long  to  drop, 

And  pray  for  the  command. 

4  Clafp’d  in  my  heavenly  Father’s  arms, 

I  would  forget  my  breath. 

And  lofe  my  Hie  among  the  charms 
Offod  ivine  a  death. 

L.  LONG  METRE. 

Comforts  under  Sorrows  and  Pains. 

t  \TOW  let  the  Lord  my  Saviour  finile, 
Andfhew  my  name  upon  his  heart ; 
I  would  forget  my  pains  a  while, 

And  in  the  pleafme  lofe  the  frnart. 

2  But  oil  !  it  fwelis  mv  forrows  high, 

To  fee  my  Welled  Je/hs  frown  j 
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My  fpirits  fink,  my  comforts  die, 

A  fid  all  the  fprings  of  life  are  down. 

3  Yet  why, my  foul, why  thefe  complaints  ? 
Still  while  he  frowns  his  bowels  move  ; 
Still  on  his  heart  he  bears  his  faints. 

And  feels  their  furrows,  and  his  love. 

4  My  name  is  printed  on  his  breafi  ; 

His  book  of  life  contains  my  name, 

I  d  rather  have  it  there  imprefs’d. 

Than  in  the  bright  records  of  fame. 

5  When  the  lafi  fire  burns  all  things  here, 
Thofe  letters  (hall  fecurely  ftand, 

And  in  the  Lamb's  fair  book  appear, 

Writ  by  th'  eternal  Father’s  hand. 

6  Now  (hall  my  minutes  fmoothly  run, 
Whilft  here  I  wait  my  Father's  will  t 
My  rifing  and  my  fetting  fun 

Roll  gently  up  and  down  the  hill. 


LI.  LONG  METRE. 

God  the  Son  equal  with  the  Father 

1  T>  RIGHT  King  of  glory,  dreadful 
JLJOiir  fpirits  bow  before  thy  feat;  [God  I 
To  thee  we  lift*  an  humble  thought, 

And  wsrfhipat  thine  awful  feet. 

2  [Thv  pow’r  hath  form’d,  thy  wifdom 
All  nature  with  a  fov’reign  word  :  [{ways 
And  the  bright  world  of  fiars  obeys 
The  will  of  their  fuperiour  Lord.] 

3  [Mercy  and  truth  unite  in  one, 
Andfmilingfit  at  thy  right  hand  ; 

Eternal  juffice  guards  thy  throne. 

And  vengeance  waits  thy  dread  com¬ 
mand.  ] 

4  A  thoufand  feraphs  firong  and  bright 
Stand  round  the  glorious  Deity  ; 

But  who,  amongfi  thefons  of  light, 
Pretends  comparifon  with  thee  ? 

5  Yet  there  is  one  of  human  frame, 

Jefus’  array'd  in  flefii  and  blood. 

Thinks  it  no  robbery  to  claim 

A  full  equality  with  God. 

6  Their  glory  {bines  with  equal  beams  ; 
Their  efience  is  for  ever  one  j 

Tho'  they  are  known  by  diff  rent  names 
The  Father  God,  and  God  the  Son. 

7  Then  let  the  name  of  Chrift  our  King 
With  equal  honours  be  ador’d  ; 

His  praife  let  ev'ry  angel  fing. 

And  all  the  nations  own  the  Lord. 
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LII.  COMMON  METRE. 

Death  dreadful,  or  delightful. 

x  y^EATH,  his  a  melancholy  day 
JLJ  To  thofe  that  have  no  God, 

When  the  poor  foul  is  forc’d  away 
To  feek  her  lalt  abode. 

i  In  vain  to  heav’n  fire  lifts  her  eyes  ; 

But  guilt,  a  heavy  chain, 

Still  drags  her  downwards  from  the  fkies, 

Todarknefs,  fire  and  pain. 

3  Awake  and  mourn,  ye  heirs  of  hell, 

Let  fiubborn  finnersfear:  ro  »  »•  ,  ,  . 

You  nmfi  be  driv'n  from  earth  dnd  dwell;9  the  K,nd  an^’s  a*  the  S^> 

A  lone  Fnreeer  there  __  iriVUmg  L,S  to  COOle  ; 


6  Long  nights  and  darknefs  dwell  below. 

With  fcat  cea  tyvinkiirg  ray  ; 

But  the  bright  worid  to  which  we  go. 

Is  everlafting  day. 

O  «r 

7  By  glimm’ring  hopes  and  gloomy  fears, 

We  trace  T lie  facrcd  road  ; 

Through  difiud  deeps,  and  dangerous 
We  make  our  way  to  God.  [fnares 


8  Our  journey  is  a  Uv>rny  maze. 

But  we  march  upwards  dill  ; 
Forget  thefe  troubles  of  the  ways, 
And  reach  at  Zw:’s  hill. 


A  long  Forever  there. 

4  See  how  the  pit  gapes  wide  for  you, 
And  (ladies  in  your  face  ; 

And  thou,  my  foul, look  downwards  too 
And  ting  recovering  grace. 


5  He  is  a  God  of  fov’ reign  love, 

That  promis’d  heav’n  to  me, 

And  taught  my  foul  to  foar  above, 
Where  happy  lpirits  be. 

6  Prepare  me,  Lord,  for  thy  right  hand, 

Then  come  the  joyful  day  ; 

Come  death  and  fome  celdfial  band, 
To  bear  my  foul  away. 

^  LIII.  COMMON  METRE. 

The  Pilgrimage  of  the  Saints  :  Or,  Earth  and 

Heaven. 

1  T  a  wretched  land  is  this 

JL-f  T  hat  yields  us  nofuppiy, 

Nor  cheering  fruits,  no  wholefome  tree, 
Nor  dreams  of  living  joy  ? 

2  But  pricking  thorns  through  all  the 

And  mortal  poifons  grow,  (^ground, 
And^all  the  rivers  that  are  found, 

With  dang’rous  waters  flow. 

3  Yet  the  dear  path  to  thine  abode 

Lies  through  this  horrid  land  : 

Lord  !  we  w  ould  keep  the  heav’nly  road, 
And  run  at  thy  command. 

4  Our  fouls  (hall  tread  the  defart  throng! 

With  undiverted  feet  ;  6 

And  faith  and  flaming  zeal  fubdue 
The  terrours  that  we  meet. 

5  [A  thoufand  favage  beads  of  prey 

Around  the  fared  roam  : 

But  Judah’ s  Lion  guards  the  way. 

And  guides  the  Grangers  home.  J 


There  Jefus  the  forerunner  waits 
To  welcome  trav ’iters  home. 

to  There,  on  a  green  and  flow’ry  mount. 
Our  weary  fouls  (half  fit. 

And  with  t ran fporting  joys  recount 
1  he  labours  of  our  feet. 

1 1  No  vain  difeourfe  (hail  fill  our  tongue. 

Nor  trifles  vex  our  ear  ; 

Infinite  grace  fhah  fill  our  fang, 

And  God  rejoice  to  hear. 

12  Eternal  glories  to  the  King 
That  brought  usfafely  through  ; 

Our  tongues  (had  never  ceafe  to  (insr 
And  endlefs  praife  renew- j 


Li  V.  COMMON  METRE. 

coi;  s  Prefence  >s  LsgLt  in  Darkced. 

^  Goa,  the  fpring  of  all  my  jovs. 
The  life  of  *ny  delights, 

1  he  glory  of  my  brightest  days. 

And  comfort  of  my  nights. 

In  ciaiKcd  (hades  if  Ke  appear. 

My  dawning  is  beVun  1 

He,is  my  foul’s  teeet  morning  8a r. 
And  lie  my  riling  fun, 

1  Jieav*ns  around  me  dime 

With  beams  of  (acred  bids. 

While  Jefus  (hews  his  heart  is  mine. 
And  whifpers,  I  am  his. 


4  My  (bul  would  leave  this  heavy  day 
At  that  tranfporting  word * 1 2  3 4 5 
Rim  up  with  joy  the  (hiding  way 
I  embrace  my  d eared  Lord. 

*  Fe?riefs  of  htl1  ghadly  deaxh 
I  d  break  through  evVy  foe  ; 
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The  Wings  of  love,  and  arms  of  faith, 
Should  bear  me  conqu’ror  through. 


LV.  COMMON  METRE. 

Frail  Life  and  lucceeding  Eternity. 

HEE  we  adore,  eternal  name, 

And  humbly  own  to  thee. 

How  feeble  is  our  mortal  frame  ; 

What  dying  worms  are  we  ? 

2  j^Our  wafting  lives  grow  ftiorter  (fill, 

As  months  and  days  increafe  ; 

And  ev’ry  beating  pulfe  we  tell, 

Leaves  but  the  number  lefs. 

3  The  year  rolls  round,  and  fteals  away 

The  breath  that  firft  it  gave  : 
Whafe’er  we  do,  where-e’er  we  be, 
We’re  travelling  to  the  grave.] 

4  Dangers  (land  thick  through  all  the 

To  Piifh  us  to  the  tomb  ;  [ground, 
And  nerce  difeafes  wait  around, 

To  hurry  mortals  home. 

5  Good  God  !  on  what  a  (lender  thread 

Hang  everlafting  things  1 
The  eternal  (fates  of  all  the  dead 
Upon  life’s  feeble  ftrings. 

6  Infinite  joy  or  endlefs  woe 

Attends  on  every  breath  ; 

And  yet  how  unconcern’d  we  go 
Upon  the  brink  of  death. 

7  Waken,  O  Lord,  our  drowfy  fenfe 

"I  o  walk  this  dang’rous  road  ; 

And  if  our  fouls  are  hurried  hence, 
May  they  be  found  with  God. 

L  V  I.  COMMON  METRE. 

The  Mifery  of  being  wkhout  god  in  this 
World  :  Or,  vain  Profperity. 

i  AJO,  I  (hall  envy  them  no  more 
1.  m  Who  grow  profanely  great, 
Though  they  increafe  their  golden  ftore, 

And  rife  to  wond’rous  height. 

\ 

a  They  tafte  of  all  the  joys  that  grow 
Upon  this  earthly  clod! 

Well,  they  may  fearch  the  creature 
thro’, 

For  they  have  ne’er  a  God  : 

3  Shake  oft'  the  thoughts  of  dying  too, 
And  think  your  life  your  own  ; 

But  death  comes  haft’ning  on  to  you, 
To  mow  your  glory  down* 


4  Yes,  you  mu  ft  bow  your  ftately  head. 

Away  yernr  fpirit  flies. 

And  no  kind  angel  near  your  bed, 

To  bear  it  to  the  (kies. 

5  Go  now  and  boaft  of  all  your  (lores, 
And  tell  how  bright  they  fhine  ; 

Your  heaps  of  glitt'ring  duft  are  yours, 
And  my  redeemer’s  mine. 


LVII.  LONG  METRE. 

The  Pleal'uresof  a  Good  Confcience. 

1  Y  ORD,  how  fecure  and  bleft  are  they 
JLa  Who  feel  the  joys  of  pardon’d  fin  ? 
Should  (forms  of  wrath  (hake  earth  and  lea. 
Their  minds  have  heav’d  and  peace 

within. 

2  The  day  glides  fwiftly  o’er  their  heads, 
Made  up  of  innocence  and  love  : 

And  foft  and  filentas  the  (hades 
Their  nightly  minutes  gently  move, 

3  [Qmck  as  their  thoughts  their  joys  come 

on, 

But  fly  not  half  fo  faft  away; 

Their  fouls  are  ever  bright  as  noon, 

And  calm  as  fununer  evenings  be. 

4  How  oft  they  look  to  th’  heav’nly  hills, 
Where  groves  of  living  pleafures  grow. 
And  longing  hopes  and  cheerful  Indies 
Sit  undifturb’d  upon  their  brow.] 

5  They  fcorn  to  frek  our  golden  toys. 

But  (pend  the  day  and  fhare  the  night 
In  numb’ring  o’er  the  richer  joys 
That  heav’n  prepares  for  theif  delight. 

6  While  wretched  we,  like  worms  and 

moles, 

Lie  grov’ling  in  the  duft  below  ; 
Almighty  grace  renew  our  fouls. 

And  we’ll  afpire  to  glory  too. 

LVIIJ.  COMMON  METRE. 
The  Shortnefs  of  Life  and  the  Goodnefs  of 

GOD. 

1  rT"'IME  1  what  an  empty  vapour  ’tis  f 

JL  And  days  how  fwift  they  are  i 
Swift  as  an  Indian  arrow  flies. 

Or  like  a  (hooting  ftar. 

2  The  prefcnt  moments  juft  appear. 

Then  ftide  away  in  hafte. 

That  we  can  never  fay,  they’re  here  f 
But  only  fay,  they’re  paft. 


Book  Ili  HYMNS 

3  [Our  life  is  ever  on  the  wing. 

And  death  is  ever  nigh  ; 

The  moment  when  our  lives  begin, 

We  all  begin  to  die.  J 

4  Yet,  mighty  God  1  our  fleeting  days 

Thy  lading  favours  fliare, 

Yet  with  the  bounties  of  thy  grace 
Thou  load'd  the  rolling  year. 

5  ’Tis  fov’reign  mercy  finds  us  food, 

And  we  are  cloth’d  with  love  ; 
Whilegrace  (lands  pointing  out  the  road* 
That  leads  our  louls  above. 

6  Hisgoodnefs  runs  an  endlefs  round  j 

All  glory  to  the  Lord  ! 

His  mercy  never  knows  a  bound  ; 

And  be  his  name  ador’d  ! 

7  Thus  we  begin  the  lading  fong  : 

And  when  We  clofe  our  eyes, 

Let  the  n^xt  age  thy  praife  prolong, 
’Till  time  and  nature  dies. 


LIX.  COMMON  METRE. 

Paradife  on  Earth. 

1  /“T  LORY  to  God  that  walks  the  fky, 
VJT  And  fends  his  bleflings  through  > 
That  tells  his  faints  of  joys  on  high 

And  gives  a  tade  below. 

2  [Giory  to  God  that  doops  his  throne, 

That  dud  and  worms  may  fee’r, 

And  brings  a  glimple  of  glory  down, 

Around  his  facred  feet. 

3  When  Chrift ,  with  all  his  graces  crown’d 

Sheds  his  kind  beams  abroad, 

'Tis  a  young  heav’n  on  earthly  ground, 

And  glory  in  the  bud. 

4  A  Blooming  paradife  of  joy 

In  this  wild  defart  fprings, 

And  ev’ry  fenfe  I  draight  employ 

On  fvveet  celedial  things. 

5  White  lilies  all  around  appear, 

And  each  his  glory  fhows  ; 

The  rofe  of  Sharon  blofloms  here, 

The  faired  flower  that  blows. 

6  Cheerful  I  feafl  on  heav’nly.  fruit, 

And  bring  the  pleafures  down, 
Pleafures  that  flow  hard  by  the  foot 

Of  the  eternal  throne. 

7  But,  ah  !  how  foon  my  joys  decay. 

How  foon  my  fins  a  rife, 

Y 
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And  fnatch  the  heav’nly  feene  away 
From  thefe  lamenting  eyes. 

[8  When  fhall  the  time*  dear  Jtfus,  when 
The  Alining  day  appear, 

That  I  fhall  leave  thole  clouds  of  fin, 
And  guilt  and  darknefs  here  ? 

9  Up  to  the  fields  above  the  fkies, 

My  hafty  feet  would  go, 

There  everlading  flow’rs  arife, 

And  joys,  unwith’ring*  grow. 


LX.  LONG  METRE. 

The  Truth  of  god  the  Promifer  :  Or,  The 
Promifes  are  our  Security. 

1  TJRAHoE,  everlading  praife,  be  paid 
JT  To  him  that  earth's  foundation  laid  ; 
Praife  to  the  God,  whofe  ftrong  decrees 
Sway  the  creation,  as  he  pleafe. 

2  Praife  to  the  goodnefs  of  the  Lord, 

Who  rules  his  people  by  his  word. 

And  there  as  drong  as  his  decrees, 

He  fets  his  kinded  promifes. 

3  [Firm  are  the  words  his  prophets  give. 
Sweet  words  on  which  his  children  live  j 
Each  of  them  is  the  voice  of  God, 

Who  fpoke  and  fpread  the  fkies  abroad. 

4  Each  of  them  powerful  as  that  found. 
That  bid  the  new-made  world  go  round  ; 
And  drongerthan  the  folid  poles, 

On  which  the  wheel  of  nature  rolls.] 

5  Whence  then  fhould  doubts  and  fears  arife? 
Why  trickling  forrows  drown  our  eyes  ? 
Slowly,  alas  !  our  mind  receives 

The  comforts  that  our  Maker  gives. 

6  Oh,  for  a  drong,  a  lading  faith, 

To  credit  what  the  Almighty  faith  ! 

T’  embrace  the  meflage  of  his  Son, 

And  call  the  joys  of  heav’n  our  own. 

7  'Then  diould  the  earth’s  old  pillars  fbake, 
And  all  the  wheels  of  nature  break  ; 

Our  deady  fouls  fhall  fear  no  more 
Than  folid  rocks  when  billows  roar. 

8  Our  everlading  hopes  arife 
Above  the  ruinable  fkies, 

Where  the  eternal  Builder  reigns, 

And  his  own  corn  u  his  pow'r  fu  (tains. 
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NX  I.  COMMON  METRE. 

A  Thought  of  Death  and  Glory. 

1  A/TY  *'0Lll>  ?omc  meclitate  the  day, 
And  think  how  near  it  fiy,',^s, 
V/hen  thou  mud  quit  this  houfe  ol  clay, 
And  fly  to  unknown  lands. 

7.  [And  you,  mine  eyes,  look  down  and 
The  hollow  gaping  tomb  :  [view 

This  gloomy  prifon  waits  for  you, 
Whene'er  the  fummons  come  ] 

Z  Oh  I  could  we  die  with  thofe  that  die, 
And  place  us  in  their  dead  ; 

Then  would  our  /pirits  learn  to  fly, 
And  converfe  with  the  dead  : 

A  Then  fhould  we  fee  the  faints  above 
In  their  own  glorious  forms, 

And  wonder  why  our  fouls  fhould  love 
To  dwell  with  mortal  worms. 

5  [How  we  fhould  fcorn  thefe  clothes  of 

Thefe  fetters,  and  this  load,  [flefh, 
And  long  for  ev’ning  to  undrefs, 

That  we  may  red  with  God.] 

6  We  fhould  almod  forfake  our  clay 

Before  the  fummons  come, 

And  pray  and  wifh  our  fouls  away 
To  their  eternal  home. 


LX1I. 

COMMON  METRE. 

cod  the  Thunderer:  Or,  the  lad  Tudgment 

and  Hell.*  ( 

1  QING  to  the  Lord,  ye  heav’nly  hods,' 

O  And  thou,  O  earth,  adore  :  I 

Let  death  and  hell,  thro'  ail  their  coads, 

Stand  trembling  at  his  pow’r.  ‘ 

2  His  founding  chariot  fhakes  the  fky, 

He  makes  the  clouds  his  throne  ; 
There  all  his  dores  of  lightning  lie, 

'Till  vengeance  darts  them  down.  !• 

3  His  r.oftrils  breathe  out  fiery  dreams,  j 

And  from  his  awful  tongue 
A  fov*  reign  voice  divides  the  flames, 
And  thunder  rolls  along. 

4  Think,  O  my  foul,  the  dreadful  day 

■  When  this  incenfed  God 
Shall  read  the  fkv,  and  burn  the  fea,  j 
And  fling  his  r  rath  abroad  1  T 

*  Mide  In  a  great  fudden  flurm  of  thunder, : 

tbeYotb,  it 9;, 
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5  What  fhall  the  wretch,  the  (inner  do ? 

He  once  defy'd  the  Lord  ; 

But  he  fhall  dread  the  thund'rer  now, 
And  fink  beneath  his  word. 

6  Tempefts  of  angry  fire  fhall  roll, 

To  blaft  the  rebel  worm, 

And  beat  upon  his  naked  foul 
In  one  eternal  florm. 

LX  I II.  COMMON  METRE* 

A  Funeral  Thought. 

ARK  !  from  the  tombs  a  doleful 
My  ears  attend  the  cry,  [found, 
Ye  living men,  come  view  the  ground 
Where  you  mud  fliortly  lie. 

2  Princes,  this  clay  mufl  be  your  bed. 

In  fpite  of  all  your  tow'rs  ; 

The  tall,  the  wife,  the  rev'rend  head, 
Mufl  lie  as  low  as  ours/' 

3  Great  God  !  is  this  our  certain  doom  ? 

And  are  we  ftill  lecure  !  • 

Still  walking  downwards  to  our  tomb, 
And  yet  prepare  no  more  ? 

4  Gi  ant  us  the  pow'rs  cf  quick  Tung  prace. 

To  fit  our  fouls  to  fly  ; 

Then,  when  we  drop  this  dvine  flefh. 
WeTl  rife  above  the  fkv.  *  ° 

^ _  J 

LXI V  .  LONG  METRE. 

god  the  Glory  and  the  Defence  of  Sion, 

1  TJT  APPY  the  church,  thou  facred  place, 
-L  JL  The  feat  of  thy  Creator's  grace  , 
Thine  holy  courts  are  his  abode  : 

Thou  earthly  palace  of  our  God. 

t  Thy  walls  are  flrength,  and  at  thy  pares 
A  guard  of  heav'nly  warriours  waits  ; 
Nor  fhalj  thy  deep  foundations  move, 
Fix’d  on  his  counfels  and  his  love. 

;  Thy  foes  in  vain  defigns  engage, 

Again fl  his  throne  in  vain  they  rage  ; 

Like  riling  waves  with  angry  roar, 

That  dafii  and  die  upon  the  fhore. 

.  Then  let  our  fouls  in  Sion  dwelj, 

Nor  fear  the  wrath  of  Rome  and  hell : 

His  arms  embrace  this  happy  ground, 
Like  brazen  bulwarks  built  around. 

God  is  our  fhield,  and  God  our  fun  ; 
Swift  as  the  fleeting  moments  run, 

Onus  he  fheds  new  beams  of  grace, 

And  we  reflect  his  brightefl  praifeY 
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LXV.  COMMON  METRE. 


*9 


The  Hope  of  Heaven  our  Support  under  Trials 

on  Earth. 

1  \^C7'HEN  I  can  read  my  title  clear 

▼  V  To  manfions  in  the  ikies, 

I  bid  farewel  to  ev’ry  fear, 

And  wipe  my  weeping  eyes. 

2  Should  ^trth  againd  my  foul  engage, 

And  hellifh  darts  be  hurl’d, 

Then  I  can  fmile  at  Satan* 1 2 3 4 5  s  rage, 

And  face  a  frowning  world. 

3  Let  cares,  like  a  wild  deluge  come, 

And  dorms  of  forrow  fall  ; 

May  I  but  fafely  reach  my  home, 

My  God,  my  heav’n,  my  all  : 

4  There  fhall  I  bathe  my  weary  foul 

In  feas  of  heav’nly  red, 

And  not  a  wave  of  trouble  roll 
Acrofs  my  peaceful  bread. 

LXVI .  COMMON  METRE. 

A  Profpedf  of  Heaven  makes  Death  eafy. 

1  THERE  a  land  of  pure  delight, 

X  .  Where  faints  immortal  rei«ai, 
Infinite  day  excludes  the  night,  ° 

And  pleafures  banifli  pam. 

2  There  everlading  fpring  abides, 

And  never- with' ring  flow’rs  : 

Death,  like  a  narrow  fea,  divides 
This  heav’nly  land  from  ours. 

3  (Sweet  fields  beyond  the  fwelling  Hood 

Stand  drefs’d  in  living  green  ; 

So  to  the  Jen vs  old  Canaan  dood, 

While  Jordon  roll’d  between. 

4  But  tim’rous  mortals  dart  and  dirink, 

I  o  crols  this  narrow  fea, 

And  linger,  fhiv  ring  on  the  brink, 

And  fear  to  launch  away.J 

5  Oli !  could  we  make  our  doubts  remove 

Thole  gloomy  doubts  that  rife, 

And  fee  the  Canaan  that  we  love 
With  unbeclouded  eyes  ! 

€  Could  we  but  climb  where  Mofis  dood 
•  And  view  the  landfkip  o’er,  [flood’ 
Jordan's  dream,  nor  death’s  cold 
,  Should  fright  us  from  the  diore. 


LXVII.  COMMON  METRE. 

god’s  eternal  Dominion. 

1  RE  AT  God  !  how  infinite  art  thou  { 
VJ  WTiat  vvorthlefs  worms  are  we  ! 
Let  the  whole  race  of  creatures  bow, 

And  pay  tlieir  praife  to  thee. 

2  Thy  throne  eternal  ages  dood,  . 

Ere  feas  or  da rs  were  made  ; 

Thou  art  the  ever  living  God, 

Were  all  the  nations  dead. 

I  Nature  and  time  quite  naked  lie 
To  thine  immenfe  ftirvey, 

From  the  formation  of  the  dey. 

To  the  great  burning  day. 

4  Eternity,  with  all  its  years, 

Stands  prefent  in  thy  view1  ; 

To  thee  there  s  nothing  old  appears  * 
Great  God!  there’s  nothing  new. 

;  Our  lives  thro’  various  feenes  are  drawn 
t  And  vex’d  with  trifling  cares. 

While  thine  eternal  thoughts  move  on 
Thine  undidurb’d  affairs. 

'  Great  God  !  how  infinite  art  thou  ! 
What  worthlefs  worms  are  we  ! 

Let  the  whole  race  of  creatures  bow, 
And  pay  their  praife  to  thee. 

LXVIII.  COMMON  METRE. 

The  Humble  Worfh’p  of  God. 

A  THEE,  I  long,  I  faint  to  fee 
JL  The  place  of  thine  abode  ; 

I’d  leave  the  earthly  courts,  and  dee 
Up  to  thy  feat,  my  God  ! 

2  Here  I  behold  thy  didant  face. 

And  his  a  pleafant  fight ; 

But,  to  abide  in  thine  embiace, 

..  Is  infinite  delight. 

s'* 

3  U4  part  with  all  the  joys  of  fenfe, 

I  o  gaze  upon  thy  throne ; 

Pleafure  fprings  frefli  for  ever  thence 
Unfpeakable,  unknown. 

4  [There  all  the  heav’nly  hods  are  feen. 

In  fhining  ranks  they  lnovej 

And  drink  immortal  vigour  in 
With  wonder,  and  with  love. 

Then  at  thy  feet  with  . awful  fear, 
t  Th’  adoring  armies  fall  : 

With  joy  they  dirink  to  nothin?  there 
•  Before  th*  eternal  All.  “  > 
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6  There  would  I  vie  with  all  the  hod, 

In  duty  and  in  blifs  ; 

While  Iffs  than  nothing  I  could  boafl 
And  vanity  confefs.J 

7  The  more  thy  glories  drike  mine  eyes, 

The  humbler  I  fhall  lie  ; 

Thus,  while  I  fink,  my  joy  fhall  rife 
Unmeafurably  high. 


LXIX.  COMMON  METRE. 

The  F  aithfulnefs  of  god  in  the  Promifes. 

3  [TYEGTN,  my  tongue,  fomeheav’nly 
JL>  theme, 

And  fpeak  fome  boundlefs  thing, 
The  mighty  works  or  mightier  name 
Of  our  eternal  King. 

»  Tell  of  his  wond’rous  faithfulnefs, 

And  found  his  pow’r  abroad, 

Sing  the  fweet  promife  of  his  grace. 
And  the  performing  God. 

3  Proclaim  falvation  from  the  Lord 

For  V) retched  dying  men  ; 

His  hand  has  writ  the  facred  word 
With  an  immortal  pen. 

4  Engrav’d,  as  in  eternal  brad, 

The  mighty  promife  fhines; 

Nor  can  the  povv’rs  of  darknefs  raze 
Thofe  eyerlafiing  lines.] 

5  [He  that  can  dafh  whole  worlds  to  death, 

And  make  them  when  he  pleafe, 

He  i peaks,  and  that  almighty  breath 
Fulfils  his  great  decrees. 

6  His  very  word  of  grace  is  drong 

As  that  which  built  the  fkies  ; 

The  voice  chat  rolls  the  fiars  along 
Speaks  all  the  promifes. 

7  He  faid,  Let  the  voide  heav’n  he  fpread. 

And  heav’n  was  drefch’d  abroad  j 
Abrah’m  I’ll  be  thy  God ,  he  faid, 

And  he  was  Abrah’  ni  s  God. 

S  Qh,  might  I  heaj-  thine  heav’nly  tongue 
But  whifper,  Thou  art  mine  I 
Thofe  gentle  words  fhould  raile  my  long 
To  notes  almod  divine. 

g  How  would  my  leaping  heart  rejoice, 
And  think  my  heav’n  fecure  ! 
f  1  trud  the  All- creating  voice,  1 

And  faith  defires  no  more.  ; 


LX  X.  LONG  METRE.' 

god’s  Dominion  over  the  Sea,  PJal.  cvii.23,&c 

OD  of  the  feas,  thy  thund’ring  voice 
Makes  all  the  roaring  waves  rejoice 
And  one  foft  word  ol  thy  command 
Can  fink  them  filent  in  the  fand. 

2  If  but  a  FJofes  wave  his  rod, 

The  fea  divides,  and  owns  its  God  ; 

The  ftormy  floods  their  Maker  knew. 
And  let  his  chofen  armies  through. 

3  The  fcaly  fiioals  amidft  the  fea 

To  thee,  their  Lord,  a  tribute  pay  ; 

The  meaneft  fifh  that  fwimsthe  flood. 
Leaps  up,  and  means  a  praife  to  God. 

4  The  larger  monfters  of  the  deep 
On  thy  commands  attendance  keep  ; 

By  thy  permiflion,  fport  and  play, 

And  cleave  along  their  foaming  way. 

5  If  God  his  voice  of  temped  rears. 
Leviathan  lies  dill,  and  fears  ; 

Anon  he  lifts  his  nodrils  high, 

And  fpouts  the  ope^n  to  the  fky. 

6  How  is  thy  glorious  pow’r  ador’d 
Amidd  thefe  wat’ry  nations,  Lord  ! 

Yet  the  bold  men  that  trace  the  feas, 
Bold  men  refufe  their  Maker’s  praife. 

7  What  feenes  of  miracles  they  fee. 

And  never  tune  a  fong  to  thee  ! 

While  on  the  flood  they  fafely  ride, 

They  curie  the  hand  that  fmooths  the  tide. 

8  Anon  they  plunge  in  wat’ry  graves, 
And  fome  drink  death  among  the  waves  : 
Yet  the  furviving  crew  blafpheme, 

Nor  own  the  God  that  refeu’d  them.] 

9  Oh,  for  fome  fignal  of  thine  hand  ! 
Shake  all  the  feas,  Lord,  (hake  the  land 
Great  Judge!  defeend,  led  men  deny 
Th^t  there’s  a  God  that  rules  the  Iky. 

From  the  10th  to  the  ic8r£  hymny  I  hope  tie 
reader  no  til  forgive  tbs  neglect  of  rhyme  in  the  frji 
and  the  third  lines  of  the  Stanza. 


LXXI.  COMMON  METRE. 

Praife  to  god  from  all  Creatures. 

rlpHE  glories  of  my  Maker,  God, 
JL  My  joyful  voice  fhall  fmg, 

And  call  the  nations  to  adore 

Their  Former  and  their  King. 
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LXXIII.  COMMON  METRE 


2,  ’Twas  his  right  hand  that  fliap’d  our  clay 
And  wrought  this  human  frame  ; 
But  from  his  own  immediate  breath 
Our  nobler  fpirits  came. 

3  We  bring  our  mortal  pow’rs  to  God, 

And  worfhip  with  our  tongues  ; 

We  claim  fome  kindred  with  the  fkies, 
And  join  th’  angelick  fongs. 

4  Yet  grov’ling  hearts  of  ev’ry  rtiape, 

And  fowls  of  ev’ry  wing, 

And  rocks,  and  tr  ees,  and  fires,  and  Teas, 
Their  various  tribute  bring 

5  Ye  planets,  to  his  honour  rtiine, 

And  wheels  of  nature  roll, 

Praife  him  in  your  unweary’d  coUrfe 
Around  the  rteady  pole. 

6  The  brightnefs  of  our  Maker’s  name 

The  wide  creation  fills, 

And  his  unbounded  grandeur  flies, 
Beyond  the  heavenly  hills. 

LXXII.  COMMON  METRE. 
The  lord’s  Day  :  Or,  the  Refurre&ion  of 

CHRIST. 

1  TY  LESS’D  morning,  whofe  young 

-O  dawning  rays 

Beheld  ourrifing  God; 

That  faw  him  triumph  o’er  the  durt, 
And  leave  his  lart  abode. 

2  In  the  cold  prifon  of  a  tomb 

The  dear  Redeemer  lav, 

j  * 

Till  the  revolving  Ikies  had  brought 
The  third,  th’  appointed  day. 

3  Hell  and  the  grave  unite  their  force 

To  hold  our  God  in  vain  ; 

The  fleeping  conqueror  arofe, 

And  burrt  their  feeble  chain. 

4  To  thy  great  name,  almighty  Lord, 

Thefe  lac  red  hours  we  pay, 

And  loud  Hofannas  fhall  proclaim 
The  triumph  of  the  day.  * 

5  Salvation  and  immortal  praife 

To  our  victorious  King  ; 

Let  heav’n  and  earth,  and  roqks  and  Teas 
With  glad  Hofannas  rjng.j 


Doubts  fcattered  :  Or,  Spiritual  Joys  rerto red. 

1  IT  EKCE  from  my  foul  fad  rho’ts  be 
JTX  And  leave  me  to  my  joys;  (gone  ; 

My  tongue  fhall  triumph  in  my  God, 
And  make  a  joyful  noifc. 

2  Darknefs and d6ubts had  veil’d  my  mind 

And  drown’d  my  head  in  tears, 

’Till  fov ’reign  grace  with  fhining  rays^ 
Difpell’d  my  gloomy  fears. 

3  Oh,  what  immortal  joys  I  felt, 

And  raptures  all  divine, 

When  Jefus  told  me  I  was  his, 

And  my  beloved  mine  ! 

4  In  vain  the  tempter  frights  my  foul, 
And  breaks  my  peace  in  vain  ; 

One  glimpfe,  dear  Saviour,  of  thy  face 
Revives  my  joys  again. 


LXXIV.  SHORT  METRE. 

Repentance  from  a  Senfe  of  divine  Goodnefs 
Or,  A  Complaint  of  Ingratitude. 

1  TS  this  the  kind  return, 

X  And  thefe  the  thanks  we  owe. 

Thus  to  abule  eternal  love, 

Whence  all  our  blefiings  flow  ! 

2  To  what  a  fiubborn  frame 
Has  fin  reduc’d  our  mind  ! 

What  ft  range  rebellious  wretches  we. 
And  God  as  rtrangely  kind  i 

3  [On  us  he  bids  the  fun 
Shed  his  reviving  rays  ; 

For  us  the  fkies  their  circles  run. 

To  lengthen  out  our  days. 

4  The  brutes  obey  their  God, 

And  bow  their  necks  to  men  ; 

But  we  more  bale,  more  brutilh  tilings. 
Reject  his  eaf'y  reign,  j 

5  Turn,  turn  us,  mighty  God, 

And  mould  our  fouls  af re fh  ; 

Break,  fov  ’reign  grace, thefe  hearts  of  flone, 
And  give  us  hearts  of  flefh. 

6  Let  old  ingratitude  - 
Piovoke  our  weeping  eyes. 

And  hourly,  as  new  mercies  fall, 

Let  hourly  thanks  arife. 
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LXXV.  COMMON  METRE.  \6  Bright  angels,  ftrike  your  loudeft  firings, 

Your  fweeteft  voices  raife  ; 

Let  heav  n  and  all  created  things, 
Sound  our  Immanuel’ s  praife.J 


COMMON  METRE. 

Spiritual  and  eternal  joy  :  Or,  The  beatifick 

Vifi  on  Of  CHRIST. 

1  T'ROM  tLee,  my  God,  my  joys  fball 
X  And  run  eternal  rounds,  [rife, 
Beyond  the  limits  of  the  Ikies, 

And  all  created  bounds. 

2  The  holy  triumphs  of  my  foul 

Shall  death  itielf  out-brave, 

Leave  dull  mortality  behind. 

And  fly  beyond  the  grave. 

3  There,  where  my  blefled  Jefics  reigns, 

In  heav’n’s  unmeafur’d  fpace, 

I’ll  fpend  a  long  eternity 
In  pleafure  and  in  praife. 

Millions  of  years  my  wond’ring  eyes 
Shall  o’er  thy  beauties  rove, 

And  endlefs  ages  I’ll  adore 
The  glories  of  thy  love. 

5  [Sweet  Jefus,  every  fmile  of  thine 

Shall  frefh  endearments  bring, 

And  thoufand  taftes  of  new  delight 
From  all  thy  graces  fpring. 

6  Hafte,  my  beloved,  fetch  my  foul 

Up  to  rhy  blefs’d  abode  ; 

Fly,  for  my  fpirit  longs  to  fee 
My  faviour,  and  my  God.] 

LXXVI.  COMMON  METRE. 

The  Refurre&ion  and  Afcenfion  of  Christ. 
OSANNA  to  the  Prince  of  light, 


R 


j 


Thatcloth’d  himfelfin  clay  ! 

Enter’d  the  iron  gates  of  death, 

And  tore  the  bars  away. 

Death  is  no  more  the  king  of  dread, 
Since  our  Immanuel  rofe  ; 

He  took  the  tyrant’s  fling  awav, 

And  fpoil’d  our  hellifh  foes. 

See  how  the  conqu’ror  mounts  aloft. 
And  to  his  Father  flies, 

With  fca  rs  of  honour  in  his  flefh, 

And  triumph  in  his  eyes. 

There  our  exalted  Saviour  reigns. 
And  fcatters  bieflings  down  j 

Onr  Jefub  tills  the  middle  feat 
Of  the  celefliai  throne. 

[Raile  your  devotion,  mortal  tongues, 
To  reach  his  blefs’d  abode, 

Sweet  be  the  accents  of  vour  forms 


LXXVII.  LONG  METRE. 

The  Chriftian  Warfare. 

[OTANDup,  my  foul,  (hake  off  thy 
l3  fears, 

And  gird  the  gofpel  armour  on  ; 

March  to  the  gates  of  endlefs  joy, 

Where  thy  great  Captain  Saviour’s  gone, 

2  Hell  and  thy  fins  refift  thy  courfe, 

But  hell  and  fin  are  vanquifh’d  foes  ; 
Thy  Jefus  nail’d  them  to  the  crofs, 

And  lung  the  triumph  when  he  rofe.] 

3  [What  tho’  the  prince  of  darknefs  rage 
And  wafte  the  fury  of  his  fpite  ? 

Eternal  chains  confine  him  down 

To  fiery  deeps,  and  endlefs  night. 

4^  What  though  thine  inward  lulls  rebel  > 
’Tis  but  a  ftruggling  gafp  for  life  ; 

The  weapons  of  victorious  grace 
Shall  flay  thy  fins,  and  end  the  ftrife. 

5  Then  let  my  foul  march  boldly  on, 
Prefs  forward  to  the  heav’nly  gate, 
There  peace  and  joy  eternal  reign, 

And  glitt’ring  robes  for  conqu’rors  wait. 

6  There  (hall  I  wear  a  flarry  crown. 

And  triumph  in  almighty  grace, 

While  all  the  armies  of  tiie  fkies 
Join  in  my  glorious  Leader’s  praife. 


To  our  incarnate 


God. 


LXXVIII.  COMMON  METRE. 

Redemption  by  ckrist. 

1  \KTHEN  parents  of  our  race 

V  V  Rebel  I’d  and  loft  their  God, 
And  the  infection  of  their  fin 
Had  tainted  all  our  blood  ; 

2  Infinite  pity  touch’d  the  heart 

Of  the  eternal  Son, 

Descending  from  the  heav’nly  court, 
Fie  left  his  Father’s  throne. 

3  Afide  the  Prince  of  Glory  threw 

Flis  mo  ft  divine  array, 

And  wrap’d  his  Godhead  in  a  veil 
Of  our  inferiour  clay. 

4  His  living  pow’r,  and  dying  love, 

I-  Redeem’d  unhappy  men  ; 

■>  And  rais’d  the  ruins  of  our  race 
i  To  life  and  God  again. 


Book  II.  HYMNS.&c.  lxxix,  lj?  xx,  lxxxi,  lxxxii. 


s  To  thee,  dear  Lord,  our  flefh  and  foul 
We  joyfully  refign  ; 

Bleft  Jefus  take  us  for  thy  own. 

For  we  are  doubly  thine. 

6  Thine  honour  fh all  forever  be 
The  bufinefs  of  dtir  days, 

For  ever  fliall  our  thankful  tongues 
Speak  thy  deferved  praife. 

LXXIX.  COMMON  metre. 

Praife  to  the  Redeemer. 

PONG’D  ^  a  gtilph  of  dark  defpair 
wretched  tinners  lav, 
Without  one  cheerful  beam  of  hope. 

Or  fpark  of  glimmering  day. 

2  With  pitying  eyes  the  Prince  of  grace 
Beheld  our  helplefs  grief  j 
lie  law,  and  (O  amazing  love  !) 

He  ran  to  our  relief. 


3  Down  from  the  fhining  feats  above 

With  joyful  ha  fie  he  fled, 

Hnter  d  the  grave  in  mortal  flefh 
And  dwelt  among  the  dead. 

4  HeAfpTkd  ,the  Pow.,rs  of  darknefs  thus 

And  brake  our  iron  chains, 

jyus  has  freed  our  captive  fouls, 
r  iom  everlafting  pains. 

$  [I^Vain  *be  baffled  prince  of  hell 
„rHlf  CLlrfed  projefts  tries  ; 

AremiV?  t°0m’d,hTnd'efs  naves> 
Are  rais  d  above  the  fkies.J 

6  0Ti^r‘lhn*l0V^letr0cks  and  hills 

Their  lafting  filence  break. 

And  all  harmonious  human  tongues 
ihe  Saviour’s  praifes  fpeak. 

7  [Yes,  we  will  praife  thee,  dcaretl  Lord 

Our  fouls  are  all  on  flame  ; 

Hofanna  round  the  fpacious  earth 
1  o  tlnne  adored  name. 

s  Angels,  alflft  our  mighty  joys. 

fen  ike  all  your  harps  of' gold  . 

Bu  When  you  raife  your  higheft  notes 
His  love  can  ne’er  be  told?]  ’ 


2  Let  proud  imperious  kings 
’  Bow  low  before  his  throne  ! 

Crouch  to  his  feet,  ye  haughty  things. 
Or  lie  fhall  tread  you  down. 

3  Above  the  fkies  he  reigns. 

And  with  amazing  blows 

He  deals  inlufferable  pains 
On  his  rebellious  foes. 

4  Yet  everlafting  God, 

We  love  to  fpeak  thy  praife  j 

Thy  fceptre’s  equal  to  thy  rod, 

The  fceptre  of  thy  grace. 

5  The  arms  of  mighty  love 
Defend  our  Zion  well, 

And  heavenly  mercy  walls  us  round 
From  Babylon  and  hell. 

6  Salvation  to  the  King 
That  fits  enthron'd  above  : 

T.  bus  we  adore  the  God  of  might, 

And  blefs  the  God  of  love. 


■LXXXI.  COMMON  METRE 
Our  Sin  the  Caufe  of  chkist’s  Death." 

1  A  novv  t}ic  fcaleshave  left  mine  ey 

Lf  Now  I  begin  to  fee  ;  J 

°h  the  curs’d  deeds  my  fins  have  don 
Y  hat  murd  rous  things  they  be  1 

2  Were  Hiefe  the  traitor?,  deareft  Lore 
.  Yhat  thy  fair  body  tpre  f 

Whhfl  'T  ,ftain’d  *ofeheav't 
ith  floods  of  purple  gore  f  r  Jim 

3  it/°r  crimes  that' 1  iiad  done 
My  deareft  Lord  was  (lain,  ’ 

When  j«ft,ce  fei2’d  God’s  only  Son, 
And  put  his  foul  to  pain  ? 

4  Forgive  my  guilt,  O  Prince  of  Peace 

1  11  wound  my  God  no  more:  ’ 

For  Jejks  Tadore.''  ^  f'nS’  be  g0n< 

5  Furmfh  me,  Lord,  with  heav’nly  arm' 
From  grace  s  magasine,  >  arm> 

And  I  H  proclaim  eternal  war 
With  ev  ry  .darling  fin. 


LX XX.  SHORT  METRE. 

cod’s  awful  Power  and  Goodnefs. 

-  1  O  !  the  alm,gbty  Lord  ! 
nr*  A iOW  1'n.atclilefs  is  his  powV  I 

I  °  far,ll>  beneath  his  word, 

iiife  all  the  heavens  adore. 


r 


LXXXII.  COMMON  M £ T R t 

Redemption  and  Protean  from  s  .  . 

Enemies.  r 

1  A  R  An  I  y  joy  fill  pOWJ 

i  \  AniJ  ,rUin‘pli  in  my  God  • 
Avvake  my  voice,  and  loud  proclaim 

His^lonous  grace  abroad 


V  4a  . 


HYMN  S,  See.  Lxxxitt,  lxxxiv,  lxxxv.  '  BoofelL 


a,  He  rais'd  me  from  the  deeps  of  fin 
The  gates  ot  gaping  hell, 

And  fix'd  my  (landing  more  fecure 
Than  ’twas  before  I  fell. 

3  The  arms  of  everlafling  love, 

Beneath  my  foul  he  plac'd, 

And  on  the  rock  of  ages  fet 
My  (lipp’ry  footfleps  faft. 

4  The  city  of  my  bled  abode 

Is  wall’d  around  with  grace ; 

Salvation  for  a  bulwark  (lands 
To  (hield  the  facred  place. 

5  Satan  may  vent  his  (harped  fpite, 

And  all  his  legions  roar  ; 

Almighty  mercy  guards  my  life, 

And  bounds  his  raging  pow’r. 

6  Arile  my  foul,  awake  my  voice. 

And  tunes  of  pleafure  fing  ; 

Loud  hallelujahs  (hall  addreis 
My  Saviour  and  my  King. 

LXXXIII.  COMMON  M E  T  R  E 

The  Paflion  and  Exaltation  of  christ. 

HUS  faith  the  Ruler  of  the  (kies, 
Awake  my  dreadful  fword  ; 
Awake  my  wrath,  and  fmtte  the  Man , 
My  Fellow ,  faith  the  Lord. 

a  Vengeance  receiv’d  the  dread  command) 
And  armed,  down  (lie  flies  : 

Jefus  fubmits  t’  his  Father’s  hand, 

And  bows  his  head,  and  dies. 

3  But,  oh  I  the  wifdom  and  the  grace 
That  join  with  vengeance  now  ! 

He  dies  to  (ave  our  guilty  race. 

And  yet  he  rifes  too. 

• 

4  A  perfon  fo  divine  was  he, 

Who  yielded  to  be  (lain, 

That  he  could  give  his  foul  away, 

And  take  his  life  again. 

5  Live,  glorious  Lord,  and  reign  on  high, 
Let  ev’ry  nation  fing, 

And  angels  found,  with  endlefs  joy, 
The  Saviour  and  the  King. 


LXXXIV.  SHORT  METRE. 

The  fame. 

OME  all  harmonious  tongues, 
Year  nobleft  mufick  bring  j 

*Tis  Chrijl  the  everlafling  God, 

And  Chriji  the  man,  we  fing. 


i  Tell  how  he  took  our  fielh, 

To  take  away  our  guilt  I 

Sing  the  dear  drops  of  (acred  blood 
That  hellifh  monfters  fpilt. 

3  [Alas!  the  cruel  fpear 
Went  deep  into  his  fide, 

And  the  rich  flood  of  purple  gore 
Their  murd’rous  weapons  dy’d.] 

4  [Tbewaves.of  fwelling  grief 
Did  o’er  his  bofom  roll. 

And  mountains  of  Almighty  wrath 
Lay  heavy  on  his  foul.] 

5  Down  to  the  (hades  of  death 
He  bow’d  his  awful  head  j 

Yet  he  arofe  to  live,  and  reign 
When  death  itfelf  is  dead. 

6  No  more  the  bloody  fpear, 

The  crofs  and  nails  no  more  ; 

For  hell  itfeif  (hakes  at  his  name, 
And  all  the  heav’ns  adore. 

7  There  the  Redeemer  (its 
High  on  the  Father’s  throne  ; 

The  Father  lays  his  vengeance  by, 
And  fmiles  upon  his  Son. 

8  There  his  full  glories  (bine 
With  uncreated  rays 

And  blefs  his  faints  and  angels  eyes 
To  everlafling  days. 


LXXXV.  com  M  O  N  M  EIRE. 

Sufficiency  of  Pardon. 

HY  does  your  face,  ye  humble  fouls. 
Thofe  mournful  colours  wear?  [faith 
What  doubts  are  thefe  that  wafle  youi 
And  nourifh  your  defpair  ? 

2  What  though  your  num’rous  fins  exceec 

The  (tars  that  fill  the  (kies, 

And  aiming  at  th’  eternal  throne, 

Like  pointed  mountains  rile? 

3  What  though  your  mighty  guilt  beyon< 

The  wide  creation  fwell, 

And  has  its  curd  foundations  laid 
Low  as  the  deeps  of  hell  ? 

4  See  here  an  endlefs  ocean  flows 

Of  never-failing  grace  ; 

Behold  a  dying  Saviour’s  veins 
The  facred  flood  increafe  : 

-  It  rifes  high,  and  drowns  the  hills* * * 2 3 4 
Elas  neither  (bore  nor  bound  : 

Now  if  we  (earch  to  find  our  fin5. 

Our  (ins  can  ne’er  be  found.  . 
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6  Awake,  our  hearts,  adore  the  grace 

That  buries  ail  our  faults,  ! 

And  pardoning  blood,  that  fwells  abovei^ 
Our  lollies  and  our  thoughts.  I 


LXXXVI.  COMMON  METRE.' 


In  vain  the  higheft  feraph  tries 
To  form  an  equal  long. 

[In  humble  notes  our  faith  adores 
The  great  mylterious  King, 

While  angels  drain  their  nobler  pow  Vs, 
And  (weep  tlT  immortal  firing.] 


Freedom  from  Sin  and  Mifery,  in  Heaven. 

1  irins’  a^as  •  Fovv  ^rong  they  be  ? 
\  J  And  like  a  violent  fea, 

They  break  our  duty,  Lord,  to  thee, 
And  hurry  us  away. 

2  The  waves  of  trouble,  how  they  rile  ! 

How  loud  tiie  tempefis  roar  ! 

But  death  lhall  land  our  weary  fouls 
Safe  on  the  heav’nly  diore. 

3  There,  to  fulfil  his  fweet  commands, 

Our  fpeedv  feet  lhall  move  ! 

No  fin  lhall  dog  our  winged  zeal, 

Or  coqI  our  burning  love. 

4  There  fhall  we  fit,  and  ling  and  tell 

^  Liie  wonders  of  his  grace,  j 

III!  heav  nly  raptures  fire  our  hearts,  ’ 
And  frnile  in  ev Vy  face. 

5  Forever  his  dear  facred  name 

Shall  dwell  upon  our  tongue, 

And  JeJus  and  falvation  be° 

Vhe  clofe  ofevVv  fonm 

J  O 


C  X  X  X  V  I  [ .  COMMON  METRE. 


LXXXVIIL  COMMON  METRE, 
j  Salvation. 

1  CALVATION!  Oh  the  joyful  found  l 

k)  'Tis  pleaftire  to  our  ears  ; 

A  fovereign  balm  for  evVy  wound, 

A  cordial  for  our  fears. 

2  Bury'd  in  forrow  and  in  fin, 

At  hell's  dark  door  we  lay  ; 

But  we  arife,  by  grace  divine, 

To  fee  a  heavVIy  day. 

3  Salvation  !  let  the  echo  fly 
The  fpacious  earth  around, 

While  all  the  armies  of  the  fky 
Confpire  to  raife  the  found. 


LXXXIX.  COMMON  METRE. 

Christ’s  Victory  over  Satan. 

OSANNA  to  our  conq'ring  Kingl 
4  The  Prince  of  Darknefs  flies/ 
His  troops  ruth  headlong  down  to  hell. 
Like  lightning  from  the  Ikies. 


j 

4 


T  he  Divine  Glories  above  our  Reafon. 

1  T-T^W  vvondVous  great,  how  glori- 

,  /Tull  our  Creator  be,  [ous  bright 
vvho  dwells  a  mid  ft  thedazzlintr  1  i  h  t 

Of  vaft  infinity  ! 

* . 

2  Our  foaring  fpirits  upwards  rife 

Low  rd  the  celeftial  throne  : 

Fain  would  we  fee  the  blefted  Three 
And  the  almighty  One. 

3  Our  reafon  ft  retches  all  its  wings. 

And  climbs  above  the  Ikies  ; 

But  ftill  how  far  beneath  thy  feet 
Our  grov’ling  reafon  lies  ! 

4  [Lord,  he  re  "we  bend  our  humble  foul;  ! 

And  awfully  adore  :  ’jFa 

For  the  weak  pinions  of  our  mind, 

Cdj)  ftretch  a  thought  no  more  j 

5  1  glories  infinitely  rife 

Above  our  labVing  toneme  - 

Z  3 


There,  bound  in  chains,  the  lions  roar. 
And  fright  the  refeu’d  fheep  ;  . 

But  heavy  bars  confine  their  pow'c 
And  malice  to  the  deep. 

Holanna  to  our  conq'ring  King, 

All  hail,  incarnate  love  1 

1  cn  thoufand  fongs  and  glories  wait 
I  o  crown  niy  head  above. 

Thy  viftVies  and  thy  deathlefs  fame 
Through  the  wide  world  final  1  rurt  ; 

And  everlafting  ages  fing 
The  triumphs  thou  haft  won. 


COMMON  METRE, 
ith  in  Christ,  for  Pardon  and  San&ffication. 

OW'  tad  our  ftate  by  nature  is  I 
Our  tin,  how  deep  it  ftains  ! 

And  Satan  binds  our  captive  minds. 
Fait  in  Jiis  (idvilh  chain*. 


iSS 
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l  But  there's  a  voice  of  fov’ reign  grace 
Sounds  from  the  facred  word  j 
lio  1  ye  dt’fpairing  Jinncrs  ccmrt 
And  trujl  upon  the  Lord . 

3  My  ford  obeys  th'  almighty  call, 

And  runs  to  this  relief  ; 

I  would  believe  thy  promife,  Lord  ; 

-  011  1  -  help  my  unbelief. 

4  [To  the  dear  fountain  of  thy  blood, 

Incarnate  God,  I  fly  ; 

Here  let  me  wall)  my  f pot  ted  foul 
From  crimes  of  deepeft  dye. 

5  Stretch  out  thine  arm,  vi6torious  King, 

,My  reigning  fms  fubdne  ; 

Drive  the  old  dragon  from  his  feat, 
With  all  his  hellifh  crew.] 

6  A  guilty,  weak,  and  helplels  worm 

On  thy  kind  arms  I  fall  : 

Be  thou  my  ftrength  and  righteoufnefs, 
My  JefuSy  and  my  All. 


xci.  COMMON  METRE. 

The  Glory  of  chkist  in  Heaven. 

I  the  delights,  the  heav’nly  joys, 

\_S  The  glories  of  the  place, 

‘vVhere  Jefus  fheds  the  brighteft  beams 
Of  his  o'ertlowing  grace  ! 

x  Sweet  majefly  and  awful  love 
Sit  finding  otkhis  brow, 

And  all  the  glorious  ranks  above 
At  humble  diftance  bow. 

y* 

0  [Princes  to  his  imperial  name 

Bend  their  bright  feeptres  down  ; 
Dominions,  thrones,  and  pow'rs  rejoice) 
To  fee  him  wear  the  crown, 

4  Archangels  found  his  lofty  praife 
Through  ev'ry  heav’nly  flreet, 

And  lay  their  higheft  honours  down 
Submiflive  at  his  feet.] 


7  This  is  the  Man,  th'  exalted  Man, 

Whom  we,  tinfeen,  adore  ; 

But  when  our  eyes  behold  his  face, 
Our  hearts  (hall  love  him  more. 

8  [Lord,  how  our  fouls  are  all  on  fire 

To  fee  thy  blefs’d  abode  ; 

Our  tongues  rejoice  in  tunes  of  praife 
To  our  incarnate  God  !] 

9  And  while  our  faith  enjoys  this  fight, 

We  long  to  leave  our  clay ; 

And  with  thy  fiery  chariots,  Lord, 

To  fetch  cur  fouls  away. 


XC II.  COMMON  METRE. 

Ibc  Church  faved,  and  her  Enemies  difap- 

pointed. 

1  OHOL^T  to  the  Lord,  and  let  our  joys 
O  Through  the  whole  nation  run  ; 
Ye  Wefiern  fkies,  ref ou nd  the  noife 

Beyond  the  rifing  fun. 

2  Thee,  mighty  God,  eur  fouls  admire. 

Thee  our  glad  voices  Ling, 

And  join  with  the  celeftial  choir, 

To  praife  th'  eternal  King. 

3  Thy  pow’r  the  whole  creation  rules, 

And  on  the  fiarry  fkies 
Sits  fmiling  at  the  weak  defigns 
Thine  envious  foes  devife. 

4  Thy  fcorn  derides  their  feeble  rage, 

And  with  an  awful  frown, 

Flings  vaft  confulion  on  their  plots, 

And  fliakes  their  Babel  down. 

5  [Their  fecret  fires  in  caverns  lay, 

And  we  the  facrifice  ; 

But  gloomy  caverns  drove  in  vain 
To  ’fcape  all-fearching  eyes. 

6  Their  dark  defigns  were  all  reveal’d, 

Their treafons  all  betray’d  ; 

Praife  to  the  Lord,  that  broke  the  fnard 
Their  curled  hands  had  laid.] 


<  Thofe  foft,  rhofe  bleffed  feet  of  his, 

T  har  once  rude  iron  tore, 

High  on  a  throne  of  light  they  ftand , 
And  all  the  faints  adore. 

6  His  head,  the  dear  majedick  head, 
That  cruel  thorns  did  wound, 
what  i immortal  glories  fiune, 
And  circle  i k  around  I 


7  In  vain  the  bufy  fons  of  hell 

Still  new  rebellions  try. 

Their  fouis  (hall pine  withenvious  rage, 
And  vex  away,  and  die. 

8  Almighty  grace  defends  our  land 

From  their  malicious  pow’r  \ 

Then  let  us  with  united  fongs 
Almighty  grace  adore. 


1  • 
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XCIII.  SHORT  METRE. 
COD  all,  and  in  all.  Pfaim  Ixxii.  25. 

1  \  /FY  God,  my  life,  my  love, 

.  iVJL  To  thee,  to  thee  I  call  ; 

I  cannot  live,  if  thou  remove, 

For  thou  art  all  in  all. 

2  [Thy  fliining  grace  can  cheer 
This  dungeon  where  I  dwell  ; 

'Tis  paradife  when  thou  art  here; 

If  thou  depart  'tis  hell,  j 

3  [The  fmi lings  of  thy  face, 

How  amiable  they  are  l 

'Tis  heav’n  to  red  in  thine  embrace  ; 

And  no  where  eife  but  there. J 

4  [To  thee,  and  thee  alone, 

The  angels  owe  their  blifs  ; 

They  lit  around  thy  gracious  throne, 

And  dwell  where  Jcfus  is.] 

5  [Not  all  the  harps  above 
Can  make  aheav’nly  place, 

If  God  his  refidence  remove. 

Or  but  conceal  his  face.] 

6  Nor  earth  nor  all  the  Iky, 

Can  one  delight  afford  ; 

No,  not  a  drop  of  real  joy, 

Without  thy  pretence,  Lord. 

7  Thou  art  the  fea  of  love, 

Where  all  my  pleafures  roll  ; 

The  circle  where  my  paffions  move, 

And  centre  of  my  foul. 

S  [To  thee  my  fpirits  fly 
With  infinite  defije  ; 

And  yet,  how  far  from  th.ee  I  He  ! 

Dear  Jcfus  raife  me  higher.] 

XClV.  COMMON  METRE. 
god  my  only  Happinefs.  PfaL  Ixkii’i.  25. 

1  ]\/T  *  God,  my  portion,  and  rfiy  love, 
1VX  My  everlafting  All, 

I've  none  but  thee  in  heav'n  above, 

Or  on  this  earthly  ball, 

2  [What  empty  things  are  all  the  Ikies, 

And  this  inferior  clod  ! 

There's  nothing  here  deferve?,  my  jo  vs,*  1 2 3 
There's  nothing  like  my  God.]  '  j 

3  [In  vain  the  bright,  the  burning  fun 
f  Scatters  his  feeble  light  ; 

Mbs  thy  fweet  beams  create  my  noon  ; 

If  thou  withdraw,  ';is  night,  '  I 


A  And  whilft  noon  my  refilefs  bed 
Amongfi  the  fliades  I  roll, 

If  my  Redeemer  thews  ids  head, 

'Tis  morning  with  my  foul.] 

5  To  thee,  we  owe  our  wealth  and  friends. 

And  health  and  fafe  abode  : 

Thanks  to  thy  name  for  meaner  things. 
But  they  are  not  my  God. 

6  How  vain  a  toy  is  glitt’ ring  wealth. 

If  once  compar'd  to  thee  ? 

Or  what’s  my  iafety,  or  my  health. 

Or  all  my  friends  to  me  ? 

1 7  Were  I  poflefTor  of  the  earth. 

And  call'd  the  liars  mine  own  ; 
Without  thy  graces,  and  thy  fell, 

I  were  a  wretch  undone  : 

8  Let  others  firetch  their  arms  like  Teas, 
And  grafp  in  all  the  fiiore. 

Grant  me  the  v ifits  of  thy  face. 

And  I  defire  no  more. 


XCV.  COMMON  METRE. 

Look  on  him  whom  they  pierced  and  mourn. 

1  TNFINITE  grief  f  amazing  woe  ! 

JL  Behold  my  bleeding  Lord  : 

Hell  and  the  Jea.vs  confpir’d  his  death. 
And  us’d  the  Roman  fword. 

2  Oh,  the  fharp  pangs  of  fmarting  pain 

.My  dear  Redeemer  bore, 
i  kv  hen  knotty  whips,  and  ragged  thorns, 
j  Kis  facred  body  tore. 

3  But  knotty  whips,  and  ragged  thorns. 

In  vain  do  I  accufe  ; 

In  vain  1  blame  the  Roman  bands. 

And  the  more  fpiteful  Jews. 

j 

<4  'Twere  you  my  fins,  my  cruel  fins. 
Mischief  tormenters  were  ; 

Each  of  my  crimes  became  a  nail. 

And  unbelief  the  fpear. 

.5  i  Were  you  that  pull  d  the  vengeance 
i  Upon  his  guiltlefs  head  ;  fdov  n 
Bi  eak,  break,  my  heart,  oh  burfi,  mine 
And  let  my  borrows  bleed.  [eyes, 

6  Strike,  mighty  grace,  my  flinty  foul, 
'Till  melting  waters  flow, 

And  deep  repentance  drown  mine  eves 
In  uadi kembled  woe. 
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XCVI.  COMMON  METRE.  j 

Diftinguifhing  Love  :  Or,  Angels  puni/hed,  and 

Man  faved. 

1  ^ ^  ^ea<^^ong  from  the  native) 

The  rebel  angels  fell,  { ikies 
And  thunder-bolts  of  flaming  wrath 
Purfu’d  them  deep  to  hell. 

2  Down  from  the  top  of  earthly  blifs 

Rebellious  man  was  hurl'd  ;  . 

And:  Jefus  (loop’d  beneath  the  grave, 
To  reach  a  finking  world. 

3  Oh,  love' of  infinite  degree  I 

Unmeafurable  grace  ! 

Mufl  heavVs  eternal  Darling  die, 

To  fave  a  trait ’rous  race  ?. 

4  Mud  angels  fink  for  ever  down. 

And  burn  in  quenchlefs  fire, 

While  God  forfakes  Ins  finning  throne, 
To  raife  us  wretches  higher  ? 

5  Oh,  for  his  love,  let  earth  and  Ikies 

With  Hallelujahs  ring, 

And  the  full  choir  of  human  tongues 
A 1 1  Hallelujahs  fi  n  g . 


3  How  field om  do  I  rifie  to  God, 

Or  tafie  the  joys  above  ? 

This  mountain  prelles  down  my  faith 
And  chills  my  flaming  love. 

4  When  finding  mercy  courts  my  foul 

With  all  its  heav’nly  charms, 

This  flubborn,  this  refentlefs  thing, 
Would  thruft  it  from  my  arms, 

5  Againfi  the  thunders  of  thy  word 

Rebellious  I  have  flood  ; 

My  heart,  it  fliakes  not  at  the  wrath 
And  terrors  of  a  Gcd. 

6  Dear  Saviour,  deep  this  rock  of  mine 

In  thine  own  crimfon  fiea  ! 

None  but  a  bath  of  blood  divine 
Can  melt  the  flint  away. 

XCIX.  COMMON  METRE, 

The  Book  of  god’s  Decrees. 

i  T  ET  the  whole  race  of  creatures  lie 
JL^  Abas’d  before  their  God  ; 
Whate’er  his  fiov ’reign  voice  has  form'd 
He  governs  with  a  nod. 


XCVI  I.  LONG  METRE. 

The  fame. 

iPROM  heav’n  the  finning  angels  fell, 
J?  And  wrath  and  darknefis  chain’d 
them  down  ; 

But  man,  vile  man,  forfook  his  blifs, 

-  And  mercy  lifts  him  to  a  crown. 

2  Amazing  work  of  fov’reign  grace, 

That  could  diflinguifli  rebels  fo  ! 

Our  guilty  treafons  call’d  aloud 
For  everlading  fetters  too. 


2  [Ten  thoufand  ages  ere  the  fkies 

Were  into  motion  brought ; 

All  the  long  years  and  worlds  to  come 
Stood  prefent  to  his  thought. 

3  There’s  not  a  fparrow,  or  a  worm, 

But’s  found  in  his  decrees; 

He  raifes  monarchs  to  their  thrones. 
And  finks  them  as  he  pleafe.] 

4  If  hght  attends  the  courfe  I  run, 

’Tis  he  provides  thofe  rays  ! 

And  His  his  hand  that  hides  my  fun, 

If  darknefis  cloud  my  days. 


3  To  thee,  to  thee,  almighty  love, 

Our  fouls,  ou Helves,  our  all  we  pay  ; 
Millions  of  tongues  filial  1  found  thy  praife 
On  the  bright  hills  of  heav’nly  day. 


5  Yet  I  could  not  be  much  concern’d, 
Nor  vainly  long  to  fee 
The  volumes  of  his  deep  decrees. 
What  months  are  writ  for  me. 


XCVIII.  COMMON  METRE. 

Hardnefs  of  Heart  complained  of. 

Y  heart  how  dreadful  hard  it  is  1 
How  heavy  here  it  lies  ; 

Heavy  and  cold  within  my  bread, 
j  ufl  like  a  rock  of  ice, ! 

Sin,  like  a  raging  tyrant,  fits 
Upon  this  flinty  throne, 

And  cv’ry  grace  lies  bury ’d  deep 
Beneath  this  heart  of  done. 


fi  When  he  reveals  the  book  of  life. 
Oh,  may  I  read  my  name 
AmongA  the  chofen  of  his  love, 
The  foU’wers  of  the  Lamb. 


C.  LONG  METRE. 

p  he  P  re  fence  of  christ  is  the  life  of  my  Soul 

HOW  full  of  anguifii  is  the  thought, 
How  it  diflraclsand  tears  my  heart; 
ft  God  at  lafl,  my  fov’reign  fudge, 
Should  frown,  and  bid  my  fbul  Jej>art  J 


2 


Book  II.  HYMNS,  See.  cr,  cri,  chi.-  189 


3.  Lord,  when  T  quit  tliis.earrhly  ftage, 
Where  fiiai.1  I  fly  but  to  thy  bread  ? 

For  I  have  fought  no  other  home  : 

For  I  have  learned  no  other  red. 

3  I  cannot  live  contented  here, 

Without  fome  glimpfes  of  thy  face; 

And  heav'n,  without  thy  prefence  there, 
Will  be  a  dark  and  tirefome  place. 

4  When  earthly  cares  eogrofs  the  day, 
And  hold  my  thoughts  a  fide  from  thee, 
The  fliining  hours  of  cheerful  light 
Are  long  and  tedious  years  to  me. 

5  And  if  noev’ning  viflt's  paid 
Between  my  Saviour  and  ray  foul, 

How  dull  the  night  !  how  lad  the  fhade! 
How  mournfully  the  minutes  roll  1 

6  This  flefh  of  mine  might  learn  as  foon 
To  live,  yet  part  with  all  my  blood  ; 

To  breathe,  when  vital  air  is  gone, 

Or  thrive  and  grow  without  my  food. 

7  [Ckrljl  is  my  light,  my  life,  my  care, 

My  bleffed  hope,  myheav'nly  prize  ; 
Dearer  than  all  my  paflions  are, 

My  limbs,  my  bowels,  or  my  eyes. 

S  The  firings  that  twine  about  my  heart, 
Tortures  and  racks  may  tear  them  off  ; 
But  they  can  never,  never  part 
With  their  dear  hold  of  Chrifl>  my  love.] 

9  [My  God  1  and  can  a  humble  child, 
That  loves  thee  with  a  flame  fo  hi«h. 

Be  ever  from  thy  face  exil'd, 

Without  the  pity  of  thine  eye  ? 

id  Impoflible  ! — For  thine  own  hands. 
Have  ty'd  my  heart  fo  faff  to  thee, 

And  in  thy  book  the  promife hands, 

That  where  thou  art,  thy  friends  muff  be.] 


Cl.  COMMON  METRE. 


W* 1 2 3 


The  World’s  three  chief  Temptations. 

"HEN  in  the  light  of  faith  divit 
We  look  on  things  below, 
Honour  and  gold,  and  fenfual  joy, 
Flow'  vain  and  dangerous  too? 

2  [Honour  sa  puff  of  noify  breath  ; 

Yet  men  expole  their  blood. 

And  venture  e^erlafiing  death, 

To  gain  that  airy  good. 

3  While  others  ftarVe  the  nobler  mind, 

•  And  feed  on  ftiinifig  duff, 

^  r°k  r^1e  f^rpen t  of  his  food, 

T '  indulge  a  fordid  luff.] 


j4  The  pleafuixs  that  allure  <5ur  fenfe 
A, re  dang’rous  fnares  to  fouls  ; 

»  There’s  but  a  drop  of  flatt'ring  ivveet, 
And  daih'd  with  bitter  bowls. 

5  God  is  mine  all -hifficient  good, 

My  portion  and  my  choice, 

In  him  my  vafi  defires  are  fill'd, 

And  all  my  pow'rs  rejoice. 

6  In  vain  the  world  accofts  my  ear, 

And  tempts  my  heart  anew  ; 

I  cannot  buy  your  blifs  fo  dear, 

Nor  part  with  heav’n  for  you. 


CII.  LONG  METRE. 

A  happy  Refurredfion. 

i\TO,  I’ll  repine  at  death  no  more, 

1  tI  But  with  a  cheerful  galp  relign 
To  the  cold  dungeon  of  the  grave 
Thefe  dying,  with'ring  limbs  of  mine. 

2  Let  worms  devour  my  wafling  flefli, 

And  crumble  all  my  bones  to  duff, 

My  God  fhall  raife  my  frame  anew. 

At  the  revival  of  the  juft. 

3  Break, facred  morning,  through  the  ikies. 
Bring  that  delightful,  dreadful  day, 

Cut  ffiort  the  hours,  dear  Lord,  and  come; 
Thy  ling’ring  wheels,  how  long  they  flay. 

4[0ur  wearied  fpirits  faint  to  fee 
The  light  of  thy  returning  face. 

And  hear  the  language  of  thofe  lips 
Where  God  hasfhed  his  richeft  grace.] 

3  [Mafte  then  upon  the  wings  of  love, 
Roufe  all  the  pious  deeping  clay, 

That  we  may  join  in  heav’nly  joys, 

And  ling  the  triumph  of  the  day.] 

C  I  1 1 .  COM  M  O  N  M  ETRF. 
Christ's  Commiffion.  John  in.  16,17. 

1  OOME,  happy  fculs,  approach  your 
v-'  With  new  melodious  fongs  ;  [God, 
Come  tender  to  Almighty  grace 

The  tributes  of  vour  tongues. 

j  o 

2  So  ft  range,  fo  boiindlefs  was  the  love 

1  hat  pity 'd  dying  men. 

The  Father  lent  his  equal  Son, 

To  give  them  life  again. 

3  Thy  hands,  dear  Jcfus,  were  not  ariuM, 

With  a  revenging  rod. 

No  hard  commiilion  to  perform 

I  he  vengeance  of  a  God  ; 
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4  But  all  was  mercy,  all  was  mild, 

Ami  wrath  forfook  the  throne, 
When  Qhrifi  on  the  kind  errand  came, 
And  brought  falvation  down. 

5  Here,  finners,  you  may  heal  your  wounds, 

And  wipe  your  forrows  dry  ; 

Tiud  in  the  mighty  Saviour’s  name, 
And  you  fliall  never  die. 

€  See,  deai eft  Lord,  our  willing  fouls 
Accept  thine  offer’d  grace; 

We  blefs  the  great  Redeemer’s  love. 
And  givb  the  Father  praife. 

. . . .  — -  i . — - 

CIV.  SHORT  METRE. 

The  fame. 

1  "R  your  triumphant  fongs 
X\.  To  an  immortal  tune, 

Let  the  wide  earth  refound  the  deeds 
Celeftiai  grace  has  done. 

2  Sing  how  eternal  love 

I  ts  chief  beloved  chofe, 

And  bid  him  raife  our  wretched  race 
From  their  abyfs  of  woes. 

3  His  hand  no  thunder  bears. 

Nor  terror  clothes  his  brow  • 

No  bolts  to  drive  our  guilty  fouls 
To  fi  ercer  flames  below. 

4  ’Twas  mercy  fill’d  the  tlirone. 

And  wrath  flood  filent  by, 

When  ChriJ}  was  fent  with  pardons  down 
To  rebels  doom’d  to  die. 

5  Now,  finners,  dry  your  tears. 

Let  hopelefs  forrow  ceafe  ; 

Bow  to  the  feeptre  of  his  love, 

And  take  the  offer’d  peace. 

6  Lord,  we  obey  thy  call  ; 

We  lay  an  humble  claim 

To  the  falvation  thou  haft  brought, 

And  love  and  praife  thy  name. 


And  threatening  vengeance  rolls  above 
do  crufh  our  feeble  frames, 

3  Almighty  goodnefs  cries — Forbear! 
And  ftrait  the  thunder  ftays  : 

And  dare  we  now  provoke  his  wrath 
And  weary  out  his  grace  h 

4  Lord,  we  have  long  abus’d  thy  love. 

Too  long  indulg’d  our  fin, 

Our  aching  hearts  e’en  bleed  to  fee  . 
What  rebels  we  have  been. 

5  No  more,  ye  lufts,  (hall  ye  command, 

No  more  will  we  obey  ; 

Stretch  out,  O  God,  thy  conq’ring  hand, 
And  drive  thy  foes  away. 

CVI.  COMMON  METRE. 
Repentance  at  the  Crofs. 

1  if  my  ^0l1*  was  form'd  for  woe, 
How  would  I  vent  my  (ighs ! 

Repentance  fhould  like  rivers  flow. 
From  both  mv  ft  reaming  eyes. 

2  ’Twas  for  my  fins  my  deareft  Lord 

Hung  on  the  curfed  tree, 

And  groan’d  away  a  dying  life 
For  thee,  my  foul,  for  thee. 

3  Oh,  how  I  hate  thofe  lufts  of  mine 

TLat  crucify’d  my  God, 

Thofe  fins  that  pierc’d  and  nail’d  his  flefh 
Faft  to  the  fatal  wood. 

4  Yes,  my  Redeemer,  they  /hall  die, 

My  heart  has  fo  decreed  ; 

Nor  will  I  fpare  the  guilty  things 
That  made  my  Saviour  bleed. 

5  Whilft  with  a  melting  broken  heart 

My  murder’d  Lord  I  view, 

I’ll  raife  revenge  againft  my  fins, 

And  flay  the  murd’rers  too. 


CVII.  COMMON  METRE. 


CV.  COMMON  METRE, 
Repentance  flowing  from  the  Patience  of  god. 


1  AND  are  we  wretches  yet  alive  ? 
JLJL  And  da  we  yet  rebel  ? 

Mis  boundlefs,  *tis  amazing  love, 

That  bears  us  up  from  hell ! 

2  The  burden  of  our  weighty  guilt 

Would  fink  us  down  to  flames. 


The  everlafting  Ab fence  of  god  intolerable. 


THAT  awful  day  will  furely  come, 
Th’  appointed  hour  makes  hafte. 
When  I  mult  ftand  before  my  Judge 
And  pafs  the  folemn  tell. 

Thou  lovely  chief  of  all  mv  joys. 
Thou  Sov’reign  of  mv  heart, 

How  could  I  bear  to  hear  >hy  voice 
Pronounce  the  found,  Depart  l 
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3  The  thunder  of  that  difmal  word 

Would  fo  torment  my  ear, 

’Twould  tear  my  foul  afunder.  Lord, 
With  mod  tormenting  fear. 

4  [What,  to  be  ban i fil’d  for  my  life, 

And  yet  forbid  to  die  ? 

To  linger  in  eternal  pain, 

Yet  death  for  ever  fly  ?] 

5  Oh,  wretched  date  of  deep  defpair 

To  fee  my  God  remove, 

And  fix  my  doleful  ftation  where 
I  muft  not  tafle  his  love  ! 

6  Jefiisy  I  throw  my  arms  around 

And  hang  upon  thy  bread:  ; 
Without  a  gracious  fmile  from  thee 
My  fpirit  cannot  red. 

7  Oh  !  tell  me  that  my  worthlefs  name 

Is  graven  on  thy  hands, 

Shew  me  fome  proinife  in  thy  book, 
Where  my  falvation  dands. 

8  [Give-  me  one  kind,  adoring  word, 

To  fink  my  tears  again, 

And  cheerfully  my  foul  fhall  wait 
Her  three  (core  years  and  ten.] 

<  1  ■  1  '■■■■■  ■  i  i  —  ■  ■■  -  -  ■  ■  -  -  -  r 

CVIJI.  COMMON  METRE. 

Accefs  to  the  throne  ot  Grace  by  a  Mediator. 

1  /TOME,  let  us  lift  our  joyful  eyes 
K-v  Up  to  the  courts  above, 

And  fmile  to  fee  our  Father  there 

Upon  a  throne  of  love. 

2  Once  ’twas  a  feat  of  dreadful  wrath, 

And  (hot  devouring  flame  ; 

Our  God  appear’d  confuming  fire, 

And  vengeance  was  his  name. 

3  Rich  were  the  drops  of  Jefus’  blood 

±  hat  calm’d  his  frowning  face, 

T  hat  fprinkled  o’er  his  burning  throne 
And  turn  d  the  wrath  to  grace. 

4  Now  we  may  bow  before  his  feet, 

And  venture  near  the  Lord; 

No  fiery  cherub  guards  his  feat, 

Nor  double  flaming  fword. 

5  The  peaceful  gates  of  hcav’nly  blifs 

Are  open’d  by  the  Son; 

High  let  us  raife  our  notes  of  praife, 
And  reach  th7  almighty  throne. 


6  To  thee,  ten  thoufand  thanks  we  bring. 
Great  Advocate  on  high  : 

And  glory  to  the  eternal  King 
1  hat  lays  Ills  fury  by. 


C 1  X .  LONG  METRE. 

The  darknefs  of  Providence. 

1  f  ac^ore  thy  vad  de/igns, 

JL-i  Th’obfcure  abyfs  of  Providence, 
Too  deep  to  found  with  mortal  lines, 
Too  dark  to  view  with -feeble  fenfe. 

2  Now  thou  array’d  thine  awful  face 
In  angry  frowns,  without  a  fmile  : 

We,  through  the  cloud,  believe  thy  grace. 
Secure  of  tliy  companion  hill. 

3  Through  feas  and  dorms  of  deep  diftrefs 
We  fail  by  faith,  and  not  by  fight, 

f  aith  guides  us  in  the  wildernefs, 

1  hrough  all  the  briars,-  and  the  night. 

4  Dear  Father,  if  thy  lifted  rod 
Refolve  to  fcourge  us  here  below, 

Still  we  mud  lean  upon  our  God, 

L  hiHc  ai  m  fhall  bear  us  fafely  through. 


CX.  SHORT  METRE. 

1  numphover  Death,  in  the  Hope  of  the  Refur- 

rection. 

1  A  ND  mud  this  body  die  ? 

T~\.  I  his  mortal  frame  decay  ? 

And  mud  thefe  a£live  limbs  ot  mine 
Lie  nloula’ring  in  the  clay  ? 

2  Corruption,  earth  and  worms 
Shall  but  refine  this  flefh, 

Til)  my  triumphant  fpirit  comes, 

To  put  it  on  afrefli. 

3  God  my  Redeemer  lives, 

And  often  from  tfie  foies 

Looks  down,  and  watches  all  mv  dud. 
'Till  he  fhall  bid  it  rife.  * * 1 2 3 4  5 

4  Array’d  in  glorious  grace. 

Shall  thefe  vile  bodies  fliine. 

And  ev’ry  fhape,  and  ev’ry  face. 

Look  hrav’nly  and  divine. 

5  Thefe  lively  hopes  we  owe 
To  Jefus’  dying  love  ; 

W  e  would  adore  his  grace  below. 

And  finghiipovy’r  above. 
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6  Dear  Lord,  accept  the  praife 
Of  thefe  our  humble  fongs, 
'Till  tunes  of  nobler  found  we  raife 


With  our  immortal  tongues. 

o 


cxi. 


COMMON  METRE 


Thankfglving  for  Victory  :  Or,  c.o-d’s  Domin¬ 
ion,  and  our  Deliverance. 

i  r/ION  rejoice,  and  Judah  fing, 

^  The  Lord  affumes  his  throne  ; 
Come,  let  us  own  the  heav’nly  King, 
And  make  his  glories  known. 


2  The  great,  t tie  wicked  and  the  proud, 
From  their  high  feats  are  hurl’d  ; 
Jehovah  rides  upon  a  cloud, 

And  thunders  through  the  world. 


1  hrou'gh  all  the  dangers  that  we  meet 
In  travelling  the  heavbdy  road. 

5  Lord,  when  I  leave  this  mortal  ground, 
And  thou  (halt  bid  me  rife  and  come, 
Send  a  beloved  angel  down, 

.  bate  to  condudc  my  fpirit  home. 


2  He  reigns  upon  tlT  eternal  hills, 
Diftributes  mortal  crowns; 
Empires  are  fix’d  beneatli  his  fmi.Ies, 
And  totter  at  his  frowns. 


4  Navies,  that  rule  the  ocean  wide, 

Are  vanquifh’d  by  his  breath, 

And  legions,  arm’d  with  pow’r  and  pride, 
Defccnd  to  wat’ry  death. 


5  Let  tyrants  rnake  no  more  pretence 
To  vex  our  happy  land  ; 
Jehovah’ s  name  is  our  defence  ; 
Our  buckler  is  his  hand. 


cxi  i.  LONG  METRE. 


Angels  miniHering  to  christ  and  Saints* 

i /"TREAT  God!  to  what  a  glorious 
vJ  height 

Had  thou  advanc’d  the  Lord,  thy  Son  ? 


Angels,  in  all  their  robes  of  light, 
Are  made  the  fervants  of  his  throne. 


2  Before  his  feet  thine  armies  wait, 

And  fwift  as  flames  of  fire  they  move, 
To  manage  his  affairs  of  date, 

In  works  of  vengeance  and  of  love. 

3  His  orders  run  through  all  the  hods, 
Legions defee nd  at  his  command, 

To  fhieid  and  guard  our  native  coads, 
When  foreign  ra<te  invades  our  land. 


cxi  II.  COMMON  METRE. 

The  fame. 

THE  maje-dy  of  Solomon, 

How  glorious  to  behold 
The  fervants  waiting  round  his  throne, 
The  iv’ry,  and  the  goidi 

But,  mighty  God  ;  thy  palace  dimes 
With  far  fuperiour  beams  ; 

Thine  angel-guards  are  fwift  as  winds. 
Thy  minifrers  are  flames. 

[Soon  as  thine  only  Son  had  made 
His  entrance  on  the  earth, 

A  fiiining  arrny'downward  fled, 

To  celebrate  his  birth. 

And  when  opprefs’d  with  pains  and  fears. 
On  the  cold  ground  he  lies, 

Behold  a  heav’njy  form  appears, 

T’  aliay  his  agonies.] 

Now  to  the  hands  of  Chri/l ,  our  King, 
Arc  all  their  legions  giv’n  ; 

They  wait  upon  his  faints,  and  bring 
His  chofen  heirs  to  heav’n. 

Pleafure  and  praife  run  through  their 
To  fee  a  (inner  turn  ;  [hod. 

That  Satan  has  a  captive  led, 

And  Chrijl  a  fubjedf  born. 

But  there’s  an  hour  of  brighter  joy, 
When  he  his  angels  lends 
Obdinate  rebels  to  dedroy. 

And  gather  in  his  friends. 

Oh  !  could  I  fay  without  a  doubt, 
There  fhall  my  foul  be  found, 

Then  let  the  great  archangel  (bout, 
And  the  lad  trumpet  found. 


4  Now  they  are  (ent  to  guide  our  feet 
Up  to  the  gates  of  thine  abode. 


CXIV.  COMMON  METRE. 
Christ’s  Dead),  Victory,  and  Dominion. 

J  SING  my  Saviour’s  wond’rous  death  j 


X  He  conquer’d  when  he  fell  : 
icTis  fiu'jJJj’d  !  laid  his  dying  breath, 


And  diook  the  gates  of  hell. 
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*Tis  finlfb' d  !  our  Immanuel  cries, 

The  dreadful  work  is  done ! 

Hence  (hall  his  fov’reign  throne  arife, 
His  kingdom  is  begun. 

3  His  crofs  a  lure  foundation  laid 

For  glory  and  renown, 

When  through  the  regions  of  the  dead 
He  pafs'd  to  reach  the  crown. 

4  Exalted  at  his  Father’s  fide 

Sits  our  victorious  Lord; 

To  heav’n  and  hell  his  hands  divide 
The  vengeance  or  reward. 

5  The  faints,  from  his  propitious  eye, 

Await  their  feveral  crowns, 

And  all  the  fons  of  darknefs  fly 
The  terrour  of  his  frowns. 


How  can  T  die  while  Jefus  lives, 
Who  rofe  and  left  the  dead  ; 
Pardon  and  grace  my  foul  receive? 
From  mine  exalted  head. 

All  that  I  am,  and  all  I  ha^e 
Shall  be  for  ever  thine  ! 
Whate’er  my  duty  bids  me  give, 
My  cheerful  hands  refign. 

Yet  if  I  might  make  fume  referve, 
And  duty  did  not  call, 

I  love  my  God  with  zeal  fo  great, 
That  I  fhould  give  him  all. 


CXV.  COMMON  METRE. 


CXVII.  LONG  METRE* 

Living  and  dying,  with  god  prefent. 

1  T  CANNOT  bear  thine  abfence,  Lord, 
X  My  life  expires  if  thou  depart  ; 

Be  thou,  my  heart,  Hill  near  my  God, 
And  thou,  my  God,  be  near  my  heart, 

2  T  was  not  born  for  earth  or  /in. 


ccd  the  Avenger  of  his  Saints  :  Or,  His  King¬ 
dom  fupreme.  D  i  - - - — - *  “**> 

HIGH  as  the  heav’ns  above  the  YetfwiM  ftVC  °"  ‘hi,ngs,  fo.vi)e ! 

Reigns  the  Creator,  God;  [ "round  a,.j  i1A  '  mY  at  T  s  t,ir!ie> 

Wide  as  the  whole  creation’s  bound  ’  d  P  d °r  heav  11  a  vv!l!le- 


Extends  his  awful  rod. 

x  Let  princes  of  exalted  Hale 

To  him  aferibe  their  crown, 
Render  their  homage  at  his  feet. 

And  caH  their  glories  down. 

3  Know  that  his  kingdom  is  fupreme, 

Your  lofty  thoughts  are  vain  ; 

He  calls  you  gods,  that  awful  name, 
But  ye  muH  die  like  men. 

4  Then  let  the  fov’reigns  of  the  globe 

Not  dare  to  vex  the  juH  ; 

He  puts  on  vengeance  like  a  robe, 
And  treads  the  worms  to  duH. 

5  Ye  judges  of  the  earth  be  wife. 

And  think  of  heav’n  with  fear  ; 
The  meaneH  faint  that  you  defpife 
Has  an  avenger  there. 


3  Then,  deareft  Lord,  in  thine  embrace,, 
Let  me  refign  my  fleeting  breath, 

And,  with  a  fmile  upon  my  face, 

Pufs  the  important  hour  of  death. 


CXVI.  COMMON  METRE. 
Mercies  and  Thanks. 

HOW  can  I  fink  with  fuch  a  prop 
As  my  erernal  God, 

WLo  bears  the  earth  s  huge  pillars  up 
And  fpreads  the  heav'ns  abroad  1 

A  a 


CXVIII.  LONG  METRE. 
The  PrieHhood  of' Christ. 

1  TK  r  00D  }las  a  vo‘ce  t0  pierce  the  fkies 
*X3  Re-jenge  the  bl®od  of  ^bel  cries  ■ 
But  the  dear  Hream,  when  Cbrijl  was  flain 
Speaks  peace  as  loud  from  ev’ry  vein. 

2  Pardon  and  peace  from  God  on  hi  Hi  * 
Behold  he  lays  his  vengeance  by  ;  ° 

And  rebels  that  deferve  his  fwgrd 
Become  the  fav’rites  of  the  Lord. 

3  d  o  Jefus  let  our  prajfes  rife,  ' 

Who  gave  Ins  life  a  facrifice 
Now  he  appears  before  his  God, 

And,  tor  our  pardon,  pleads  hisjblooci. 

•***'■*'  ■  ‘  1  —  —  -  ■ ■  -  -I—  ■  .  i,  .  V. 


CXIX.  COMMON  METRE. 

The  Holy  Scriptu  res. 

j 1  T  ADEN  with  guilt,  and  full  of  fears, 
j  i  fly  to  thee,  n-y  Lord, 

And  not  a  glimpfe.  of  hopg  appears, 

;rd. 


But  in  thv 


yj  ’  T  T  *  t  r*  m 
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The  volume  of  my  father’s  grace 
Doewil  my  grief  affuage  : 

Here  I  behold  my  Saviour’s  face 
Alrnoil  in  ev’ry  page. 


7  In  vain  fhall  Satan  rage 
Againfi:  a  book  divine, 

W  here  w  rath  and  lightning  guard  the  page, 
Where  beams  of  mercy  fhine. 


2  [This  is  the  field  where  hidden  lies 
The  rear!  of  price  unknown  ; 

That  merchant  is  divinely  wife, 

Who  makes  the  pearl  his  own. 

4  Here  confecrated  water  flows, 

To  quench  my  third  of  fin  ; 

Here  the  fair  tree  of  knowledge  grows, 
No  danger  dwells  therein.] 

5  This  is  the  Judge  that  ends  the  (hare, 

Where  wit  and  reafon  fail  ; 

My  guide  to  everlafting  life, 

Through  all  this  gloomy  vale. 

6  Oh  !  may  thy  counfels,  mighty  God, 

My  roving  feet  command  ; 

Nor  I  forfake  the  happy  road 
That  leads  to  thy  right  hand. 


CXX.  SHORT  METRE. 


C  X  X  I .  LONG  METRE. 

The  Law  and  Gofpel  diitinguifhed. 

.  HPHE  law  commands,  and  makes  us 
X  know 

What  duties  to  our  God  we  owe  ; 

But  ’tis  the  gofpel  mud  reveal 
Where  lies  our  drength  to  do  his  will. 

z  The  law  difeovers  guilt  and  fin, 

And  (hews  how  vile  our  hearts  have  been; 
Only  the  gofpel  can  exprefs 
Forgiving  love,  and  cleanfing  grace. 

3  What  curfes  doth  the  law  denounce 
Againfi:  the  man  that  fails  but  once  ? 

But  in  the  gofpel  Chrift  appears, 
Pard’ning  the  guilt  of  num’rous  years. 

4  My  foul,  no  more  attempt  to  draw 
Thy  life  and  comfort  from  the  law  ; 

Fly  to  the  hope  the  gofpel  gives: 

The  man  that  truffs  the  promife  lives. 


The  Law  and  Gofpel  joined  in  Scripture. 

1  rr^HE  Lord  declares  his  will, 

X  And  keeps  the  world  in  awe  ; 
Afftidd  the.  fmoke-on  Sinai’s Till, 

Breaks  out  his  fiery  law. 

2  The  Lord  reveals  his  face, 

And,  fmiling  from  above, 

Sends  down  the  gofpel  of  Tfis  grace, 

Th*  epidles  of  his  love. 

3  Thefe  (acred  words  impart 
Our  . Maker’s  juft  commands  ; 

The  pity  of  his  melting  heart, 

And  vengeance. of  his  hands. 

4  [Hence  we  awake  our  fear  • 

We  draw  our  comfort  lienee  ; 

The  arms  of. grace  are  treafur’d  here, 
And  armour  of  defence, 

e  We  learn  Chrlfi  crftcify’d, 

„  And  here  behold  his  blood  ? 

All  arts  and  knowledges  be  fide 
Will  do  us  little  good.] 

6  W.e  read  the  heav’hly  word, 

Wc  take  the-  offer'd  grace, 

Obcv  the  {Unites  of -the  Lord, 


CXXII.  LONG  METRE. 
Retirement  and  Meditation. 

/TY  ^°d  P01"* 1 2 3 4 * 6™*  me  not  to 

IVl  A  ftranger  to  myfelf  and  thee  ; 

A  mid  ft  a  thou  hand  thoughts  I  rove, 
Forgetful  of  my  higheft  love. 

2  Why  fhouldmy  paffions  mix  with  earth; 
And  thusdebafe  my  heav’nly  birth  1 
Why  fhould  I  cleave  to  things  below', 
And  let  my  God,  my  Saviour,  go  ? 

3  Call  me  away  from  fiefb  and  fenfc, 

One  fov’reign  word  can  draw  me  thence; 
I  would  obey  the  voice  divine. 

And  all  inferiour  joys  refign. 

4  Be  earth  with  all  her  feenes  withdrawn  ; 
Let  noife  and  vanity  be  gone  : 

In  fccret  filence  of  the  mind, 

My  heav’n,  and  there  my  God,  I  find. 

CXXIII.  LONG  METRE. 

The  Benefit  of  publicic  Ord  nances. 

WAY  from  ev’ry  mortal  care, 
Away  from  earth, our  fouls  retreat ; 
We  leave  this  worthlefs  world  a  far, 

And  Wait  and  worfhip  near  thy  feat. 
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XXV.  LOKO-  METRE. 


f  2  Lord,  in  the  temple  of  thy  grace 
We  fee  thy  feet,  and  we  adore  ; 

We  gaze  upon  thy  lovely  face, 

And  learn  the  wonders  of  thy  pow’r. 

3  While  here  our  various  wants  we  mourn 
United  groans  afeend  on  high  ; 

And  prayers  produce  a  quick  return 
Ofbledings  in  variety. 

4  If  Satan  rag&,  and  fin  grow  ftrong, 
Here  we  receive  fonie  cheering  word  ; 
We  gird  the  gofpel  armour  on, 

To  fight  the  battles  of  the  Lord. 

5  Or  if  our  fpirit  faints  and  dies, 


Faith  and  Repentance,  Unbelief  and  Im peni¬ 
tence. 

1  JT  1  f  L  and  immorta  1  joys  are  giv’n 
iLj  I  o  fouls  that  ’mo ui  n  the  (ins  they ’ve 

done; 

Children  of  wrath. made  heirs  of  heav’n, 
■By  faith  in  God’s  eternal  Son. 

2  V/oe  to  the  wretch  that  never  felt 
Ihe  inward  pangs  of  pious  grief, 

But  adds  to  all  his  crying  guilt 

I  lie  dubborn  fin  of  unbelief. 

3  ^  Be  law  condemns  the  febel  .dead. 


*  vwi  ij/uu  uuuu  «ilu  UitOj  J  ,Ln  IIJ I  Jo  lIIL  /CUCl  XIC* 

(Our  cbnfcidnce'!  gall’d  with  invVanij  Under  the  Wrath  of  God  he  lies  : 
Ifere  doth  the  righteous  fun  arife,f dings)  Ue  leals  the  curfe  on  1'fis  own  head, 
Vv  ith  hpalino-  R«anrvc  Kphpu-Ii  Kit?  unn-Yc  And  with  j\  double  veil rrf»3 nee  dies 


Vv  ith  healing  beams  beneath  his  wings! 

6  Father  !  my  foul  would  (fill  abide 
Within  thy  temple  near  thy  fide  : 

But  if  my  feet  mud  hence  depart, 

Still  keep  thy  dwelling  in  my  heart. 


CXXIV.  -COMMON  METRE. 

Moft's ,  Aaron  and  JoJhua. 

>nnis  not  the  law  of  ten  commands 


On  holy  Sinai  giv’fi, 

Or  fent  to  men  by  Mo/cs ’  hands, 

Can  bring  us  fafe  to  heav’n. 

2  ’Tis  not  the  blood  which  Aaron  Lpilt, 

Nor  fmoke  of  tweeted  fmell, 

Can  buy  a  pardon  for  our  guilt. 

Or  fave  our  fouls  from  hell.  • 

3  Aaron  the  pried  redgns  Ids  breath, 

At  God’s  immediate  will  ; 

And  in  the  defart  yields  to  death, 
Upon  th’  appointed  hill. 

4  And  tnus  on  Jordan  s  yonder  fide 

The  tribes  of  I/racl  dand, 

While  Mofes  bow’d  his  liead  and  dy’d 
Short  of  the  promis’d  land. 

5  Vrael9  rejoice,  now  *  JoJhua  leads. 

He’ll  bring  your  tribes  to  red  ; 

So  far  the  Saviour’s  name  exceeds 
The  ruler  and  the  pried:. 


'14 

'  JoJhua  the  fame 


CXX  VI.  CO  M  M  O  N  M  E  T  R V. 

0,0 d  glorified  in, the  Goipel. 

1  Lord,"  defeen ding  from  above, 
JL  Invites  hts  chiidren  near  ; 

While  pow’r  and  truth,  and  boundltfs 
Difplay  their  glories  here.  [love 

2  Here,  in  the  gofpel’s  wond’rous  frame, 

Frefkr  wifdom  we  pu rf ue  ; 

A  thoufand  angels  learn  thy  name. 
Beyond  whate’er  they  knew. 

3  Thy  name  is  writ  in  faired  lines. 

Thy  wonders  here  we  trace  ; 

Wifdom  through  all  the  myd’ry  dunes. 
And  fhine&in -Jtfus’  face. 

4  Lhe  law  its  bed  obedience  owes 

To  our  incarnate  God  ;  * 

And  thy  revenging  judice  diows 
Its  honours  in  his  blood. 

5  But  dill  the  ludre  of  thy  grace 

Our  warmer  thoughts  employs, 

Gilds  the  whole  feene  with  brighter  rav< 
And  more  exalts  our  joys.  *  /  ’ 

G'  X  X  VII.  LONG  M  £  y  ]>  r? 

,  .  Circu  met  fion  and  Baprifm. 

Ai  rmen  only  for  tbojc  nvho  prafaf  the  Babtlfm 

.  °J  Infants-)  “ 

1  T  nTVSJ(lid  ,r°Ils  °f  Abrah' in  pafs 
■  rrJ~  ^nder  (Be  bloody  leal  of  grace  * 

|  Ihe  young  difciples bore  t he  yoke,  * 
j  I  ill  Chrifl  the  painful  bondage  broke. 

By  milder  ways  doth  Jefus  prove 

IlS  LllllPrh  . .  fa  >  fa  fa  ~ 


j  - “j* 1-1  Titus  prove 

with  JESUS,  and  fignisL  IL  ^’'y’gt'v'nant,  and  his  love  ; 
a  Saviour.  1  'lt  c‘us  (suits-  ins  glorious  grace 

hvr  does  forbid  their  infant  race. 


*  *  (  Xg 
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3  Their  feed  is  fprinklqd  with  his  blood, 
Their  children  let  apart  for  God  ; 

Ilis  lpirit  on  t heir  offspring  fhed, 

Like  water  pour’d  upon  the  head. 

4  Let  ev'ry  faint  with  cheerful  voice 
In  this  large  covenant  rejoice  ; 

Young  children  in  their  early  days. 
Shall  give  the  God  of  Abrah'm  praife. 


CXXVIII.  COMMON  METRE. 

Corrupt  Nature  from  Adam. 

LESS’d  with  the  joys  of  innocence, 
Adam  our  father  flood, 

‘‘Till  he  debas'd  his  foul  to  fenfe, 

And  eat  tiff  unlawful  food. 

2  Now  we  are  born  a  fenfual  race, 

To  fin ful  joys  inclin’d  ; 

Ilea  foil  lias  loft  its  native  place, 

And  flefh  inflavesthe  mind. 

3  While  flefh  and  fenfe  and  pafiion  reigns? 

Sin  is  the  fweeteft  good  : 

We  fancv  mufick  in  our  chains, 

Andfo  forget  the  load. 

4  Great  God  !  renew  our  ruiiffd  frame, 

Our  broken  pow'rs  reftore, 

Infprre  us  with  a  heav'nly  flame, 

And  flefh  Thai  1  reign  no  more. 

5  Eternal  Spirit  !  write  thy  law 

Upon  our  inward  parts, 

And  let  the  fecond  Adam  draw 
His  image  on  our  hearts. 


CXXIX.  LONG  METRE. 

We  walk  by  Faith,  not  by  Sight. 

IS  by  the  faith  of  joys  to  come 
We  walk  thro’deferts  dark  as  night, 
’'Fill  we  arrive  at  heav’n  our  home, 
Faith  is  our  guide,  and  faith  our  light. 

2  The  want  of  fight  fhe  well  fupplies, 

She  makes  the  pearly  gates  appear  : 

Far  into  diftant  worlds  flic  pries. 

And  brings  eternal  glories  near. 

3  Cheerful  we  tread  the  defart  through, 
While  faith  infpires  a  heav’nly  ray, 
Though  lions  roar  and  tempers  blow. 
And  rocks  and  dangers  fill  the  way. 

4  So  Abrah’m  by  divine  command, 

Left  his  own  houfe  to  walk  with  God  ; 
His  faith  beheld  t lie  promis’d  land, 

And  fir’d  his  zeal  along  the  road. 


CXXX.  COMMON  METRE. 

The  new  Creation. 

1  A  ^  LEND,  wliiLe  God's  exalted  Soi 
jl~jl  Doth  his  own  glory  fhew  : 

Behold  I  fit  upon  my  throne, 

Creating  all  things  new. 

2  Nature  and  fin  are  pafs'd  away. 

And  the  old  Adam  dies  ; 

My  hands  a  new  foundation  lay — 

See  the  new  world  arile  I 

3  I’ll  be  a  Sun  of  righteoufnefs 

To  the  new  heav’ns  I  make; 

None  but  the  new-born  heirs  of  grace 
My  glories  (hall  partake. 

4  Mighty  Redeemer,  fet  me  free 

From  my  old  (late  of  fin  ; 

Oh,  make  my  foul  alive  to  thee, 
Create  new  pow'rs  within  : 

5  Renew  mine  eyes,  and  form  mine  ears 

And  mould  my  heart  afrefh  ; 

Give  me  new  pafiions,  joys  and  fears. 
And  turn  the  Bone  tc/  flefh. 

6  Far  from  the  regions  of  the  dead, 

From  fin  and  earth  and  hell  ; 

In  the  new  world  that  grace  has  made 
I  would  forever  dwell. 


CXXXI.  LONG  METRE. 

The  Excellency  of  the  Chriftian  Religion. 

ET  everlafting  glories  crown  [Lord 
j  Thy  head,  my  Saviour,  and  m; 
Thy  hands  have  brought  falvation  down 
And  writ  the  bleffmgs  in  thy  word. 

2  [What  if  we  .trace  the  glebe  around. 
And  fearch  from  Britain  to  Japan, 
There  fhall  be  no  religion  found 

So  juft  to  God,  fo  fafe  for  man.] 

3  In  vain  the  trembling  confcience  feek 
Some  foiid  ground  to  reft  upon  ; 

With  long  defpair  the  Lpirit  breaks. 
'Till  we  apply  to  Cbriji  alone. 

4  Mow  well  thy  bleffed  truths  agree  ! 
How  wife  and  holy  thy  commands! 
Thy  promifes,  how  firm  they  be  ! 

How  firm  our  hope  and  comfort  fiands 

5  Not  the  feign'd  fields  of  heatlffnifh  blifs 
Could  raife  fuch  pleafures  in  the  mind 
Nor  does  the  Turkijb  paradife 
Pretend  to  joys  fo  well  refia’da 
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6  Should  all  the  forms  that  men  devife 
Aflault  my  faith  with  treach’rous  art, 
I’d  call  them  vanity  and  lies, 

And  bind  the  gofpel  to  my  heart. 


CXXXII.  COMMON  METRE. 
The  Offices  of  christ. 

1  *\A/^  ^ie  Pr0P^iet  °f  *he  Lord, 

V  V  That  conies  with  truth  and  grace; 
JefuSy  thy  fpirit  and  thy  word. 

Shall  lead  us  in  thy  ways. 

2  We  rev’rence  our  High  Pried:  above, 

Who  offer’d  up  his  blood  ; 

And  lives  to  carry  on  his  love, 

By  pleading  with  our  God. 

3  We  honour  our  exalted  King ; 

How  fvveet  are  his  commands  ; 

He  guards  our  fouls  from  hell  and  fin, 
By  his  almighty  hands. 

4  Hofanna  to  his  glorious  name. 

Who  faves  by  d  iff ’rent  ways. 

His  mercy  lays  a  fov ’reign  claim 
To  our  immortal  praife. 

CXXXIII.  LONG  METRE. 

The  Operations  of  the  Holy  Spirit. 

1 17  TERNAL  Spirit !  we  confefs 
.J—J  And  ling  the  wonders  of  thy  grace  ; 
I  fiy  pow  r  conveys  our  blefiings  down 
From  God  the  Father  and  die  Son. 

2  Enlighten’d  by  thine  heav’nly  ray, 

Our  (hades  and  darkncls  turn  to  day  ; 
Thine  inward  teachings  make  us  know 
Our  danger  and  our  refuge  too. 

3  Thy  pow’r  and  glory  works  within, 

And  breaks  the  chains  of  reigning  (in  ; 
Doth  our  imperious  Infts  fubdue, 

And  forms  our  wretched  hearts  anew. 

4  "I  lie  troubled  confidence  knows  thy  voice, 
Fhy  cheering  words  awake  our  joys  ; 

'J  by  words  allay  the  fformy  wind, 

And  calm  the  (urges  of  the  mind. 


2  lie  laid,  and  with  a  bloody. fra! 

Confirm’d  the  words  lie  (puke  ; 

Long  did  the  Cons  of  jlbrah’m  feel 
The  (liarp  and  painful  yoke. 

3  I  ill  God  s  own  Son,  defeending  low. 

Gave  his  own  fleth  to  bleed  ;  ° 

And  Gentiles  take  the  bteffings  now. 
From  the  hard  bondage  freed. 

4  The  God  of  Ahrah’m  claims  our  ptai&. 

His  promiles  endure  ; 

And  Chrijl  tiie  Lord  in  gentler  ways, 
Makes  the  falvation  Cure. 


cxxxv.  LONG  M E  T  R  E . 

Tyr  es  and  Prophecies  of  christ. 

1  TX  EHOLD  the  woman’s  promis’d  feed ! 
JL3  Behold  the  great  Mrjpab  come  ! 
Behold  the  prophets  all  agreed 

To  give  him  the  fuperiour  room  ! 

2  Abrah'm ,  the  faint,  rejoic’d  of  old 
When  vdionsi  of  the  Lord  he  faw  j 
Mofes,  the  man  of  God,  foretold 
This  great  fulfiller  of  hisdaw. 

3  The  types  bore  witnefs  to  his  name, 
Obtain  d  then*  chief  defign  and  ceasff  ; 
The  incenfe,  and  tire  bleeding  lamb, 

I  lie  ark,  the  altar,  and  the  pried. 

*1  Predictions  in  abundance  meet, 
do  join  their  blefiings  on  his  head  : 
Jtjus,  we  vvor/hip  at  thy  feet, 

And  nations  own  the  promis’d  feed. 


CXXX1V.  COMMON  METRE. 

Circumcifion  abobfhed. 

l  rTTlE  promife  was  divinely  ft 
X  Extenfive  was  tlie  grace  ; 

“  I  wall  the  God  of  Abrah’ m  be 
And  of  his  numVous  race. 


i  CC. 
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C  X  X  X  V I .  L  O  N  G  M  E  T  R  E. 

Miracles  at  the  Birth  of  chr  i«t. 

HE  King  of  glory  fends  his  Spn 
To  make  Ins  entrance  on  this  earthy 
Behold  the  midnight  bright  as  noon, 

And  heav  nly  holts  declare  his  birth! 

2  About  the  young  Redeemer’s  head 
What  wonders  and  what  glories  meet ! 

An  unknown  flar  a.rofe  and  led 

The  eaflern  (ages  to  Ins  feet. 

3  Simeon  and  Anna  both  confpire 
T  he  infant  Sa<vi.Qur  to  proclaim  ; 

Inward  they  fell  tiie  facred  fire, 

And  blefs’d  the  babe, and  own’d  his  name. 

4  Let  J cn's  and  Greeks  blnfpbeme  aloud, 
And  treat  the  holy  child  with  worn  ; 

Our  fouls  adore  rh  ’  eternal  God 

Who  conddeended  to  be  born. 
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CXXXVII.  LONG  METRE. 
Miracles  in, the  Life,  Death,  and  Refurre&ion 

bf  CHRIST. 

1  T>-KHQLD  the bfind  tiieir  fight  receive  ! 

Behold,  the  dead  awake,  and  live! 

T  he  dumb  (peak ‘wonders  !  and  the  lame 
Leap  like  the  hart,  and  bfefs  his  name  ! 

X, Thus  doth  th*  eternal  fpirit  own 
XVnd  feal  the  million  or  his  Son  ; 

The  Father  vindicates  his  caufe, 

While  he 'hangs' bleeding* on  the  crofs. 

3 v  dies  Lthe  heavhis  in  mourning  flood; 
lie  rifes  and  appears  a  God  ! 

Behold  the  Lord  a  fee  n  ding  high, 

No  more  to  bleed,  no  more  to  die. 

4  Hence  and  forever  from  my  heart 
I  bid  my  doubts  and  fears  depart ; 

And  to  thofe  hands  mv  foul  refign, 
Which  bear  credentials  fo  divine. 


CX  XX  V  III.  L  ON  G  METRE. 

The  Power  of  the  Gofp-el. 

xf  |  TITS  is  the  word  of  truth  and  love, 
X  Sent  to  the  nations  from  above; 
Jehovah  lie  re  refolves  to  fliew 
What  his  almighty  grace  can  do. 

2  Tins  remedy  did  wifdom  find, 

To  heal  difeafes  of  t lie  mind  ; 

This  fov’reign  balm,  whofe  virtues  can 
Keflore  the  ruin’d  creature,  man. 

3  The  gofpel  bids  the  .dead  revive, 
Sinners  obey  the  voice,  and  live  : 

Dry  bones  are  rais’d,  and  cloth’d  afrefli, 
And  hearts  of  flone  are  turn’d  to  flefh. 

4  T Where  Satan  reign’d  in  fhadesof  night? 
The  golpc!  flrikes  a  heav’nly  light  ; 

Our  lulls  its  wond 'rous  pow’r  controls, 
And  calms  the  rage  of  angry  fouls. 

5  Lions  and  beads  of  fa  v  age  name 
Put  on  the  nature  of  the  lamb  ; 

While  the  wide  world  e  flee  ms  it  ftrange 
(Laze,  and  admire,  and  hate  the  change.  J 

6  May  but  this  grace  my  foul  renew, 

Let  tinners  gaze  and  hate  me  too  : 

T  he  word  t fiat  fives  me  does  engage 

•  X  •  '  O 

A  fare  defence  froitvall -their  rage. 


C  XX  XIX.  LONG  METRE. 

The  Example  of  christ. 

1  MY  c^car  Redeemer,  and  my  Lord, 
-1VJL  I  read  my  duty  in  thy  word  i 
But  in  thy  life  the  law  appears  : 

Drawn  out  in  living  characters. 

2  Such  was  thy  truth,  and  fuch  thy  zeal. 
Such  def’rence  to  thy  Father’s  will, 

Such  love,  and  meeknefs  fo  divine, 

I  would  tranferibe  and  make  them  mine. 

3  Cold  mountains,  and  the  midnight  air, 
Witnefs’d  the  fervour  of  thy  pray’r  ; 
The  defart  thy  temptations  knew, 

Thy  conflict,  and  thy  vi&’ry  too. 

4  Be  thou  my  pattern  ;  make  me  bear 
More  of  thy  gracious  image  here  ! 

T  hen  God,  the  judge,  (ball  own  my  name 
Amongft  the  foll’wers  of  the  Lamb. 


CXL.  COMMON  METRE. 

The  Examples  of  christ  and  the  Saints. 

1  me  vv*n£s  °f  ftRh  to  rife 

vJX  Within  the  vail,  and  fee 
The  faints  above,  how  great  their  joys ; 
How  bright  their  glories  be  ! 


2  Once  they  were  mourning  here  below, 
And  wet  their  couch  with  tears  : 
They  wreflled  hard,  as  we  do  now. 
With  fins,  and  doubts,  and  fears. 


3  I  afk  them,  when'ce  their  vidVry  carrie  ? 

They  with,  united  breath, 

Afcribe  their  conqneft  to  the  Lamb ; 
Their  triumph* 1 2 3 4 5,  to  his  death. 

4  They  mark’d  the  footfleps  that  lie  trod, 

(His  zeaiinfpir’d  their  bread  :) 

And,  following  their  incarnate  God, 
PofTeL’d  the  promis’d  red. 

5  Our  glorious  leader  claims  our  praife, 

For  his  own  pattern  giv’ny 
While  the  long  cloud  of  witneffes 
Shew  the  fame  path  to  heav’n. 


Faith  alFGed  by  Senfe  :  Or,  Preaching, 
dfm,  and  the  Lord’s  Supper. 

MY  SaviourGod,my Sov’reignPr 
Reigns  far  above  the  fkies  ; 
But  brings  his  graces  down  to  fenfe; 
And  helps  my  faith  to  rife. 
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2  My  eyes  and  ears  (hall  blefs  his  name, 

They  read  and  hear  his  word  : 

My  touch  and  taBe  fhall  do  the  fame, 
When  they  receive  the  Lord. 

3  Baptifmal  water  is  defign'd 

To  feal  his  clean fing  grace, 

While  at  his  feafi  of  bread  and  wine  M 
He  gives  his  faints  a  place. 

4  But  net  the  waters  of  a  flood 

Can  make  my  flefh  fo  clean, 

As  by  his  fpirit  and  his  blood 
He'll  wafh  my  foul  from  fin. 

5  Not  choiceft  meats,  nor  noblefl  wines, 

So  much  my  heart  refrefh, 

As  when  my  faith  goes  through  thefigns 
And  feeds  upon  his  flefii. 

6  I  love  the  Lord,  who  Boops  fo  low, 

To  give  his  word  a  feal  : 

But  the  rich  grace  his  hands  beftovv, 
Exceeds  the  figures  ftili. 


2  Now  I  complain,  and  groan,  and  die. 

While  fin  and  Satan  reign  : 

Now  raife  my  fongs  of  triumph  high. 
For  grace  prevails  again. 

3  So  darknefs  druggies  with  the  light, 

M  ill  perfect  day  arife  ; 

Water  and  fire  maintain  the  fight 
Until  the  weaker  dies. 

4  Thus  will  the  flefh  and  fpirit 

And  vex  and  break  my  peace  j 
But  I  lhall  quit  this  mortal  life. 

And  fin  for  ever  ceafe. 


drive. 


CXLII.  SHORT  METRE. 

Faith  in  Christ  our  Sacrifice. 

I  "KTOT  all  the  blood  of  beads, 
i- N  On  JemviJb  altars  flain, 

Could  give  the  guilty  confidence  peace. 
Or  w'afh  away  the  Bain. 

/  2  But  Chrlji  the  heav’nlv  Lamb,  ‘ 
Takes  all  our  fins  away  ; 

A  facrifice  of  nobler  name, 

And  richer  blood  than  they. 

3  My  faith  would  lay  her  hand 
On  that  dear  head  of  thine, 

While  like  a  penitent  I  Band, 

And  there  confefs  my  fin. 

4  My  foul  looks  back  to  fee 
The  burdens  thou  didfl  bear, 

When  hanging  on  the  curfed  tree, 

And  hopes  her  guilt  was  there.' 

5  Believing,  we  rejoice 

No  fee  the  curfe  remove  ; 

Vve  blefs  the  Lamb  with  cheerful  voice 
And  fing  his  bleeding  love. 


CXUII.  C  O  M  M  0  N  M  E  T  R  E . 
F’efh  and  Spir't. 

WHAT  did’ rent  pow  Vs  of  grace  and 
Attend  our  mortal  Bate?  [fin 
I  hate  the  thoughts  that  work  withm 
And  do  the  works  I  hate. 


CXLIV.  LONG  METRE. 

I  he  Effufions  of  the  Spirit :  Or,  The  Succefs 
of  the  Gcfpel. 

r  REAT  was  the  day,  the  joy  was  great, 

VfiT  When  the  divine  difcipl.es  met ; 
Whilft  on  their  heads  the  fpirit  came. 
And  fat  like  tongues  of  cloven  flame. 

2  What  gifts,  what  miracles  he  gave  ! 

And  pow'rto  give,  and  pow'r  to  fave  ; 
Furnifh’d  their  tongues  with  wond'rous 

words, 

Inftead  of  /Fields,  and  fpears,  and  fwords. 

3  Thus  arm'd  he  fent  the  champions  forth. 
From  eafl  to  weB,  from  fouih  to  north - 
Go  !  and  afTert  your  Saviour's  cfiufe  r 
Go  !  fpread  the  myft'ry  of  his  crofis. 

4  Thefe  weapons  of  the  holy  war, 

Of  what  almighty  force  they  are, 

To  make  our  ftubborn  paflions  bow. 

And  lay  the  prodded:  rebel  low  ! 

5  Nations,  the  learned  and  the  rude. 

Are  by  thefe  heav'nly  arqis  fubduVl  : 
While  Satan  rages  at  his  lofs, 

And  hates  the  do&rine  of  the  crofs. 

6  Great  King  of  grace,  my  heart  fubdue  r 
I  would  be  led  in  triumph  too, 

A  willing  captive  to  my  Lord, 

And  fing  the  vi&'ries  of  his  word,. 


CXLV.  COMMON  METRE. 

Sight  through  a  Gi^fsf  and  Face  to  Face. 

I  LOVE  the  windows  of  thy  grace. 
Through  Which  my  Lord  is  fee/. 
And  long  to  meet  my  Saviour's  face/ 
Without  a  gUU  between. 
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a  Oh,  that  the  happy  hour  were  come, 
To  change  my  faith  to  fight  I 
I  fhould  behold  my  Lord  at  home, 

In  a  diviner  light. 

3  Hade,  my  beloved,  and  remove 
Thefe  interpofing  days  ; 

Then  lhali  my  paffions  all  be  love, 

And  all  my  powers  be  praife. 

CXLVI.  LONG  METRE. 

The  Vanity  of  Creatures  :  Or,  No  Reft  on 

Earth. 

x  TV  /T  AN  has  a  foul  of  vad  defi?*es, 

1.VX  He  burns  within  with  redlefs  fires ; 
Tod  to  and  fro,  his  paffions  fly 
From  vanity  to  vanity. 

2  In  vain  on  earth  we  hope  to  find 
Some  folid  good  to  till  the  mind  : 

We  try  new  pleafures  ;  but  we  feel 
The  inward  thirfit  and  torment  dill. 

3  So  when  a  raging  fever  burns, 

We  fhift  from  fide  to  fide  by  turns  ; 

A.nd  ’tis  a  poor  relief  we  gain, 

To  change  the  place  but  keep  the  pain. 

4  Great  God  !  fubdue  this  vicious  third, 
This  love  to  vanity  and  dud  ; 

Cure  the  vile  fever  of  the  mind, 

And  feed  our  fouls  with  joys  refin’d. 

CXLVI1.  COMMON  METRE. 
The  Creation  of  the  World.  Gen.  i. 


At  once  th’  obedient  earth  and  (kies 
Rofe  at  his  fov’reign  word. 


2  rDark  was  the  deep  i  the  waters  lay 

Confus’d  and  drown’d  the  land  ; 

Fie  call’d  the  light  ;  the  new  born  day 
Attends  on  his  command. 

3  He  bids  the  clouds  afcend  on  high  ; 

The  clouds  afcend  and  bear 
A  wat’ry  treafure  to  the  fky, 

And  float  on  fofter  air. 

4  The  liquid  element  below 

Was  gather'd  by  his  hand  : 

The  rolling  leas  together  flow, 

And  leave  the  foiid  land. 

r  With  herbs  and  plants,  a  flowTy  birth, 
The  naked  globe  lie  crown’d, 

Ere  there  was  rain  to  blefs  the  earth, 
Or  fun  to  warm  the  ground. 


6  Then  he  adorn’d  the  upper  Ikies; 

Behold  the  fun  appears, 

The  moon  and  bars  in  order  rife, 

To  mark  out  months  and  years. 

7  Out  of  the  deep  th’  almighty  King 

Did  vital  beings  frame, 

1  The  painted  fowls  of  ev’ry  wing, 

And  fifh  of  ev’ry  name.] 

3  He  gave  the  lion  and  the  worm 
At  once  their  wond’rous  birth, 

And  grazing  beads  of  various  form 
Rofe  from  the  teeming  earth. 

9  Adam  wTas  fram’d  of  equal  clay. 

Though  fov ’reign  of  the  red, 
Defign’d  for  nobler  ends  than  they  $ 
With  God’s  own  image  blefs’d. 

10  Thus  glorious  in  the  Maker’s  eye 

The  young  creation  dood  ; 

He  (aw  the  building  from  on  high, 

His  word  pronounc’d  it  good. 

n  Lord,  while  the  frame  of  nature  dands, 
Thy  praife  fhall  fill  my  tongue  ; 

But  the  new  world  of  grace  demands 
A  more  exalted  fong. 


CXLVIII.  COMMON  METRE, 

god  reconciled  in  chkist. 

1  TTXEAREST  of  all  the  names  above, 
XJ  My  Jt'fus  and  my  God, 

Who  can  redd  thy  heavenly  love. 

Or  trifle  with  thy  blood  ? 

2  ’Tis  by  the  merits  or  thy  death 

The  Father  fmiles  again  ; 

’Tis  by  thine  interceding  breath 
The  fpirit  dwells  with  men. 

3  Till  God  in  human  flefh  I  fee, 

Mv  thoughts  no  comfort  find  ; 

J  o  ^ 

The  holy,  jud  and  facred  Three 
Are  terrors  to  my  mind. 

4  But  if  Immanuel’ s  face  appear, 

My  hope,  my  joy  begins  ; 

His  name  forbids  my  davifh  fear, 

His  grace  removes  my  dns. 

5  While  Jews  on  their  own  law  rely, 

And  Greeks  of  wifdom  boad, 

1  love  th’  incarnate  mvdery, 

And  there  I  fix  my  trud.. 
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Henour  to  Magiftrates  :  Or,  Government  from 
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God, 

TERNAL  fov’reign  of  the  fky, 
And  Lord  of  all  below, 

We  mortals  to  thy  majefty 
Our  firft  obedience  owe. 

2  Our  fouls  adore  thy  throne  fupreme, 
And  blefs  thy  providence, 

For  magi  ft  rates  of  meaner  name, 

Our  glory  and  defence. 

3  The  crowns  of  all  thofe  princes  fhine 
With  rays  above  the  reft. 

Where  laws  and  liberties  combine 
To  make  the  nation  blefs’d.j 

4  Kingdoms  on  firm  foundations  ftand, 

While  virtue  ftnds  reward  ; 

And  Tinners  perifh  from  the  land 
By  juftice  and  the  fword. 

5  Lst  Cafar  s  due  be  ever  paid 

To  Cafar  and  his  throne  ; 

But  confidences  and  fouls  were  made 
To  be  the  Lord’s  alone 


2  The  works  and  wonders  which  they  wro't 
Confirm’d  the  meflages  they  brought  j 


-  - - j  , 

I  he  prophet  s  pen  fucceeds  his  breath 
To  fave  the  holy  words  from  death. 

3  Great  God !  mine  eyes  with  plea fu re  look 
On  the  dear  volume  of  thy  book  ; 

There  my  Redeemer’s  face  I  fee, 

‘  nd  read  his  name,  who  dy’d  for  me* 

4  Let  the  falfe  raptures  of  the  mind 
Be  loft  and  vanifh  in  the  w  ind  : 

Here  I  can  fix  my  hope  fecure  ; 

1  liis  is  thy  word,  and  mu  ft  endure. 


CL.  COMMON  METRE. 

i 

The  Deceitfulnefs  of  Sin. 

SIN  has  a  thoufand  treach’rous  arts 
To  practice  on  the  mind  ; 

With  flatt’ring  looks  fhe  tempts  our 
But  leaves  a  fling  behind.  [hearts 

With  names  of  virtue  flie  deceives 
The  aged  and  the  young  ; 

And  while  the  heedlefs  wretch  believes 

She  makes  his  fetters  (hong.  ’ 

She  pleads  for  all  the  joys  fhe  brings 
And  gives  a  fair  pretence  ;  ’ 

But  cheats  the  foul  of  heav’nly  things 
And  chains  it  down  toYenfe. 

So  on  a  tree  divinely  fair 
Grew  the  forbidden  food  ; 

Our  mother  took  the  poifon  there 
And  tainted  all  her  blood. 


CLI.  LONG  METRE, 

_  Prophecy  and  Infpiratian. 

!’T^AS  by  an  order  from  the  Lord, 

JL  rheancient  prophets  fpoke his  word- 

His  f  pint  did  their  tongues  inf  pi re,  [ft  re! 
And  warm  d  their  hearts  with  lieav’nlvi 

B  b 


CLII.  COMMON  METRE. 
Sinai  and  Sion.  Heb.  xii,  18,  &c. 

r  \T0T  to  the  terr0llrs  of  the  Lord, 
Jl>l  The  tempeft,  fire,  and  fmoke  ; 
Not  to  the  thunder  of  that  word 
Which  God  on  Sinai  fpoke  j 

2  But  we  are  come  to  Sion* s  hill, 

The  city  of  our  God, 

Where  milder  words  declare  his  will,  ’ 
And  fpread  his  love  abroad. 

3  Behold  the  innumerable  hoft 

Of  angels  clotlYd  in  light ! 

Behold  the  fpirits  of  the  juft, 

Whofe  faith  is  turn’d  to  fight  f 

4  Behold  the  blefs'd  aftembly  th^e, 

Whofe  names  are  writ  in  heav’n  ! 
And  God,  the  judge  of  all  declares 
Their  vileft  fins  forgiv’n. 

5  The  faints  on  earth,  and  all  the  dead* 
But  one  communion  make  ; 

All  join  in  Cbrijly  their  living  head. 
And  of  his  grace  partake. 

6  In  fuch  fociety  as  this 

My  weary  foul  would  reft  : 

The  man  that  dwells  where  Jefus  is 
Mu  ft  be  for  ever  blefs’d. 

CLIII.  COMMON  METRE. 

The  Difiemper,  Folly,  and  Madnefs  of  SIfl. 

i  O  IN,  like  a  venomous  difeafe, 

O  Infects  our  vital  blood  : 
he  only  balm  is  fov ’reign  °Tace 
And  the  phyfician,  God.  ° 

1  ^ur  Beauty  and  our  firencrth  are  fled 
And  we  draw  near  to  death  ;  3 

But  Chrifi  the  Lord  recalls  the  dead 

With  his  almighty  breath.  ’ 
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3  Madnefs,  by  nature,  reigns  within. 

The  pallions  burn  and  rage, 

>Till  God’s  own  Son  with  (kill  divine 
The  inward  fire  aiTiiage. 

4  [We  lick  the  duff,  we  grafp  the  wind, 

And  folid  good  defpile  : 

Such  is  the  folly  of  the  mind, 

'Till  Jefus  makes  us  wife.] 

5  We  give  our  fouls  the  wounds  they  feel, 

We  drink  the  pois’nous  gall, 
Andrufh  with  fury  down  to  hell  ; 

But  heav’n  prevents  the  fall. 

6  [The  mam  poftefs’d  among  the  tombs, 

Cuts  his  own  flefh  and  cries  : 

He  foams  and  raves,  'till  Jefus  comes, 
And  the  foul  fpirit  flies.] 

- - _ - - - - -  ‘ 

CLIV.  LONG  METRE. 

Self-righteoufnefs  infufficient. 

i  (‘Tl  7BIERE  are  the  mourners, ”  laith 
VV  the  Lord, 

“That  wait  and  tremble  at  my  word, 
That  walk  in  darknefs  all  the  day  ? 
Come,  make  my  name  your  truft  and  flay. 

a  [No  works  nor  duties  of  your  own 
Can  for  the  (mailed  (in  atone  ; 

The  robes  that  nature  may  provide, 

Will  not  your  lead  pollutions  hide. 

3  The  (ofteft  couch  that  nature  knows, 

'  Can  give  the  confidence  no  repofe  : 

Took* to  my  righteoufnefs,  and  live  ; 
Comfort  and  peace  are  mine  to  give.] 

4  Ye  Tons  of  pride  that  kindle  coals 
With  your  own  hands, to  warm  your  fouls, 
Walk  in  the  light  of  your  own  fire, 
Enjoy  the  fparks  that  ye  defire  : — 

5  This  is  your  portion  at  my  hands, 

Hell  waits  you  with  her  iron  bands  ; 

Ye  fhail  1  ie  down  in  forrovv  there. 

In  death  and  darknefs,  and  defpair/* 


CLV.  COMMON  METRE. 

christ  our  Pafibvef. 

O,  the  dedroving  angel  flies 
■J  To  Pharaoh’s  ftubborn  land  ! 
The  pride  and  flow’r  of  Egypt  dies 
Bv  his  vindictive  band. 

'  j 
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2  He  pafs’d  the  tents  of  Jacob  o’er, 

Nor  pour’d  the  wrath  divine  ; 

He  faw  the  blood  on  ev’ry  door, 

And  blefs’d  the  peaceful  fign. 

3  Thus  the  appointed  Lamb  muft  bleed 
To  break  th’  Egyptian  s  yoke  ; 

Thus  Jfrael  is  from  bondage  freed, 
And  ’(capes  the  angel’s  (troke. 

Lord,  if  my  heart  were  fprinkled  too 
With  blood  fo  rich  as  thine, 

Juflice  no  longer  would  purfue 
This  guilty  foul  of  min$. 

5  Jefus  our  paflover  was  (lain, 

And  has  at  once  procur’d 
Freedom  from  Satan's  heavy  chain 
And  God’s  avenging  fvvord. 


CLVI.  COMMON  METRE. 

refumption  ami  Defoair  :  Or,  Satan's  varttii 
Temptations. 

1  T  HATE  the  tempter  and  his  charms 
i  I  hate  his  flatt’ring  breatli  : 

The  ferpent.  takes  a  thoufand  forms. 
To  cheat  our  fouls  to  death. 

2  He  feeds  our  hopes  with  airy  dreams, 

Or  kills  with  flavifh  fear  ; 

And  holds  us  (till  ia  wide  extremes, 
Prefumption  or  defpair. 

3  Now  he  perfuades,  Hovo  eafy  ’ tis 

To  vualk  the  road  to  heaven  : 

Anon  he  (wells  our  (ins  and  cries 
They  cannot  be  forgiv’n. 

4  [He  bids  young  finners,  Yet  forbear 

To  think  of  God  or  death  y 
Prayer  and  real  devotion  are 
But  melancholy  breath . 

5  He  tells  the  aged,  they  muft  die , 

And  ’ tis  too  late  to  pray ; 

In  vain  for  mercy  novo  they  cry , 

For  they  have  l of  their  day.  J 

6  Thus  he  fupports  his  cruel  throne 

By  mifehief  and  deceit, 

And  drags  the  fons  of  Adam  down 
To  darknefs  and  the  pit. 

7  Almighty  God  cut  (horthis  pow’r. 
Let  him  in  darknefs  dwell  ; 

And  that  he  vex  the  earth  no  more , 
Confine  him  down  to  hell. 
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CLVII. 


METRE. 


COMMON 
The  Same. 

OW  Satan  comes  with  dreadful  roar 
And  threatens  to  dedroy 


*N 

He  worries  whom  he  can’t  devour 
With  a  malicious  joy. 

2  Ye  fons  of  God  oppofe  his  rage, 

Rehli:,  and  he’ll  be  gone  ; 

Thus  did  our  deared  Lord  engage 
And  vanquifh  him  alone. 

3  Now  he  appears  almoft  divine, 

Like  innocence  and  love  ; 

But  the  old  ferpent  lurks  within, 
When  he  aflumes  the  dove. 

4  Fly  from  the  falfe  deceiver’s  tongue, 

Ye  fons  of  Adam ,  fly  I 
Our  parents  found  the  f'nare  too  ftrong, 
Nor  fliould  the  children  try. 


CLV1II.  LONG  METRE. 

Few  faved  :  Or,  The  almoft  Chriflian,  the 
Hypocrite,  and  Apoftate. 

1  ~|3  ROAD  is  the  road  that  leads  to  death, 
JL3  And  thoufauds  walk  together  there. 
But  wifdom  diews  a  narrow  path, 

With  here  and  there  a  traveller. 

2  Deny  thyfelfj  and  take  thy  ernfs , 

Is  the  Redeemer’s  great  command  ! 
Nature  mud  count  her  gold  hut  drofs, 

If  (he  would  gain  this  heav’nly  Land. 

3  The  fearful  foul  that  tires  and  faints, 
And  walks  the  ways  of  God  no  more, 

Is  but  efteem’d — almod  a  faint, 

And  makes  his  own  dedrudlion  fure. 

4  Lord,  let  not  all  my  hopes  be  vain, 
Create  my  heart  entirely  new  ; 

Which  hypocrites  oould  ne’er  attain, 
Which  falfe  apodates  never  knew. 


CLIX.  COMMON  METRE. 

An  unconverted  State  :  Or,  Converting  Grace. 

1  RE  AT  King  of  glory  and  of  grace  ! 
VJT  We  own,  with  humble  fliame. 
Flow  vile  is  our  degen ’rate  race, 

And  our  fix'd  father’s  name.]  ' 

2  From  Adam  flows  our  fainted  blood, 

The  poifon  reigns  within, 

Makes  us  averfe  to  all  that's  good, 
And  willing  (laves  to  fin. 


3  [Daily  we  break  thy  holy  laws, 

And  then  reject  thy  grace  ; 

Engag’d  in  the.  old  ferpent’s  caufe, 
Againftour  Maker’s  face.] 

4  We  live  eftrang’d  afar  from  God, 

And  love  the  didance  well  ; 

With  hade  we  run  the  dang’rous  road 
That  leads  to  death  and  hell. 

5  And  can  fuch  rebels  be  redor’d  1 

Such  natures  made  divine  ! 

Let  dinners  fee  thy  glory,  Lord, 

And  feel  this  pow’r  of  thine. 

6  We  raife  our  Father’s  name  on  high, 

Who  his  own  Spirit  fends 
To  bring  rebellious  drangers  nigh, 
And  turn  his  foes  to  friends. 

CLX.  LONG  METRE. 
Cuflom  in  Sin. 

iT  ET  the  wild  leopards  of  the  wood 
JLi  Put  off  the  fpots  that  nature  gives, 
Then  may  the  wicked  turn  to  God, 

And  change  their  tempers,  and  their  lives. 

2  As  well  might  Ethiopian  Haves 
Wadi  out  thedarknefs  of  their  fkin  ; 
The  dead  as  well  may  leave  their  graves. 
As  old  tranfgreflors  ceafe  to  fin. 

3  Where  vice  has  held  its  empire  long* 
’Twill  not  endure  the  lead  control  ; 
None  but  a  pow’r  divinely  drong 
Can  turn  the  current  of  the  foul. 

4-  Great  God  !  I  own  thy  pow’r  divine. 
That  works  to  change  this  heart  of  mine  ; 
I  would  be  form’d  anew,  and  blefs 
The  wonders  of  creating  grace. 


CLXI.  COMMON 
Chriflian  Virtues 


METRE, 


Or,  The  Difficulty  of  Con- 
verfion. 

i  O  TRAIT  is  the  way,,  the  door  is  flrait, 
That  leads  to  joys  on  high  ; 

’Tis  but  a  few  l  hat  find  the  gate. 
While  crowds  miftake  and  die. 

7  Beloved  felf  mud  be  deny’d, 

The  mind  and  will  renew’d, 

Paflion  fupprefs’d,  and  patience  try’d 
And  vain  defires  fubdu’d. 

3  [Flefli  is  a  dang’rous  foe  to  grace, 

|  Where  it  prevails  and  rules  ; 

FI  efli  mud  be  humbled,  pride  abas’d 
Led  they  dedroy  our  louls.] 
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4  The  love  of  gold  be  banifh’d  hence, 
(That  vile  idolatry) 

And  ev’ry  mem’ber,  ev’ry  fenfe, 

In  fweet  fubjection  lie. 


* 

5  The  tongue,  that  mod  unruly  pow’r, 
Requires  a  ftrong  redraint  : 

We  mud  be  watchful  ev’ry  hour. 
And  pray  but  never  faint 


Lord  !  can  a  feeble,  helplefs  worm 
Fulfil  a  talk  fo  hard  l 
Thy  grace  mud  all  my  work  perform, 
And  give  the  free  reward. 


CLXir,  COMMON  METRE. 

Meditation  of  Heaven  :  Or,  the  Joy  of  Faith- 

1  MY  Oughts  furmount  thefe  lower 
1VX  And  look  within  the  vail;  [fkies, 
There  fprings  of  endlefs  pleafure  rife, 


The  waters  never  fail. 


If  thou  defpife  a  mortal  groan. 

Yet  hear  a  Saviour’s  blood  ; 

An  advocate  fo  near  the  throne 
Pleads  and  prevails  with  God. 

He  brought  the  Spirit’s  pow’rfui  fvvord 
To  flay  our  deadly  toes  : 

Our  fins  (hall  die  beneath  thy  word, 
And  hell  in  vain  oppofe. 

How  boundlefs  is  our  father’s  grace, 
In  height  and  depth  and  length  ! 

He  made  his  Son  our  righteoufnefs, 
His  Spirit  is  our  drength. 


CLXIV.  COMMON  METRE. 


The  End  of  the  World. 


fhould  this  earth  delight  us  fo 


a  There  I  behold  with  fweet  delioht, 
The  bleded  Three  in  One  ; 

And  drong  afFe&ions  fix  my  fight 
On  God’s  incarnate  Son. 


3  His  promife  dands  forever  firm, 
His  grace  diall  ne’er  depart  ; 
He  binds  my  name  upon  his  arm, 
And  feals  it  on  bus  heart. 


4  Light  are  the  pains  that  nature  brings  : 
How  ftiort  our  fbrrows  are, 

When  with  eternal  future  things, 

The  prefent  we  compare  ! 

^  I  would  not  be  a  drangerdill 
To  that  celedial  place, 

Where  I  forever  hope  to  dwell 
Near  my  Redeemer’s  face. 


Why  diould  we  fix  our  eves 
On  thefe  low  grounds  where  forrow 
And  ev’ry  pleafure  dies  ?  [grow 

While  Time  his  fliarped  teeth  prepart 
Our  comforts  to  devour, 

There  is  a  land  above  the  dars, 

And  joys  above  his  pow’r. 

Nature  fhall  be  diflolv'd  and  die, 

The  fun  mud  end  his  race, 

The  earth  and  fea  for  ever  fly 
Before  my  Saviour’s  face. 

4  When  will  that  glorious  morning  rife 
When  the  lad  trumpet  found, 

And  call  the  nations  to  the  fkies 
From  underneath  the  ground  ? 


CLXIII.  COMMON  METRE. 


^Complaint  of  Defertion  and  Temptations. 

DEAR  Lord!  behold  our  fore  didrefs  > 
Our  fins  attempt  to  reign  ; 
Stretch  out  thine  arm  of  conq’ring 
And  let  thy  foes  be  (lain.  [grace, 


[The  lion  with  his  dreadful  roar 
Affrights  thy  feeble  fheep  ; 

Reveal  the  glory  of  thy  pow’r 
And  chain  him  to  the  deep. 

Mud  we  indulge  a  longdefpaip? 

Shall  our  petitions  die  ? 

Our  mournings  never  reach  thine  ear, 
Nor  tears  affect:  thine  eye  ? J 


CLXV.  COMMON  METRE. 


Unfruitfulnefs,  Ignorance,  and 

.Affedtions. 


un  fan  (Stifle 


t  J^ONG  have  *  ^at  beneath  the  foun 


Of  thy  falvation,  Lord  ; 

But  dill  how  weak* my  faith  is  found; 
And  knowledge  of  thy  word  ! 

Oft  I  frequent  thy  holy  place. 

And  hear  almod  in  vain  ; 

How  fmall  a  portion  of  thy  grace 
My  mem’ry  can  retain  1 

[My  dear  Almighty,  and  my  God, 
Flow  little  art  thou  known 
By  all  the  judgments  of  thy  rod. 

And  blefltngs  of  thy  throne.] 

[How  cold  and  feeble  is  my  love  ! 

How  negligent  my  fear  ! 

How  low  my  hope  of  joys  above  ! 
IIow  few  affeblions  there  !] 
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5  Great  God  !  thy  fov’reign  pow'T  impart, 
To  give  thy  word  fuceefs  ; 

Write  thy  falvation  in  my  heart. 

And  make  me  learn  thy  grace. 

C  [Shew  my  forgetful  feet  the  way 
"I  hat  leads  to  joys  on  high  ; 

There  knowledge  grows  without  decay, 
And  love  (hall  never  die.  ] 

CLXVI.  COMMON  METRE. 

The  divine  Perfe&ions. 

OW  dial!  I  praife  th’  eternal  God, 
That  infinite  unknown  ? 

Who  can  afeend  his  high  abode, 

Or  venture  near  his  throne  ? 

2  [The  great  invifible  !  He  dwells 

Conceal'd  in  dazzling  light  ; 

But  Ins  all-fcarching  eye  reveals 
The  fecrets  of  the  night. 

3  Thofe  watchful  eyes,  that  never  deep, 

Survey  the  world  around  ; 

His  wifdom  is  a  boundlefs  deep, 

Where  all  our  thoughts  are  drown'd.] 

4  [Speak  we  of  (Length  ?  His  arm  is  ftrong, 

To  fave  or  to  deffroy  ; 

Infinite  years  his  life  prolong, 

And  endlefs  is  his  joy.] 

5  [He  knows  no  jfhadow  of  a  change 

Nor  alters  his  decrees  • 

Firm  as  a  rock  his  truth  remains, 

To  guard  his  promifes.] 

6  [Sinners  before  his  prefence  die  : 

How  holy  is  his  name  ! 

His  anger  and  hisjealoufy 
Burn  like  devouring  flame.] 

7  Juflice  upon  a  dreadful  throne 

Maintains  the  rights  of  God, 

While  mercy  fends  her  pardons  down, 
Bought  with  a  Saviour’s  blood. 


"[Earth  and  the  (Tars, and  worlds  unknown. 
Depend  precarious  on  his  throne  ; 

All  nature  hangs  upon  his  word, 

And  grace  and  glory  own  their  Lord.] 

*  1  His  fov  reign  pow’r  what  mortal  knows? 
H  he  commands,  who  dare  oppofe  ? 
With  flrength  he  girds  hi mfelf  around 
And  treads  the  rebels  to  the  ground. 

4[Who  fhall  pretend  to  teach  him  fkill, 
Or  guide  the  counfels  of  his  will  ? 

His  wifdom  like  a  foa  divine, 

Hows  deep  and  high  beyond  our  line.] 

5L His  name  is  holy,  and  his  eye 
Burns  with  immortal  jealoufy  ; 

^,a*es  the  fons  of  pride,  and  flieds 
His  fiery  vengeance  on  their  heads. 

1 

6 [The  beamings  of  his  piercing  fight 
Bring  dark  hypocrify  to  light ; 

Death  and  definition  naked  lie. 

And  hell  uncover’d  to  his  eye.] 

7[Th’  eternal  law  before  him  (lands  ; 

His  juflice  with  impartial  hands, 

Divides  to  all  their  due  reward, 

Or  by  the  feeptre  or  the  fword.J 

8[His  mercy  like  a  boundlefs  fea 
Wa flies  our  load  of  guilt  away  ; 

While  his  own  Son  came  dowm  anddy'd, 
1  ’  engage  hi*  juflice  on  our  fide.] 

9 [Each  of  his  words  demands  my  faith. 
My  foul  can  reft  on  all  he  faith  ! 

His  truth  inviolably  keeps 
The  larged  promife  of  liis  lips.] 

10  Oli,  tell  me  with  a  gentle  voice. 

Thou  art  my  God ,  and  I’ll  rejoice  ! 
hill  d  vvith  thy  love,  I  dare  proclaim 
The  brighteff  honours  of  thy  name. 


8  Now  to  my  foul,  immortal  King, 
Speak  fome  forgiving  word  ; 

I  hen  twill  be  double  joy  to  fing 
The  glories  of  my  Lord. 


CLXVII,  LONG  METRE. 

The  divine  Perfe&ior.s. 

*  REATGod !  thy  glories  fliall  employ 
V_T  My  holy  fear,  my  humble  joy  ! 

My  lips,  info  ngs  of  honour,  bring 
Ifieir  tribute  to  th’ eternal  King. 


CLXVIII.  LONG  METRE. 

The  fame. 

JEHOVAH  reigns,  his  throne  is  hiah 
His  robes  are  light  and  majefty  ; b 
His  glory  fhines  with  beams  fo  bright 
No  mortal  can  fuftain  the  fight.  &  ’ 

His  terrours  keep  the  world  in  awe 
His  juflice  guards  his  holy  law, 

His  love  reveals  a  finding  face. 

His  truth  and  promife  feal  the  grace. 


2o6  H  Y  M  N  S,  &c. 

3  Thro"  all  his  works  his  wifdom  fhines. 
And  baffies  Satan's  deep  defigns  j 
His  pow'r  is  fov’reign  to  fulfil 

The  nobleft  counfels  of  his  will. 

4  And  will  this  glorious  Lord  defcend 
To  be  my  father  and  my  friend  ? 

Then  let  my  fongs  with  angels  join  ; 
Heav’n  is  fecure,  if  God  be  mine. 


CLXIX. PARTICULAR  METRE. 

i  l  | "'HE  Lord  Jehovah  reigns, 

Jl  His  throne  is  built  on  high  ; 
The  garments  he  atfumes, 

Aie  light  and  majefty  ; 

His  glories  fhine 

With  beams  fo  bright. 

No  mortal  eve 

Can  bear  the  fight. 

s  The  thunders  of  his  hand, 

Keep  the  wide  world  in  awe ; 

His  w  rath  and  juflice  fland 
To  guard  his  holy  law  ; 

And  where  his  love 
Refolves  to  blefs, 

His  truth  confirms 
And  feals  the  grace. 

3  Thro'  all  his  ancient  works 

Surprifing  wifdom  fhines, 

Confounds  the  pow’rs  of  hell, 

And  breaks  their  curs’d  defigns ; 
Strong  is  his  arm 
And  fhall  fulfil 
His  great  decrees, 

His  fov'reign  will. 

4  And  can  this  mighty  King 

Of  glory  condcfcend  ? 

And  will  he  write  his  name, 

My  Pa*  her  and  my  Friend  j 
1  !dve  his  name, 

1  love  his  word  ; 

Join  all  my  pow’rs  ! 

And  praile  the  Lord. 


CLXIX,  CLXX.  Book  II, 

CLXX.  LONG  METRE. 

god  incomprebenfible  and  fovereign. 

i [  AN  creatures,  to  perfection,  find 
Th’ eternal,  uncreated  mind  ? 

Or  can  the  largeft  firetch  of  thought 
Meafure  and  fearch  his  nature  out  ? 

2  'Tis  high  as  heav’n  !  'tis  deep  as  hell ! 
And  what  can  mortals  know,  or  tell  ? 

His  glory  fpreads  beyond  the  fky, 

And  all  the  fhining  wmrlds  on  high. 

3  But  man,  vain  man,  would  fair,  be  wife, 
Born,  like  a  wild  young  colt,  he  flies 
Thro’  all  the  follies  of  his  mind, 

And  fmells  and  fnuffs  the  empty  wind.] 

4  God  is  a  King  of  pow’r  unknown, 

Firm  are  the  orders  of  his  throne  j 
If  he  refolve,  who  dare  oppofe, 

Or  afk  him  why,  or  what  he  does  ? 

5 He  wounds  the  heart, and  he  makes  w  hole. 
He  calms  the  tempefi  of  the  foul  ; 

When  he  fhuts  up  in  long  defpair, 

Who  can  remove  the  heavy  bar  ? 

* 

6  He  frowns,  and  darknefs  veils  the  moon, 
The  fainting  fun  grows  dim  at  noon  ; 
The  pillars  of  heav’n’s  ftarry  roof 
Tremble  and  fiart  at  his  reproof. 

7  He  gave  the  vaulted  heav’n  its  form,. 
The  crooked  ferpent  and  the  worm. 

He  breaks  the  billows  with  his  breath, 
And  fmites  the  fons  of  pride  to  death. 

8  Thefe  are  a  portion  of  his  ways  ; 

But  who  (hall  dare  deferibe  his  face  ? 
Who  can  endure  his  light  ?  or  fiand 
To  hear  the  thunders  of  his  hand  ? 
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Ptepatco  for  the  help  ©romance  of  the  Loto  s  Supper. 

BOOK 

— 

in. 

I.  LONG  METRE. 

II.  SHORT  METRE. 

The  Lord’s  Supper  inftituted.  1  Cor.  xj.  23,  Sc c. 

1  HT' WAS  on  that  dark,  that  doleful 

X  night. 

When  pow’rs  of  earth  and  hell  arofe 
Agamd  the  Son  of  God’s  delight, 

And  friends  betray’d  him  to  his  foes  : 

2  Before  the  mournful  fcene  began, 

He  took  the  bread, and  blefs’d,  and  brake; 
What  love  through  all  his  a6fions  ran  ! 
What  won’drous  words  of  grace  he  fpake! 

3  This  is  ?ny  body  broke  for  fin. 

Receive  and  eat  the  living  food  .* 

Then  took  the  cup  and  biefs’d  the  wine; 
Tis  the  new  cov’nant  in  my  blood. 

4  [For  us  his  fledi  with  nails  was  torn, 

He  bore  the  fcourge,  he  felt  the  thorn 
And  juftice  pour’d  upon  his  head 
Its  heavy  vengeance,  in  our  dead. 

5  For  11s  his  vital  blood  was  fpilt, 

To  buy  the  pardon  of  our  guilt, 

When  for  black  crimes  of  bigged  fize, 

He  gave  his  foul  a  facrifice.J 

6  Do  this ,  he  cry ’d,  9 till  time  fhall  end , 

In  mem  ry  of  your  dying  friend  ; 

Meet  at  my  table,  and  record 
d  he  love  of  your  departed  Lord. 


Communion  with  christ,  and  with  Saints. 
1  Cor.  x.  16,  17. 

i[  **ESUS  invites  his  faints 
J  To  meet  around  his  board  ; 
Here  pardon’d  rebels  fit  and  hold 
Communion  with  their  Lord. 

2  For  food  he  gi  ves  his  flefh  ; 

He  bids  11s  drink  his  blood  : 

Amazing  favour  !  matchlefs  grace 
Of  our  defcending  God  ! 

3  This  holy  bread  and  wine, 

Maintains  our  fainting  breath, 

By  union  with  our  living  Lord, 

And  intered  in  his  death. 

4  Our  heav’nly  Father  calls 
Chrijl  and  his  members  one  ; 

We  the  young  children  of  his  love. 

And  he  the  firft  born  Son. 

5  We  are  but  fev’ral  parts 
Of  the  fame  broken  bread  ; 

One  body  hath  its  fev’ral  limbs, 

But  Jefus  is  the  head. 

6  Let  all  our  pow’rs  be  join’d, 

His  glorious  name  to  raife  ; 

Pleafure  and  love  fill  ev’ry  mind, 

And  ev’ry  voice  be  praife. 


7  f  Jefus,  thy  fead  we  celebrate, 

We  (hew  thy  death,  we  dng  thy  name, 
*  fill  thou  return,  and  we  diall  eat 
The  marriage  (upper  of  the  Larnb.] 


III.  COMMON  METRE. 

The  New  Covenant  ftaled. 


i  r  |  ■'HE  promife  of  my  Father’s  love 
X  Shall  dand  for  ever  good  ; 

He  faid,  and  gave  his  foul  to  death, 
And  feal’d  the  grace  with  blood. 
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2  To  this  dear  covenant  of  thy  word 
I  fet  my  vvorthlefs  name  ; 

I  feal  th’  engagement  to  my  Lord, 
And  make  my  humble  claim. 
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8  Here  let  our  hearts  begin  to  melt, 
While  we  his  death  record, 

And  with  our  joy  for  pardon'd  guilt, 
Mourn  that  we  pierc’d  the  Lord. 
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3  The  light,  and  ftrength,  and  pard’ning 

And  glory  fhall  be  mine  ;  [grace, 
My  life  and  foul,  my  heart  and  flefh, 
And  ail  my  pow’rs  are  thine. 

4  I  call  that  legacy  my  own, 

Which  Jefus  did  bequeath  ; 

'Twas  purchas’d  with  a  dying  groan, 
And  ratify’d  in  death. 

5  Sweet  is  the  m.em’ry  of  his  natne 

Who  blefs’d  us  in  his  will, 

And  to  his  teffament  of  love, 

Made  his  own  life  the  feal. 

IV.  COMMON  METRE. 

Christ’s  dying  Love  :  Or,  Our  pardon  bought 
at  a  de  *r  Price. 

1  T  TOW  condefcending,  and  how  kind 
XT  Was  God’s  eternal  Son  1 

Our  mis’ry  reach’d  his  heav'nly  mind, 
And  pity  brought  him  down. 

2  [When  judice,  by  our  fins  provok’d, 

Drew  forth  its  dreadful  fword, 

He  gave  his  foul  up  to  the  droke, 
Without  a  mu rm ’ring  word.J 

3  [He  funk  beneath  our  heavy  woes, 

To  raife  us  to  his  throne  : 

There’s  ne’er  a  gift  his  hand  bellows 
But  cofl  his  heart  a  groan. 

4  This  was  companion  like  a  God, 

That  when  the  Saviour  knew 
The  price  of  pardon  was  his  blood, 

His  pity  ne’er  withdrew. 

5  Now  though  lie  reigns  exalted  high, 

His  love  is  Hill  as  great : 

Well  he  remembers  Calvary , 

Nor  lets  his  faints  forget. 

6  [Here  we  behold  his  bowels  roll 

As  kind  as  when  he  dy’d, 

.  And  fee  the  farrows  of  his  foul 

Bleed  through  his  wounded  fide.] 

7  fHere  we  receive  repeated  feats 

Of  jefus’  dying  love  : 

Hard  is  the  wretch  that  never  feels 
One  foft  affedtion  move.] 


V.  COMMON  METRE. 

christ  the  Bread  cf  Life.  "John  vi.  31,  35>  3S» 

1  T  £T  us  adore  th’  eternal  word, 

1  i  ’Tis  he  our  fouls  hath  fed  : 

Thou  art  the  living  dream,  O  Lord, 

And  thou  th*  immortal  bread. 

2  [The  manna  came  from  lower  fkies. 

But  Jefus  from  above. 

Where  the  fredi  fprings  of  pleafure  rife, 
And  rivers  flow  with  love. 

3  The  Jevusy  the  fathers,  dy’d  at  lad. 

Who  cat  that  heav’nly  bread  ; 

But  rhefe  provifions  which  we  tade. 

Can  raife  us  from  the  dead.] 

p  Blefs’d  be  the  Lord,  that  gives  his  flefh 
To  nouridi  dying  men  ; 

And  often  fpreads  his  table  fredi, 

Led  he  fhould  faint  again. 

5  Our  fouls  di  all  draw  their  heav’nly  breath; 

Whild  Jefus  dnds  fupplies  ; 

Nor  (hall  our  graces  fink  to  death, 

For  JeJus  never  dies. 

6  Daily  our  mortal  fiefii  decays, 

But  Chrijl  our  life  fhall  come  ; 

His  unredded  pow’r  fhall  raife 
Our  bodies  from  the  tomb. 

V I.  LONG  METRE. 

The  Memorial  of  our  abfent  Lord.  John  xvi.  16. 
Luke  xxii.  19.  John  xiv.  3. 

1  efESUS  is  gone  above  the  fkies, 

J  Where  our  weak  fenfesreach  him  not ; 
And  carnal  objeTs  court  our  eyes, 

To  thrudour  Saviour  from  our  thoughts. 

2  He  knows  what  wand’ring  hearts  we 
Apt  to  forget  his  lovely  face  ;  [have. 
And,  to  refrefii  our  minds,  he  gave  „ 
Tliefe  kind  memorials  of  his  grace. 

3  The  Lord  of  life  this  table  fpread 
With  his  own  flefh  and  dying  blood, 

We  on  the  rich  provifion  feed, 

And  tafte  the  wine  and  biefs  our  God. 

4  Let  fin ful  fweets  be  all  forgot, 

And  earth  growr  lei's  in  our  efteemj 
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Cbrifl  and  his  love  fill  ev’ry  thought, 
And  faith  and  hope  be  fix'd  on  him. 

5  Whilft  he  is  abfent  from  our  fight, 

’Tis  to  prepare  our  fouls  a  place* 

Th?t  we  may  dwe.ll  in  heav’nly  light, 
And  live  for  ever  near  his  face. 

6  [Our  eyes  look  upwards  to  the  hills 
Whence  our  returning  Lord  fhall  come  ; 
VV  e  wait  thy  chariot's  awful  wheels, 

J  o  fetch  our  longing  fpirits  home.] 

V I  L  LONG  METRE. 

Crucifixion  to  the  World  by  the  Crofs  of 
Christ.  Gal.  vi„  14. 

WHEN  I  furvey  the  vvond'rous crofs 
V  V  On  which  the  Prince  of  glory  dy’d, 
My  richefl  gain  I  count  but  lofs, 

And  pour  contempt  on  ail  my  pride. 

2  Forbid  it,  Lord,  that  1  fhould  boafl, 
Save  in  the  death  of  Chnjl,  my  God  : 

All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  mod, 
I  facrifice  them  to  his  blood. 

3  See  from  his  head,  his  hands,  his  feet, 
Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down  ! 

Did  e'er  fuch  love  and  forrow  meet  ? 

Or  thorns  compofe  fo  rich  a  crown  ? 

A  CH  is  dying  crimfon  like  a  robe, 

^Spreads  o'er  his  body  on  the  tree  ; 

Then  am  I  dead  to  all  the  globe, 

And  all  the  globe  is  dead  to  me.] 

5  Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine,  j 
That  were  a  prefenMar  too  Email  : 

Love,  fo  amazing,  fo  divine, 

Demands  my  foul,  my  life,  my  all. 

VIII*  COMMON  METRE. 

The  Tree  of  Life. 

i[pOME,  let  us  join  a  joyful  tune 
To  our  exalted  Lord, 

Ye, feints  on  high  around  his  throne, 
And  we  around  his  bsard.] 

2  While  once  upon  this  lower  ground 

Weary  and  faint  ye  flood, 

What  dear  refrefhment  here  ye  found 
From  this  immortal  food  ! 

3  The  tree  of  life  that  near  the  throne 

In  heav'n’s  high  garden  grows. 

Laden  with  grace,  bends  gently  down 
its  ever  failing  boughs.  X  1 

i  6  b 


4[Hov'ring  among  the  leaves,  there  flands 
The  tweet  celeflial  dove. 

And  Jcfus  on  the  branches  hangs 
The  banner  of  his  love.] 

^  i 

5  ['  Lis  a  young  heav’n  of  flrange  delight 
While  in  his  thade  we  fit  ; 

His  fruit  is  pleating  to  the  tight* 

And  to  tiie  tafle  as  fweet. 

6  Now  life  it  fpreads  through  dyingheart^ 
And  cheers  the  drooping  mind  $ 

Vigour  and  joy  the  juice  imparts. 
Without  a  fling  behind.] 

7  Now  let  the  flaming  weapon  fl and. 

And  guard  all  Eden  s  trees  : 

There's  ne’er  a  plant  in  all  that  land 
That  bears  fuch  fruit  as  thefe. 

8  Infinite  grace  our  fouls  adore, 

Whofe  wond’rous  hands  lias  made 

This  living  branch  of  fov'reign  pow’f 
To  raife  and  heal  the  dead. 

— . .  1  1  -  —  ■  ■  ■  -n—  ■  * 

IX.  SHORT  METRE. 

The  Spirit, theW ater,  and  the  Blood,  i  John  v.  6/ 

i[T  ET  all  our  tongues  be  one, 

JLj  To  praife  our  God  on  high, 

Who  from  his  bofom  lent  his  Son, 

To  fetch  us  flrangers  nigh. 

2y  Nor  let  our  voices  ceafe 
To  fing  the  Saviour’s  name  $ 

Jefksy  th'  ambaflador  of  peace, 

How  cheerfully  he  came  } 

3  It  coft  him  cries  and  tears 
To  bring  us  near  to  God* 

Great  was  our  debt,  and  he  appears 
To  make  the  payment  good.] 

4  [My  Saviour’s  pierced  fide 
Pour’d  out- a  double  flood; 

By  water  we  are  purify'd, 

And  pardon'd  by  the  blood* 

5  Infinite  was  our  guilt, 

But  he,  our  pried,  atones  : 

On  the  cold  ground  his  life  was  fpilr* 

And  offer'd  with  his  groans.] 

6  Look  up,  my  foul,  to  him 
Whofe  death  Was  thy  ddert, 

And  humbly  view'  the  living  dream 
Flow  from  his  breaking  heart. 

7  There*  on  the  curfed  tree, 

In  dying  pangs  he  lies. 

Fulfils  his  Father’s  great  decree, 

And  all  oar  wants  fupplfeg. 
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S  Thus  the  Redeemer  came, 

By  water  and  by  blood  : 

And  when  the  Spirit  fpeaks  the  fame, 

We  feel  his  witnefs  good. 

9  While  the  eternal  Three 
Bear  their  record  above, 

Here  I  believe  he  dy’d  for  me. 

And  heal'd  my  Saviour’s  love. 

10  [Lord  cleanfe  my  foul  from  fin, 

Nor  let  thy  grace  depart  ; 

Great  Comforter!  abide  within, 

And  witnefs  to  my  heart.] 


X.  LONG  METRE. 

christ  Crucify’d  ;  The  Wifdom  and  Powe* 

of  GOD. 

jlY  TATURE  with  open  volume  ftands, 
jLNI  To  fprcad  her  Maker’s  praife  abroad; 
And  ev’ry  labour  of  his  hands 
Shews  fomething  worthy  of  a  God  : 

z  But  in  the  grace  that  refcu’d  man. 

His  b righted  form  of  glory  fhines  ; 

Here,  on  the  crofs,  ’tis  faired  drawn 
In  precious  blood,  and  crimfon  lines. 

3  .[Here  his  whole  name  appears  complete  ; 
Nor  wit  can  guefs,  nor  reafon  prove, 
Which  of  the  letters  bed  is  writ. 

The  pow’r,  the  wifdom,  or  the  love.] 

4  Here  I  behold  his  inmod  heart, 

Where  grace  and  vengeance  ftrangely 
Piercing  his  Son  with  fharped  fmart,[join, 
To  make  the  purchas’d  pleafures  mine. 

r;  Oh  !  the  tweet  wonders  of  that  crofs, 
Where  God,  the  Saviour,  lov’d  and  dy’d! 
Her  nobled  life,  my  fpirit  draws 
From  his  dear  wounds  and  bleeding  fide. 

6  I  would  for  ever  fpeak  his  name 
In  founds  to  mortal  ears  unknown. 
With  angels  join  to  praife  the  Lamb, 
And  worfhip  at  his  Father’s  throne. 


XL  COMMON  METRE. 

Pardon  brought  to  our  Senfes. 

IbRD,  how  divine  thy  comforts  are, 
How  heav’nly  is  the  place 
Where  Jp reads  tlirc  (acred  feads 
Oi  his  redeeming  grace  l 
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2  There  the  rich  bounties  of  our  God, 

And  fweeted  glories  fhine  ; 

There  Jcfus  fays,  that  I  am  his, 

And  my  beloved’s  mine. 

3  Here  (fays  the  kind  redeeming  Lord, 

And  fhews  his  wounded  fide) 

See  here  the  fpring  of  all  your  joys, 
That  open’d  when  I  dy’d  I 

4[He  {miles, and  cheers  my  mournful  he'art. 
And  tells  of  all  his  pain  : 

All  this,  fays  he,  I  bore  for  thee, 

And  then  he  fmiles  again.] 

5  What  fliall  we  pay  our  heav’nly  King) 

For  grace  fo  vad  as  this  ? 

He  brings  our  pardon  to  our  eyes. 

And  feals  it  with  a  ki(s. 

6  [Let  fuch  amazing  loves  as  thefe 

Be  founded  all  abroad  ; 

Such  favors  are  beyond  degrees, 

And  worthy  of  a  God.] 

7  [  To  him  who  wafh’d  us  in  his  blood 

Be  everlading  praife  ; 

Salvation,  honour,  glory,  pow’r. 
Eternal  as  his  days.] 


XII.  LONG  METkE. 

The  Gofpel  Feaft.  Lukcxiv.  16,  &c. 

i[T  TOW  rich  are  thy  provifions,  Lord 
*"■*-  Thy  table  furnifh’d  from  above  ! 
The  fruits  of  life  o’erfpread  the  board. 
The  cup  o’erBows  with  heav’nly  love. 

a  Thine  ancient  family,  the  Jews, 

Were  firft  invited  to  the  fead  r 
We  humbly  take  what  they  retufe, 
And  Gentiles  thy  falvation  tade. 

3  We  are  the  poor,  the  blind,  the  lame; 
And  help  was  far,  and  death  was  nigh 
But  at  the  gofpel  call,  we  came, 

And  ev’ry  want  receiv’d  fupply. 

4  From  the  high  way  that  leads  to  hell, 
From  paths  of  darknefs  and  defpair, 
Lord,  we  are  come  with  thee  to  dwell, 
Glad  to  enjoy  thy  prefence  here.] 

5  [What  dial!  we  pay  th’  eternal  Son, 
That  left  the  heav’n  of  his  abode, 
And  to  tins  wretched  earth  came  dpw 
To  bring  vs  wand’rers  back  to  God  ; 
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6  It  co ft  him  death,  to  fave  our  lives  ; 
To  buy  our  foul?,  it  colt  his  own  ; 
And  all  the  unknown  joys  he  gives, 
Were  bought  with  agonies  unknown. 

7  Our  everlafting  love  is  due 

To  him  that  ranfom’d  Tinners  loft  ; 
And  pity 'd  rebels,  when  he  knew 
The  vaft  expenfe  his  love  would  coft.J 
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7  Our  lips  ftjould  learn  that  joyful  fong, 
Were  but  our  hearts' prepar’d  like  his  $ 
“  Our  fouls  ftill  waiting  to  be  gone, 
And  at  thy  word  depart  in  peace. 

i  Here,  we  have  feen  thy  face,  O  Lord, 
And  view’d  falvation  with  our  eyes. 
Tailed  and  felt  the  living  word, 

T  he  bread  delcending  from  the  Ikies. 

4  Thou  haft  prepar’d  this  dying  Lamb, 
Haft  fet  his  blood  before  our  face, 


Divine  Love  making  a  Feaft,  and  calling  in  the!  lo  teach  the  terrours  of  thy  name. 


Guefts.  Luke  xiv.  17,  22,  23. 

1  T  T OW  fweet  and  awful  is  the  place 
JlJl  With  Chrijl  within  the  doors, 
While  everlafting  love  difplays 

The  choicelt  of  her  ftores  !  ' 

2  Hereev’ry  bowel  of  our  God 

With  foft  companion  rolls  ; 

Here  peace  and  pardon  bought  with 
Is  food  for  dying  fouls.  [blood, 

3  While  all  our  hearts,  and  all  ourfongs, 

Join  to  admire  the  feaft, 

Lach  of  us  cry,  with  thankful  tongues, 
“Lord,  why  was  I  agueft 

4  “  Why  was  I  made  to  hear  thy  voice, 

And  enter  while  there’s  room  ; 

When  thoufands  make  a  wretched  choice, 
And  rather  ftarve  than  come  W 

3  ’T  was  the  fame  love  that  fpread  the  feaft, 
That  fweet ly  forc’d  us  in  ; 

Elfe  we  had  ftill  refus’d  to  tafte. 

And  perifh’d  in  our  fin. 

6  [Pity  the  nations,  O  our  God, 

Conftrain  the  earth  to  come  j 
Send  thy  vidlorious  word  abroad. 

And  bring  the  ftrangers  home. 

7  We  long  to  fee  thy  churches  full, 

That  all  the  chofen  race 
May  with  one  voice,  and  heart,  and  foul, 
Sing  thy  redeeming  grace.] 


And  Ihew  the  wonders  of  thy  grace. 

5  He  is  our  light,  our  morning  ftar 
Shall  fhine  on  nations  yet  unknown  ; 
T  he  glory  of  thine  Ifrael  here. 

And  joy  of  Ipirits  near  the  throne/ 


39 


XIV.  long  metre. 

The  Song  of  Simeon  :  Luke  ii.  28.  Or,  A  Sight 
or  Christ  makes  death  eafy. 

IXT0W  have  0lir  hearts  embrac’d  our 
-i-N  God, 

We  would  forget  all  earthly  charms. 
And  wifi]  t0  die,  as  Simeon  would 
V  ith  fe:s  young  Saviour  in  his  arms. 


XV.  COMMON  METRE* 

Our  Lord  Jefus  at  his  own  Table. 

1  r  I’^HE  mem’ry  of  our  dying  Lord 

X  Awakes  a  thankful  tongue  : 
How  rich  he  fpread  his  royal  board. 
And  blefs’d  the  food  and  fung* 

2  Happy  the  men  that  eat  this  bread. 

But  doubly  blefs’d  was  he 
That  gently  bow’d  his  loving  head. 
And  lean’d  it,  Lord,  on  thee. 

3  By  faith  the  fame  delights  we  tafte. 

As  that  great  fav’rite  did, 

And  lit  and  lean  on  Jefus9  breaft. 

And  take  the  heav’nly  bread. 

4  Down 'from  the  palace  of  the  Ikies, 

Hither  the  King  defeends ; 

“  Come  my  beloved  eat  (he  cries) 

And  drink  falvation,  friends. 

5  My  flefti  is  food  and  phyfick  too, 

A  balm  for  all  your  pains  : 

And  the  red  ftreams  of  pardon  flow 
From  thefe  my  pierced  veins. 

6  Hofanna  to  his  bounteous  love, 

For  ftich  a  feaft  below  ! 

And  yet  he  feeds  his  faints  above 
With  nobler  bleflings  too. 

7  [Come,  the  dear  day,  the  glorious  hour/ 

That  brings  our  fouls  to  reft  ; 

Then  we  fliall  need  thele  types  norn^fc* 
But  dwell  at  th’  heavTily  feaft. J 
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XVI.  COMMON  METRE. 

The  Agonies  of  Christ. 

i  VTOW  let  our  pains  be  all  forgot, 
JlM  Our  hearts  no  more  repine’ ; 


XVII,  XVIII,  XIX. 
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5  Th*  angelick  hott  above 
Can  never  tafte  this  food  ; 

They  featt  upon  their  Maker’s  love, 
But  not  a  Saviour’s  blood. 


Our  fufFrings  are  not  worth  a  thought, 
Lord,  when  compar’d  with  thine. 

2,  In  lively  figures  here  we  fee 

The  bleeding  Prince  of  Love  $ 

Each  of  us  hope  he  dy’d  for  me, 

And  then  our  griefs  remove. 

3  [Our  humble  faith  here  takes  her  rife, 
While  fitting  round  his  board  $ 

And  back,  to  Calvary  fhe  flies, 

To  view  her  groaning  Lord. 

pr  Plis  foul,  what  agonies  it  felt 

When  his  own  God  withdrew  ; 

And  the  large  load  of  all  our  guilt, 

Lay  heavy  on  him  too. 

5  But  the  divinity  within, 

Supported  him  to  bear  : 

Dyi  ng  he  conquer’d  hell  and  fin  ! 

And  made  his  triumph  there.] 

6  Grace, wifdom,juftice, join’d  and  wrought 

The  wonders  of  that  day  : 

No  mortal  tongue,  nor  mortal  thought, 
Can  equal  thanks  repay. 

7  Our  hymns  fhould  found  like  thofe  above 

Could  we  our  voices  raife  ; 

Yet,  Lord,  our  hearts  (hall  -all  be  love, 
And  all  our  lives  be  praife. 


6  On  us  th’  almighty  Lord 
Beflows  this  matchlefs  grace, 

And  meets  us  with  fome  cheering  word. 
With  pleafure  in  his  face. 

7  Come,  all  ye  drooping  faints-. 

And  banquet  with  the  King  ; 

This  wine  will  drown  your  fad  complaints. 
And  tune  your  voice  to  fing. 

8  Salvation  to  the  name 
Of  our  adored  drift  : 

Thro’  this  wide  earth  his  grace  proclaim, 
His  glory  in  the  high’#. 


XVII.  SHORT'  METRE. 


Incomparable  Food  :  Or,  The  ELfh  and  Blood 

Of  CHRIST. 


*W 


E  fins;  th’  amazing  deeds 


That  grace  divine  performs  ; 
Th’  eternal  God  comes  down  and  bleeds, 
To  nqurifh  dying  worms. 

n  This  foul  reviving  wine, 

Dear  Saviour,  ’tis  thy  bbood  ; 

We  thank  thqt  facred  flefh  of  thine. 

For  this  immortal  food. 

3  The  banquet  that  we  eat 

Is  made  of  heav’nly  things  ; 

E^rth  hath  no  dainties  half  fo  fvyeet 
As  our  Redeemer  brings. 

4  la  vain  had  Adam  fought. 

And  fearch’d  his  garden  round, 

for  there  was  no  fuch  blefled  fruit 
In  the  happy  ground, 


XVIII.  LONG  METRE. 
The  fame, 

fESUS !  we  bow  before  thy  feet ! 


1 

J  Thy  table  is  divinely  ftor’d  ; 

Thy  facred  flefh  our  fouls  have  eat, 

’Tis  living  bread  ;  we  thank  thee,  Lord  I 

2  And  here  we  drink  our  Saviour’s  blood  : 
We  thank  thee,  Lord!  ’tis gen ’rous wine, 
Mingled  with  love  the  fountain  flow’d 
From  that  dear  bleedinjrJieart  of  thinev 


3  On  earth  is  no  fuch  fweetnefs  found, 
For  the  Lamb’s  flefh  is  heav’nly  food : 
In  vain  we  fearch  the  globe  around 
For  bread  fo  fine,  or  wine  fo  good. 

4  Carnal  provifions  can  at  beft. 

But  cheer  the  heart  or  warm  the  head  j 


But  the  rich  cordial  that  we  take. 


Gives  life  eternal  to  the  dead. 


r5  Joy  to  the  Matter  of  the  featt, 

His  name  our  fouls  forever  blefs  ; 

To  God  the  King,  and  God  the  Frieft, 
A  lerud  hofanna  round  the  place. 


XIX. 


LONG  METRE. 

i 

Glory  in  the  Crofs  :  Or,  Not  afhamed  of  Christ 

Crucified.- 


1  A  T  thy  command,  our  dearett  Lord, 
£\ 


Here  we  attend  thy  dying  featt 
Thy  blood,  like  wine,  adorns  thy  board, 
And  thine  own  flefh  feeds  ev’ry  gueft. 

2  Our  faith  adores  thy  bleeding  love. 
And  trutt  for  life  in  one  that  dy’d  ; 

We  hope  for  heav’nly  crowns  above3 
From  a  Pvedeemer  crucifVd. 
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3  Let  the  vain  world  pronounce  it  fhame, 
And  fling  their  fcandals  on  thecaule  ; 
We  come  to  boafi  our  Saviour's  name, 
And  make  our  triumphs  in  his  crofs. 

4  With  joy  We  tell  the  fc  offing  age, 

He  that  was  dead  has  left  his  tomb, 
lie  lives  above  their  utmofi  rage, 

And  we  are  waiting  till  he  come. 


xx.  common  metre. 

The  Prnvifions  for  the  Table  of  our  Lord  : 
Or,  The  Tree  of  Life,  and  River  of  Love. 

iT  ORD  we  adore  thy  bounteous  hand, 
JL^  And  fing  the  folemn  feafi, 

Where  fvveet  celeftial  dainties  Hand, 

For  ev’ry  willing  gueft. 

2  [The  tree  of  life  adorns  the  board 

With  rich  immortal  fruit. 

And  ne'er  an  angry  flaming  fvvord 
To  guard  the  paffage  to’t. 

3  T  he  cup  Hands  crown'd  with  living  juice, 

The  fountain  flows  above, 

And  r  uns  down  dreaming,  for  our  ufe, 
In  rivulets  of  love.] 

4  The  food's  prepar'd  by  heav'nly  art, 

The  pi  eafure's  well  refin’d  ; 

They  fpread  new'  life  through  ev’ry  heart, 
And  cheer  the  drooping  mind. 

5  Shout  and  proclaim  the  Saviour's  love, 

Ye  faints  that  tafie  his  wine  ; 

Join  with  your  kindred  faints  above, 

In  loud  Hofannas  join. 

6  A  thoufand  glories  to  the  God 

That  gives  fuch  joy  as  this  ; 

Hofanna  !  let  it  found  abroad, 

And  reach  where  JeJ'us  is. 


XXI.  COMMON  METRE. 

The  triumphal  Feafi  for  Christ’s  Vi&orv 
over  Sin,  and  Death,  and  Hell, 

1  ]et  us  lift  our  voices  high, 
V-'  High  as  pur  joys  arife, 

And  join  the  fongs  above  the  fky, 
Where  pleafure  never  dies. 

2  Jefusj  the  God,  that  fought  and  bled, 

And  conquer'd  when  he  fell ; 

That  rofe,  and  at  his  chariot  wheels 
d  alj  the  j>owV$  of  Iiell.j 


3  [  Jt-JuSy  the  God,  incites  us  here 

T  o  this  triumphal  feafi, 

And  brings  immortal  bleffings  down 
For  each  redeemed  guefi.j 

4  The  Lord  1  how  glorious  is  his  face  1 

How  kind  his  fmiles  appear  1 
And  oh  !  what  melting  words  he  fays 
To  ev’ry  humble  ear. 

5  “  For  you  the  children  of  my  love. 

It  was  for  you  I  dy’d  ; 

Behold  my  hands,  behold  my  feet. 

And  look  into  my  fide. 

6  Thefe  are  the  wounds  for  you  I  bore 

The  tokens  of  my  pains, 

When  I  came  down  to  free  your  fouls 
From  mifery  and  chains. 

7  [Juflice  unfheath’d  its  fi’ry  fvvord. 

And  plung’d  it  in  my  heart  j 
Infinite  pangs  for  you  I  bore, 

Andrnoft  tormenting  fmart. 

8  When  hell,  and  all  its  fpiteful  pow'rs, 

Stood  dreadful  in  my  way, 

To  refcue  thofedear  lives  of  yours 
I  gave  my  own  away. 

9  But  while  I  bled,  and  groan’d,  and  dy'd, 

1  ruin’d  Satan’s  throne  ; 

High  on  my  crofs  I  hung,  and  fpy’d 
T  he  monfier  tumbling  down. 

to  Now  you  muff  triumph  at  my  feafi, 

And  tafie  my  fiefh,  mv  blood, 

And  live  eternal  ages  blefs’d, 

For  ’tis  immortal  food.-” 

1 1  Victorious  God  !  what  can  we  pay 

For  favours  fo  divine  ? 

We  would  devote  our  hearts  away 
To  be  forever  thine.] 

12  We  give  thee,  l  ord,  our  highefi  praife. 

The  tribute  of  our  tongues  ; 

But  themes  fo  infinite  as  thefe 
Exceed  our  noblefi  fongs. 


XXII.  LONG  METRE. 

'  The  Companion  of  a  (lying  Christ. 

UR  fpiritsjoin  t 'adore  the  Lamb  ; 
Ob,  that  Our  feeble  lips  could  move 
In  ft  rams  immortal  as  his  name, 

And  inciting  as  his  dying  love  ! 


_ 


VS 
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2  Was  ever  equal  pity  found  ? 

The  prince  of  heav’n  refigns  his  breath, 
And  pours  his  life  out  on  the  ground, 
To  ranfom  guilty  worms  from  death. 

3  [  Rebels,  we  broke  our  Maker’s  laws  ; 
He  from  the  threat’ning  fets  us  free, 
Bore  the  lull  vengeance  on  his  crofs, 
And  nail’d  the  curfes  to  the  tree.] 

4 [The  law  proclaims  no  terrour  now, 
And  Sinai’ s  thunder  roars  no  mere  ; 
From  all  his  wounds  new  bleflings  flow, 
A  fea  of  joy  without  a  fhore. 

5  Here  we  have  wafh’dour  deepefl  ftains, 
And  heal’d  our  wounds  with  heav’nly 

blood  ; 

Blefs’d  fountain  !  fpringing  from  the  veins 
Of  Jefus  our  incarnate  God.] 

6  In  vain  our  mortal  voices  drive 
To  fpeak  companion  fo  divine  : 

Had  we  a  thoufand  lives  to  give, 

A  thoufand  lives  fliould  all  be  thine. 


XXIII.  COMMON  METRE. 

Grace  an  i  Glory  by  the  death  of  christ. 

j[QITTING  around  our  father’s  board, 
We  raife  our  tuneful  breath  ; 

Gur  faith  beholds  her  dying  Lord, 

And  dooms  our  fins  to  death. 

2  We  fee  the  blood  of  Jefus  fhed, 

Whence  all  our  pardons  rife  ; 

The  linner  views  th’  atonement  made, 
And  loves  the  facrifice. 

3  Thy  cruel  thorns,  thy  fhameful  crofs, 

Procure  us  heav’niy  crowns  : 

Our  higheft  gain  fprings  from  thy  lofs  ; 
Our  healing  from  thy  wounds. 

4  Oh  !  ’tis  impoflible  that  we, 

Who  dwell  in  feeble  clay. 

Should  equal  fuff ’rings  bear  for  thee, 
Or  equal  thanks  repay. 


XXIV.  COMMON  METRE. 

f 

Pardon  and  Strength  from  christ. 

i  TpATHER,  we  wait  to  feel  thy  grace, 
JL  To  fee  thy  glory  thine  ; 

The  Lord  with  his  own  table  blefs, 
And  make  the  feaft  divine. 
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z  We  touch,  we  tafte  (he  heav’nly  bread, 
We  drink  the  facred  cup  ; 

With  outward  forms  our  fenfe  is  fed, 
Our  fouls  rejoice  in  hope. 

3  We  fhall  appear  before  the  throne 

Of  our  forgiving  God, 

Drefs’d  in  the  garments  of  his  Son, 

And  fprinkled  with  his  blood. 

4  We  fhall  be  ftrong  to  run  the  race, 

And  climb  the  upper  fky  ; 

Chrifl  will  provide  our  fouls  with  grace, 
He  bought  a  large  fupply. 

5  [Let  us  indulge  a  cheerful  frame, 

For  joy  becomes  a  fealt  ! 

We  love  the  mem’ry  of  his  name, 

More  than  the  wine  we  tafte.  j 


XXV.  CO  MMON  METRE. 
Divine  Glories  and  Graces. 

1  T  T OW  are  thy  glories  here  difplay’d, 
II  Great  God  !  how  bright  they  fhine; 
While  at  thy  word,  we  break  the  bread, 
And  pour  the  flowing  wine  I 

Here  thy  revenging  juftice  ftands, 

And  pleads  its  dreadful  caufe  ; 

Here  faving  mercy  fpreads  her  hands 
Like  Jefus  on  the  crofs. 

3  Thy  faints  attend  with  ev”ry  grace 

On  this  great  facrifice; 

And  love  appears  with  cheerful  face. 
And  faith  with  fixed  eyes. 

4  Our  hope  in  waiting  pofture  fits. 

To  heav’n  directs  her  fight  ; 

Fie  re  ev'ry  warmer  paffion  meets, 

And  warmer  pow’rs  unite. 

5  Zeal  and  revenge  perform  their  part. 

And  riling  fin  deftroy  ; 

Repentance  comes  with  aching  heart. 
Yet  not  forbids  the  joy. 

6  Dear  Saviour,  change  our  faith  to  fight; 

Let  fin  for  ever  die  : 

Then  fhall  our  fouls  be  all  delight. 

And  ev’ry  tear  be  dry. 
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XXIX,  XXX. 


I  CANNOT  perfuade  rnyfelf  to  put  a  full  Period  to  thefe  Divine  Hymns,  until  I  have  ad- 
drefied  a  fpecial  Song  of  Glory  to  Go.d  the  Father,  the  Son,  and  the'  Holy  Spirit.  Thought 
the  Latin  name  of  it,  Gloria  Patri,  he  retained  in  the  Engliflo  Nation  from  the  Roman  Church  5 
and  though  there  may  be  fome  ExcelTes  of  fuperftitious  Honour  paid  to  the  words  of  it,  which 
may  have  wrought  fome  unhappy  prejudices  in  weaker  Chriftiansj  yeti  believe  it  hill  to  be 
one  of  the  nobleft  parts  of  Chrillian  Worfliip.  The  fubjedf  of  it  is  the  doctrine  of  the  Trinity, 
which  is  that  peculiar  Glory  of  the  Divine  Nature,  that  our  Lord  Jafus  Chrijl  ha*»  fo  clearly  re¬ 
vealed  unto  Men,  and  is  fo  neceflary  to  true  Chriftianity.  The  Adtion  is  Praife,  which  is  one 
of  the  moft  complete  and  exalted  Parts  of  heavenly  Worfhip.  1  have  call  the  Song  into  a  Va¬ 
riety  of  Forms,  and  have  fitted  it,  by  a  plain  Verfion,  or  a  larger  Paraphrafe,  to  be  lung  either 
alone,  or  at  the  conclufion  of  another  Hymn.— I  have  a!fo  added  a  few’  Ilojfannas,  or  Afcription& 
of  Salvation  toChrift,  in  the  fame  Manner,  and  for  the  fame  End. 


A  SONG  of  PRAISE  to  the  ever^bleffed 
trinity,  god  the  father,  son,  and 
spirit. 

XXVI.  1ft  LONG  METRE. 


XXVIII.  lit  SHORT  METRE* 

1  T  ET  God  the  Father  live 
jLv  For  ever  on  our  tongues  ; 

Sinners  from  his  firft  love  derive 


1  T>  LESS’D  be  the  Father  and  his  love, 
JO  To  vvhofe  celeftial  fource  we  owe 
Fivers  of  endlefs  joy  above, 

And  rills  of  comfort  here  below. 

2  Glory  to  thee  great  Son  of  God, 

From  whofe  dear  wounded  body  rolls 
A  precious  ffream  of  vital  blood, 

Pardon  and  life,  for  dying  fouls. 

3  We  give  thee,  facrcd  Spirit,  praife, 
Who,  in  our  hearts  of  fin  and  woe, 
Makes  living  fprings  of  grace  arife, 

And  into  boundlefs  glory  flow. 

t 

4  Thus  God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 
And  God  the  Spirit  we  adore, 

That  fea  of  life  and  love  unknown, 
Without  a  bottom  or  a  fiiore. 

1  , 


The  ground  of  all  their  fongs. 

2  Ye  faints  employ  your  breath, 

In  honour  to  the  Son,  [death,, 

Who  brought  your  fouls  from  heil  and 
By  off’ring  up  his  own. 

3  Give  to  the  Spirit  praife 
Of  an  immortal  ftrain> 

Whofe  light,  and  pow’r,  and  grace  conveys 
Salvation  down  to  men. 

4  While  God,  the  Comforter, 

Reveals  our  pardon’d  fin, 

O  may  the  blood  and  water  bear, 

The  fame  record  within. 

5  To  the  great  One,  and  Three, 

That  feai  this  grace  in  heav’n. 

The  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit  be 
Eternal  glory  giv'n. 


XXVII.  lit  COMMON  METRE. 

j  LORY  to  God  the  Father’s  name, 
vJ  Who,  from  our  finful  race, 

Chofe  out  his  fav’rites  to  proclaim 
The  honours  of  his  grace. 

2  Glory  to  God  the  Son  be  paid. 

Who  dwelt  in  humble  clay. 

And,  to  redeem  us  from  the  (lead, 
Gave  his  own  life  away. 

3  Glory  to  God  the  Spirit  give, 

From  whofe  almighty  pow’r 
Our  fouls  their  heav’njy  birth  derive, 
And  blefs  the  happy  hour. 

4  Glory  to  God  that  reigns  above, 

Tin’  eternal  Three  in  One, 

Who  by  the  wonders  of  his  love, 

Has  made  his  nature  known. 


XXIX  2d  LONG  METRE* 

GLORY  to  God  the  Trinity, 

Whofe  name  has  myfleries  unknown: 

Ineifence  One,  in  perfons  Three  • 

A  focial  nature,  yet  alone. 

2  When  all  our  nobleff  pow’rsare  join’d 
The  honours  of  thy  name  to  raife  ; 

Thy  glories  over- match  oyr  mind,* 

And  angels  faint  beneath  the  praife. 


XXX.  2d  COMMON  METRE, 

1  1  God  mercy  *)e  ador’d 
JL  Who  calls  our  fouls  from  death 
V»  ho  laves  by  his  redeeming  word 
A  new  creating  breath. 
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2  Topraife  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 
And  Spirit,  all  divide — 

The  One  in  Three,  and  Three  in  One, 
Let  laints  and  angels  join. 


XXXI.  2d  SHORT  METRE. 

1  T  ET  God  the  Maker’s  name 
X_j  Have  honour,  love,  and  fear, 

To  God  the  Saviour,  pay  the  fame, 

And  God  the  Comforter. 

2  Father  of  lights  above. 

Thy  mercy  we  adore, 

The  Son  of  thy  eternal  love. 

And  Spirit  of  thy  pgw’r. 


XXXII.  3d  LONG  METRE. 

TO  God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 
And  God  the  Spirit,  Th  ree  in  One, 
Be  honour,  praife,  and  glory  giv’n, 

By  ail  on  earth,  and  all  in  heav’n. 


XXXIII.  OR  THUS. 

ALL  glory  to  the  wondTous  name. 
Father  of  mercy,  God  of  love  : 
Thus  we  exalt  the  Lord,  the  Lamb, 
And  thus  vve  praife  the  heav'nly  Dove. 


X  XX  IV.  3d  C  O  M  M  O  N  METRE. 

NOW  let  the  Father  and  the  Son, 

And  Spirit  be  ador’d, 

Where  there  are  works  to  make  him  known 
Or  faints  to  love  the  Lord. 


XXXV.  OR  THUS. 

ONOUR  to  the  Almighty  Three, 
And  everlafling  One  ; 

All  glory  to  the  Father  be, 

The  Spirit,  and  the  Son. 


XXXVI.  3d  SHORT  METRE. 

YE  angels  round  the  throne, 

And  laints  that  dwell  below, 
Worfhip  the  Father,  love  the  Son,  • 

And  bid’s  the  Spirit  too.  f 


XXXVII.  OR  THUS. 

GIVE  to  the  Father  praife, 
Give  glory  to  the  Son  : 
And  to  the  Spirit  of  his  grace 
Be  equal  honour  done. 


XXXVIII.  PARTICULAR  METRE. 
Song  of  Praife  to  the  bleffed  Trinity. 

1  T  GIVE  immortal  praife 

X  To  God  the  Father’s  love, 
For  all  my  comforts  here, 

And  better  hopes  above. 

Fie  lent  his  own 
Eternal  Son, 

To  die  for  fins, 

That  man  had  done. 

2  To  God  the  Son  belongs 
Immortal  glory  too; 

Who  bought  us  with  his  blood 
From  everlafting  woe  : 

And  now  he  lives, 

And  now  he  reigns^ 

Aud  fees  the  fruit 
Of  all  his  pains. 

3  To  God  the  Spirit’s  name 
Tm mortal  worfhip  give, 

Whole  new-creating  pow’r 
Makes  the  dead  finnerlive  i 
His  work  completes 
The  great  delign, 

And  fills  the  foul 
With  joy  divine. 

4  Almighty  God  !  to  thee 
Be  endlefs  honour  done, 

The  undivided  Three, 

And  the  myfferious  One  : 

Where  reafon  fails 
With  all  her  pow’rs, 

There  faith  prevails, 

And  love  adores. 


XXXIX.  PARTICULAR  METRE. 

i  r~|~^0  him  that  chofe  us  firft, 

A  Before  the  world  began  3 
To  him  that  bore  the  curfe. 

To  lave  rebellious  man  5 
To  him  that  form’d 
Our  hearts  anew. 

Is  endlefs  praife 
And  glory  due? 
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2  The  Father's  love  fhall  run 

Through  our  immortal  Tongs  ? 
We  bring  to  God  the  Son, 

Hof  annas  on  our  tongues  ; 

Our  lips  addrefs  . 

The  Spirit’s  name 
With  equal  praife, 

And  zeal  the  Tame. 

i 

3  Let  ev'ry  Taint  above. 

And  angels  round  the  throne, 

For  ever  bleTs  and  love 
The  Tacred  Three  in  One  ; 

Thus  heav'n  fhall  raiTe 
His  honours  high, 

When  earth  and  time 
Grow  old  and  die. 


TjXLII,  XLlII,  XL1V}  xiv0 

XL.  3d  PARTICULAR  METRE, 

O  God  the  Father's  throne 
Perpetual  honours  raife  \ 

Glory  to  God  the  Son, 

To  God  the  Spirit  praiTe: 

And  while  our  lips 
Their  tribute  bring* 

Our  faith  adores 
The  name  we  Ting. 

XLI.  OR  THUS, 

O  our  eternal  God 
The  Father  and  the  Son* 

And  Spirit  all  divine, 

Three  myfleries  in  one  : 

Salvation,  pow'r, 

And  praiTe  be  giv'n. 

By  all  on  earth 
And  all  in  heav'n. 


E 


fbe  H  O  S 

Or,  SALVATION 
XLII.  LONG  METRE. 

HOSANNA  to  King  David's  Son, 
Who  reigns  on  a  fuperiour  throne  \ 
We  bleTs  the  Prince  of  heav’nly  birth, 
Who  brings  Talvation  down  to  earth. 

2  Let  ev'ry  nation,  ev'ry  age, 

In  this  delightful  work  engage  $ 

Old  men  and  babes  in  Sion  fing 
The  growing  glories  of  her  King. 


XLIII.  COMMON  METRE. 

1  T  T  OS  ANNA  to  the  Prince  of  grace, 
JLJL  Sion,  behold  thy  King  ; 
Proclaims  the  Son  of  David’s  race, 

Arid  teach  the  babes  to  Ting. 

2  Hofanna  to  th'  incarnate  Word, 

Who  from  the  Father  came  ; 

ATcribe  falvation  to  the  Lord, 

With  blefli  ngs  on  his  name. 


XLIV.  SHORT  METRE* 

1  T  T OS  ANN  A  to  the  Son, 

XX  Of  David  and  of  God, 

Who  brought  the  news  of  pardon  down, 
And  bought  it  with  his  blood. 


ANNA: 

afcribed  to  CHRIST \ 

2  To  Chrift  th’  anointed  Kin^ 

Be  endlefs  bleflings  giv’n  ; 

Let  the  whole  earth  his  glory  fing, 
Who  made  our  peace  with  heav'rtf 


X  L  V.  PARTICULAR  METRE}* 

Hosanna  to  the  King 

Of  David’s  ancient  blood, 

Behold  he  comes  to  bring 
Forgiving  grace  from  God  i 
Lot  old  and  young 
Attend  his  way, 

And  at  his  feet 
Their  honours  lay. 

1  G.lory  to  God  on  high, 

Salvation  to  th«  Lamb  ; 

Let  earth,  and  fea,  and  fky 
His  wond’rous  love  proclaim  * 

Upon  his  head 
Shall  honours  r ell, 

And  ev’ry  age 
Pronounce  him  blefl* 


END  of  the  THIRD  BOOK, 

C  c 
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HYMN. 


or  Third  Book  5  the  Figures  dirett  to 


ADORE  and  tremble,  for  our  God 
Alas,  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed 
All  mortal  vanities  be  gone 
And  are  we  wretches  yet  alive 

And  inuft  this  body  die 

And  now  the  fcales  have  left  mine  eyes 
Arife  my  foul,  my  joyful  powers 
At  thy  command,  our  deareft  Lord 
Attend  while  God’s  exalted  Son 
Awake,  my  heart,  arife  my  tongue 
Awake  our  fouls,  away  our  fears 
Away  from  every  mortal  care 

B 

Backward  with  humble,  &c. 

Begin  my  tongue,  fome  heav’nly,  Sec. 
Behold  how  tinners  difagree 
Behold  the  blind  their  light  receive 
Behold  the  glories  of  the  Lamb 
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Behold  the  grace  appears 


Behold  the  potter  and  the  clay 
Behold  the  rofe  of  Sharon  here 
Behold  the  woman’s  promis’d  feed^  - 
Behold  the  wretch  whofe  luft  and  wine 
Behold  what  wond’rous  grace  - 
Blefs’d  are  the  humble  fouls  that  fee 

Blefs’d  be  the  everlafting  God  -  - 

Blefs’d  be  the  father  and  his  love 
Blefs’d  is  the  man  whofe  cautious  feet 


Blels’d  morning  !  whofe  young,  Sec. 


-  a 


Blefs’d  with  the  joys  of  innocence 
Blood  has  a  voice  to  pierce  the  ikies 
Bright  King  of  Glory,  dreadful  God 
Broad  is  the  road  that  leads  to  death 
Bury’d  in  ihadows  of  the  night 
But  few  among  the  carnal  wife  -  - 

c 

CAN  creatures,  to  perfe&ion,  find  - 
Chrift  and  bis  crofs  is  all  our  theme 
Come,  all  harmonious  tongues 
Come,  deareft  Lord,  defcend  and  dwell 
Come,  happy  fouls,  approach  your  God 
Come  hither,  all  ye  weary  fouls 
Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heav’nly  Dove  - 
Corrte,  let  us  join  a  joyful  tune 
Come,  let  us  join  our  cheerful  fongs 
Come,  let  us  lift  our  joyful  eyes 
Come,  let  us  lift  our  voices  high 
Come,  we  that  love  the  Lord  -  - 

Daughters  ofZion,  come,&c. 

Dear  Lord,  behold  our  fore  diftrefs 
Dearth  of  ail  the  names  above  _  >- 
Death  cannot  make  our  fouls  afraid  - 
Death  may  difiblve  my  body  now 
Death  !  *tis  a  melancholy  day 
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Do  we  not  know  that  folemn  word 
Down  headlong  from  their  native  ikies  - 
Dread  Sov’reign,  let  my  ev’ning  fong 

E 

ERE  the  blue  heav’ns  were.  Sec.  - 
Eternal  Sov’reign  of  the  iky  -  - 

Eternal  fpirit  we  confefs 

F 

FAITH  is  the  brighteft  evidence 
Far  from  my  thoughts,  vain  &c. 
Father,  I  long,  1  faint  to  fee 
Father,  we  wait  to  feel  thy  grace 
Firm  and  unmov’d  are  they 
Firm  as  the  earth  the  gofpel  ftands 
From  heav’n  the  finning  angels  fell 
From  thee,  my  God,  my  joys  ihali  rife 

G 

GENTILES  by  Nature,  we  belong 
Give  me  the  wings  of  faith  to  rife 
3'jGlory  to  God  the  Trinity 
iiyjGlory  to  God  that  walks  the  iky  *  - 

Glory  to  God  the  Father’s  name  -  - 

God  is  a  fpirit  juft  and  wife 
God  of  the  morning,  at  whofe  voice  - 
God  of  the  feas,  thy  thund’ring  voice 
God  !  the  eternal  awful  name  -  -  - 

God,  who  in  various  methods  told  - 
Go  preach  my  Gofpel,  faith  the  Lord 
Go  worfhip  at  Immanuel’s  feet  -  - 

Great  God,  how  infinite  art  thou 
Great  God  1  own  thy  fentence  juft: 
Great  God  thy  glory  ihali  employ  .  -  - 

Great  God,  to  what  a  glorious  height  - 
Great  King  ©f  Glory  and  of  Grace  - 
Great  was.  the  day,  the  joy  was  great  - 


a 

b 

b 


122 

96 

7 


2 

149 

133 


a 

b 

b 

c 

a 

a 

b 

b 


120 

15 

68 

24 

23 

138 

97 

75 


68 

135 

123 

64 

102 

26 

26 

V 

7o 

128 

118 

15s 

96 


a 

b 

c 

b 

c 

a 

a 

b 

b 

a 

a 

a 

b 

a 

b 

b 

b 

b 


IT4 

140 

29 

59 

27 

136 

79 

70 

27 

si 

12* 

I4< 

6; 

( 

16; 

u; 

15! 

14' 


H 


b 

a 

b 

a 

b 

a 

b 

c 

a 

b 

c 

b 


170 

119 

84 

135 

103 

127 

34 

8 

62 

ic8 

21 

3c 


HAD  I  the  tongues  of  Greeks,  &c. 
Happy  the  church,  thou  facred,  &c« 
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Deceiv’d  byfubtle  fnares  o 


f  hell 


Deep  in  the  duft  before  thy  throne 
Dcfcend  from  heav’n,  immortal  Dove 
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Happy  the  heart  where  graces  reign  - 
Hark  !  from  the  tombs  a  doleful  found 
Hark  !  the  Redeemer  from  on  high  - 
Hear  what  the  voice  from  heav’n.  Se c. 
Hence  from  my  foul  fad  thoughts,  See. 
Here  at  thy  crofs,  my  dying  God  - 
High  as  the  heav’ns  above  the  ground 
High  on  a  hill  of  dazzling  light 
Hofanna,  Sec.  ~  ~  ~  C 

Hofanna  to  our  conquering  King  - 
Hofanna  to  the  Prince  of  light 
Hofanna  to  the  royal  fon 
Hofanna  with  a  cheerful  found  ^  - 
How  are  thy  glories  here  difplay’d  - 
How  beauteous  are  their  feet 
How  can  1  fink  with  fuch  a  prop  - 
How  condefcending  and  how  kind 
How  full  of  anguiih  is  the  thought  - 
Huw  heavy  is  the  night 
How  honorable  is  the  place 
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23! How  large  the  promise,  how  divine 
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How  oft  have  fin  and  Satan  ftrore  - 
How  rich  are  thy  provisions  Lord 
H  ow  fad  our  ftate  by  nature  i« 

How  fiiall  ]  praife  th’  eternal  God 
How  Short  and  hafty  is  our  life 
How  Should  the  fons  of  Adam’s  race 
How  tlrong  thine  arm  is,  mighty  God 
How  fweet  and  awful  is  the  place 
How  vain  are  all  things  here  below 
How  wond’rous  great, how  glorious  bright  b 

I  CANNOT  bear  thine  abfence,  Lord 
I  give  immortal  praife 
I  hate  the  tempter  and  his  charms 
I  lift  my  banner,  faith  the  Lord 
I  love  the  windows  ot  thy  grace 
I’m  not  afham’d  to  own  my  Lord 
I  fend  the  joys  of  earth  away 
I  fing  my  Saviour’s  wond’rous  death 
Jehovah  fpeaks,  let  Ifrael  hear  . 

Jehovah  reigns,  his  throne  is  high  - 
"efus,  in  thee  our  eyes  behold  - 
efus  invites  his  faints 
efus  is  gone  above  the  Ikies 
efus,  the  man  of  conftant  grief 
efus,  we  ble,fs  thy  Father’s  name  *  - 
jefus,  we  bow  before  thy  feet 
Jefus,  with  all  thy  faints  above  - 
In  Gabriel’s  hand  a  mighty  (lone  -  - 
In  thine  own  ways,  O  God  of  love 
In  vain  the  wealthy  mortals  toil 

In  vain  we  lavifh  out  our  lives  -  - 

Infinite  grief  !  amazing  woe 
Join  all  the  glorious  names 
Join  all  the  names  of  love  and  power  - 
Is  this  the  kind  return 

K 

X/'IND  is  the  fpeech  of  Chrift  our  Lord  a 

LADEN  with  guilt  and  full  of  fears 
Let  all  our  tongues  be  one  -  - 

Let  everlafting  glories  crown 
Let  ev’ry  mortal  ear  attend 
Let  God  the  Father  live 
Let  God  the  Maker’s  name 
Let  him  embrace  my  foul  and  live 
Let  me  but  hear  my  Saviour  fay  -  - 

Let  mortal  tongues  attempt  to  fing 

Let  others  boaft  how  ftrong  they  be 

Let  Pharifees  of  high  efteem 
Let  the  old  Heathens  tune  their  fongs 
Let  the  fev’nth  Angel  found  on  nigh  - 
Let  the  whole  race  of  creatures  lie 
Let  the  wild  Leopards  of  the  wood 
Let  them  negledb  thy  glory,  Lord  -  - 
Let  us  adore  th’  eternal  word^ 

Life  and  immortal  joys  are  given  -  - 
Life  is  the  time  to  ferve  the  Lord  -  - 
Lift  up  your  eyes  to  th’  heavenly  feat 
Like  fhecp  we  went  aftray  - 
Lo the  young  tribes  cf  Adam  rife 
Lo  what  a  glorious  fight  appears  -  * 

Lo  what  an  entertaining  fight  -  -  - 

Lo  thd  deftroying  angel  fiies 
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Long  have  I  fat  beneath  the  found  - 
Look,  gracious  God,  how  num  ious  they 
Lord,  at  thy  temple  we  appear 
Lord,  how  divine  thy  comforts  are 
Lord,  how  fecure  and  blefs’d  are  they 
Lord,  how  fecure  my  confcience  was  - 
Lord,  we  adore  thy  bounteous  hand 
Lord,  we  adore  thy  vaft  defigns  - 
Lord,  we  are  blind,  we  mortals  blind  • 
Lord,  we  confefs  our  num’rous  faults  - 
Lord,  what  a  feeble  piece  .- 
Lord,  what  a  heaven  of  faving  grace 
Lord,  what  a  thoughtlefs  wretch  was  I 
Lord,  what  a  wretched  land  is  this  - 
Lord,  when  my  thoughts  with  wonder  roll 
Loud  hallelujahs  to  the  Lord 

'  M 

MAN  has  a  foul  of  vaft  defires  - 

Miftaken  fouls  that  dream  of  heav  n 

My  dear  Redeemer  and  my  Lord 

My  drowfy  pow’rs,  why  Deep  ye  fo 
My  God,  how  endlefs  is  thy  love  - 
My  God,  my  life,  my  love  -  -  - 

My  God,  my  portion  and  my  love 

My  God,  permit  me  not  to  be  ^  -  - 

My  God,  the  fpring  of  all  my  joys  -  - 

My  God,  what  endlefs  pleafures^  dwell 
My  heart  how  dreadful  hard  :t  is  - 
My  Saviour  God,  my  fovereign  Prince 
My  foul  come  meditate  the  day  -  - 

My  foul  forfakesher  vain  delight  - 
My  thoughts  on  awful  fubjedts  roll 
My  thoughts  furmount  thefe  lower  fkies 

N 

NAKED  as  from  the  earth  we  came 
Nature  with  all  her  pow’r  fh all  fing 
Nature  with  open  volume  ftands  -  - 

No,  I’ll  repine  at  death  no  more  -  - 

No,  1  fiiall  envy  them  no  more  -  -  - 

No  more,  my  God,  I  boaft  no  more 
Nor  eye  has  feen,  nor  ear  has  heard  - 
Not  all  the  blood  of  beafts 
Not  all  the  outward  forms  on  earth  - 
Not  different  food  or  different  drefs  - 
Not  from  the  duft  afflidtion  grows  -  - 
Not  the  malicious  or  profane  - 
Not  to  condemn  the  fons  of  men 
Not  to  the  terrours  of  the  Lora  -  - 
Not  with  our  mortal  eyes  - 
Now  be  the  God  ot  Ifrae!  blefs’d  - 
Now  by  the  bowels  of  my  God  -  ■» 

Now  for  a  tune  of  lofty  praife  -  - 

Now  have  our  hearts  embrac’d  our  God 
Now  in  the  galleries  of  his  grace  -  - 

Now  in  the  heat  of  youthful  blood 
Now  let  a  fpacious  world  arife 
Now  let  our  pains  be  all  forgot  -  - 

Now  let  the  Lord  my  Saviour. fmile 
Now  Satan  comes  with  dreadful  roar  - 
Now  ihall  my  inward  joys  arife  -  - 

Now  to  the  Lord  a  noble  fong  -  *  - 

Now  to  the  Lord  that  makes  us  know  - 
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55! Now  to  the  power  of  God  fupreme 
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T  ABLE. 


O 

FOR  an  overcoming  faith  -  a 
O  !  if  my  foul  were  form’d  for  woe  b 


o 

<J  the  Almighty  Lord 
O  the  delights,  the  heav’nly  joys  « 

Often  1  feek  my  Lord  by  night 

Once  more,  my  foul,  the  rifing  day  , 

Our  days,  alas,  our  mortal  days  -r  m 
Our  God,  how  firm  his  promile  ftands 
Our  fins,  alas  !  how  ftrong  they  be 
Our  louls  /hall  magnify  the  Lord  - 
pur  fpirits  join  jt’  adore  the  Lamb  - 

P 

PLUNG  Dina  gulph  of  dark  defpair 
1 1  aile,  everlafting  praife,  be  paid 
R 

RATSE  thee,  my  foul,  fly  up  and  run 
Kaife  our  triumphant  fongs  -  u 
liife,  rile,  my  foul,  and  leave  the  ground  b 

S 

SAINTS,  at  your  heav’nly,  See . 

Salvation!  O  the  joyful  found  - 
See  wheie  the  great  incarnate  God 

Shall  the  vile  race  of  fle/h  and  blood 
Shall  we  go  on  to  fin 
Shall  wifdom  cry  aloud  -  _ 

Shout  to  the  Lord,  and  let  our  joys  - 
S  n  has  a  thouland  treach’rcus  arts 
Sin,  like  a  venomous  difeafe 
S-ngto  the  Lord  that  built  the  /kies  - 
Sing  to  the  jL»ord  with  joyful  voice  — 
Sing  to  the  Lord,  ye  heav’nly  hofts 
Sitting  around  our'Father’s  board 
So  did  the  Hebrew  Prophet  raife 
So  let  our  lips  and  lives  exprefs  -  - 

So  new-born  babes  defire  the  bread  - 
"Stand  up,  my  foul,  /hake  off  thy  fears 
Stoop  down,  my  thoughts, that  ufe  to  rife 
Strait  is  the  way,  the  door  is  ftrait 

T 

TERRIBLE  God,  that  reign’ft, 

That  awful  day  will  furely  come 
Thee  we  adore,  Eternal  name 
The  glories  of  rny  Maker  God  -  » 

The  God  of  mercy  be  ador’d 

The  King  of  glory  fends  his  Son 

The  lands  that  long  in  darknefs  lsy 
The  law  by  Mofes  came 
T  he  law  commands  and  makes  us  know 
The  Lord  declares  his  will 
The  Lord  defeend  ing  from  above 
The  Lord  Jehovah  reigns 
The  Lord  on  high  proclaims 
The  majeflv  of  Solomon 
The  memory  of  our  dying  Lord 
The  promife  of  my  Father’s  love 
The  promife  was  divinely  free 
The  true  Mefiiah  now  appears 
The  vo  ice  of  my  beloved  founds 
The  wond’ring  world  enquires  to  know 
There  is  a  houfe  not  made  with  hands 
There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight 
There’s  no  ambition  fwells  my  heart 
There  was  an  hour  when  Chrift  rejoic’d 
yhefe  glorious  rpijids,  ho\y  bright,  &c 
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This  is  the  word  of  truth  and  love  - 
Ihoo,  whom  my  foul  admires  above  -* 
Thus  did  the  Ions  of  Abrah’m  pafs  - 
Thus  far  the  Lord  has  led  me  on  - 
Thus  faith  the  firft,  the  great  command 

Thus  faith  the  high  and  lofty  One  - 
Thus  faith  the  Ruler  of  the /kies 

Thus  faith  the  mercy  of  the  Lord 
Thus  faith  the  wifdom  of  the  Lord 
Thy  favours,  Lord,  furprife  our  fwuls 
Time,  what  an  empty  vapour  ’tis 
’Tis  by  the  faith  of  joys  to  come 
’Tis  from  the  treafures  of  his  word 
’Tis  not  the  law  of  ten  commands 
To  God  the  only  wife  - 
To  him  that  chole  us  firft  «,  ,, 

’Twas  by  an  order  from  the  Lord 
’Twas  on  that  dark,  that  doleful  night 
’Twas  the  commiffion  of  our  Lord  * 

V 

\T -AIN  are  the  hopes  the  Tons  of  men  a 
V  Vain  are  the  hopes  that  rebels  place  a 
Un/haken  as  the  facred  hill 
Up  to  the  fields  where  angels  lie 
Up  to  the  Lord  that  reigns  on  high  - 

W 

WE  are  a  garden  walled  around  - 
We  blefs  the  Prophet  of  the  Lord 
We  fing  th’  amazing  deeds 
We  fing  the  glories  of  thy  loye  - 
Welcome  fweet  day  of  reft  . 

Well,  the  Redeemer’s  gone 
What  different  pow’rs  of  grace  and  fin 
What  equal  honours  /hall  we  bring 
What  happy  men,  or  angels,  thefe 
What  mighty  man,  or  mighty  God  - 
77  j  Whence  do  our  mournful  thoughts  arife 
26  When  I  can  read  my  title  clear 
161  When  in  the  light  of  faith  divine  - 
When  I  furvey  the  wond’rous  crofs 
When  we  are  rais’d  from  deep  diftrefs 
When  ftrangers  ftand  and  hear  me  tell 
When  the  firft  parents  of  our  race 
When  the  great  Builder  arch’d,  Sec* 

Where  are  the  mourners,  faith  the  Lord 
Who  can  deferioe  the  joys  that  rife 
Who  has  believ’d  thy  word  ~ 

Who  is  this  fair  one  in  diftrefs  -  - 

Who  /hall  the  Lord’s  eledl  condemn 
Why  did  the  jews  proclaim  their  rage 
Why  does  your  face,  ye  humble  fouls 
Why  do  ye  mourn  departing  friends  - 
Why  is  my  heart  fo  far  from  thee 
Why  fhould  the  children  of  a  King  - 
Why  fhould  this  earth  delight  us  fo 
Why  fhould  we  /tart,  and  fear  to  die 
With  cheerful  voice  1  fing 
With  holy  fear  and  humble  fong  - 
With  joy  we  meditate  the  grace  •»  - 

Y 

YE  faints,  how  lovely  is  the  place 
Ye  fons  of  Adam,  vain  apd  young 
Ye  that  obey  th’  immortal  King 
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I  N  '  D  E  X. 

O  R, 

TABLE  to  find  any  Hymn  by  the  Title  or  Contents  of  it. 


Note,  The  Letters ,  i.  ii.  iii.  fignlfy  the  fir  ft,  fecond,  and  third  Book ;  The  Figures  dlreft 
to  the  Hymn.  If  you  find  not  -what  Hymn  you  feek  under  one  Word  of  the  Title ,  feek  It 
under  another ,  or  by  Jome  Word  that  is  of  the  fame  Signification ,  though  perhaps  not 
mentioned  in  the  'Title  of  the  Hymn . 


A 

A  Aron  and  Chrift^  j.  145. 

Mcjes  and  fojhua,  ii.  124. 

Abraham’s  bleiling  on  the  Gentiles,  t.  60,  113, 
114.  ii.  134  ;  offering  his  fon,  i.  129. 

Abfence  and  pretence  of  God,  ii.  93,  94,  ico  $ 
from  God  forever  intolerable,  ii.  107. 

Accefs  to  the  throne  by  a  Mediator,  ii.  108. 
Adam,  his  fall,  i.  107  ;  corrupt  nature  from  him, 
ii.  128  ;  the  firft  and  the  fecond,  i.  57,  124. 
Adoption,  i.  64,  143  ;  and  election,  i.  54. 
Advocate.  See  Cbrifi's  interceflion. 

Aftedtions  inconftant,ii.  20;  unfandtified,  ii,  165. 
Afflidted,  Chrif's  compaflion  to  them,  i.  125. 
AfRidlions  removed,  i.  875  fubmitted  to,'  i.  5, 
*?9>  ii-  109}  fuppott  and  comfort  under  them, 
ii.  50,  65  ;  and  death  under  providence,  i.  82. 
Almoff  chriftian,  ii.  158. 

Angels  tinning,  ii.  24  ;  ftanding  and  falling,  ii. 
a7  j  praifeye  the  Lord,  ii.  27 ;  punifhed  and 
plan  faved,  \\ .  96,  97  ;  their  miniftry  to  Cbrifi 
and  Saints,  ii.  18,  112,  113. 

Ambition,  &c»  ii.  101 , 

Anger  of  God.  See  wrath,  vengeance,  hell. 
Anfwer  to  the  Church’s  prayers,  i.  30. 
Anti-Chrift,  his  ruin,  i.  29,56,  59,  Seeenemies. 
Apoftate,  ii.  158. 

Apoftles  jcommiffion,  i.  128. 

AfcenJion  and  refurrediion  of  Cbrifi,  ii,  76. 
Afliffance  againft  temptations,  i.  15,32,  ii.  50,6 
Affurance  of  heaven,  i.  27,  ii.  65;  of  the  love  ot 
Chrft ,  i.  14,  ii.  73  -  of  faith,  i.  103. 
Attributes.  See  God, 

B 

BABYLON  falling,  i.  56,  59.  See  enemies. 

Backflidings  and  returns,  ii.  20. 

Baptifm,  i.  52  ;  preaching  and  the  Lord’s  fupper, 
11.  141  ;  and  circumcifion,  i.  121,  ii.  127,  134: 
burial  with  Chrft,  i.  1^2.  ^ 

Beatitudes,  i.  102. 

Believe  and  be  faved,  i.  100, 

JBeJicygr  baptized,  i.  52,  j2§» 


Birth,  firft  and  fecond,  i.  95,  00  ;  of  Chrifl,  mi¬ 
racles  at  it,  ii.  136. 

Blefied  are  the  dead  in  the  Lord,  i.  18  ;  Society  in 
heaven,  ii.  33,75. 

Eleffednefs  and  bulinefs  of  heaven,  i,  40,  41,  ii. 

86;  only  in  God,  ii.  93,  94,  100. 

Blefiingof  Abraham  on  the  Gentiles ,  i.  113,  114, 
ii.  134. 

Blood  and  fiefh  of  Cbrifi  is  our  food,  iii.  17,  18  J 
the  feal  of  the  new  teftament,  iii.  3  ;  the  fpirk 
and  the  water,  iii.  9. 

Boafting  excluded,  i.  96. 

Bodies  frail.  See  life,  health,  flefti. 

Book  of  God’s  decrees,  ii.  99. 

Bread  of  life  is  Cbrift>  iii.  5. 

Breathing  towards  heaven,  ii.  23  ;  God  praifed, 
ii.  t  ;  for  deliverance,  ii.  92. 

Burial,  ii.  63;  with  Cbrifi  in  baptifm,  i.  122  j 
and  death  of  a  faint,  ii.  3. 

C 

CANAAN  and  heaven,  ii.  66,  124. 

Carnal  joys  parted  with,  ii.  10,  11  ;  reafon 
humbled,  i.  11,  12. 

Ceremonial.  See  law,  types,  prieft,  > 

Characters  of  the  children  of  God,  i.  143  j  of 
Cbrifi,  i.  146,  150  ;  of  blefiednefs,  1.  102. 
Charity  and  uucharitablenefs,  i.  126  ;  and  love, 
i.  130,  133. 

Children  in  the  covenant  of  grace,  i.  113,  114$ 
devoted  to  God,  i.  121,  ii.  127. 

Chrift.  See  Lord  and  Aaron,  i.  145  ;  and  Adam , 
i.  124  ;  his  afeenfion,  ii.  76;  beatifick  fight  of 
him,  ii-  75  j  beloved  deferibed,  i.  73  ;the  bread 
of  life,  iii.  5. 

His  care  of  the  young  and  feeble,  i.  125,  138; 
and  the  church,  feeking,  finding,  &c.  bee 
church.  Coming  to  judge,  i.  6t  ;  his  corn- 
million,  ii,  103,  104;  communion  with  him, 
i.  66,  71  j  and  faints,  i.  67,  77,  iii.  2  ;  com¬ 
pared  to  inanimate  things,  j.  146;  his  cordna- 
tiofi  £nd  efpoufals,  i.  72  j  his  crofs  not  to  be 
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cruc!fied  God’s  wifdom  s«  ***»,  &c.  *b,i« 


and  power,  iii.  io. 

David’s  fon,  i.  i6,  50  ;  his  death  caufed  by  fin, 
ii.  8  (  j  grace  and  glory  by  it,  iii.  23  ;  vidlory 
and  kingdom,  ii.  1 1 4.  j  his  divine  nature,  i.  2, 

*3>  92>  **•  5Z  i  dwells  in  heaven,  vifits  the 
earth,  i.  76. 

Enjoyment  of  him,  ii.  15,  16  ;  his  eternity,  i.  2, 
92;  example,  ii.  139  j  excellencies,  i.  52,  ii. 
47  3  faith  and,  knowledge  of  him,  i.  103  ;  his 
fleih  and  blood  our  food,  iii.  17,  18  •  found 
and  brought  to  the  church,  i.  71. 

Kis  glory  in  heaven,  ii.  91  ■  God  reconciled  in 
h  -n,  ii.  148  3  grace  given  us  in  him,  i.  137, 

*  i  *  ^.0  « 

Ja; kli- pried  and  king,  i.  61  ;  his  human  and  di¬ 
ne  nature,  i.  2,  13,  165  humiliation  and  ex¬ 
action,  i.  I  63,  141,  J42,  ii.  5,  43,  81,  83, 
■4,  111-  IO,  16. 

His  ncarnation,  i.  3,  13  j  interceffion,  ii.  .36,  37, 

1 18  ;  invitation  to  tinners,  i.  127. 

V,  ne  Ring  at  his  table,  i.  66  j  his  kingdom 
among  men,  i.  3,  21  j  knowledge  and  faith  in 
him,  i.  103. 

The  Lamb  of  God,  j.  1,  64  ;  his  love  to  the 
chur  h,  i.  14,  17  ;  under  defertion,  ii.  50  ; 
fbed  abroad  in  the  heart,  i.  135  j  to  men,  i.  923 
lifted  up,  i.  in. 

Miniftered  to  by  angels,  ii.  112,  1135  miracles 
at  the  birth  oi  Cbrift,  ii.  136  ;  miracles  in  his 
life,  death  and  relurre&ion,  ii.  137}  and  Mofes , 

i.  11S,  149. 

Names  and  tides,  i.  147,  14S  ;  nativity,  i.  3,  13 
Obeyed  or  refilled,  i.  93  3  his  offices,  i.  149,  150, 

ii.  132. 

Pardon  and  ftrength  from  him,  iii.  24  ;  our paff- 
over,  ii.  155  3  his  perfon  glorious  and  gracious, 
i.  75,11.473  our  phyfician, .  i.  1 12  j  his  pity 
to  the  affiidled  and  tempted,  i.  125  j  his  prieft- 
hdod,  i.  145,  ii.  1183  his  prefence.  See  pref¬ 
ence.  Prophecies  and  types  of  him,  ii.  135  3 
prophet,  pried  and  king,  i.  25,  ii.  1323  out 
prophet  and  teacher,  i.  93. 

Redemption,  See  Redemption  ;  reje&ed  by  the 
Jews,  i.  141  3  refurredtion,  ii.  72,-76  ;  is  our 
hope,  i.  26  j  relurrection,  life  and  death  mi¬ 
raculous,  ii.  1375  revealed  to  man,  i.  103  to 
babes,  i.  11,  12  3  righteoufnefs  and  ftrength  in 
him,  i.  84,  85,  973  righteoufnefs  valuable,  i. 
109. 

His  facrifice,  ii.  142  ;  and  interceffion,  ii.  1183 
falvation,  righteoufnefs  and  ftrength  in  him, 
i.  15,  84,  85,  97,  98  j  our  fandtification,  i.  97, 
085  fatan  at  enmity,  i.  107  3  faints  in  his 
hand,  i.  1383  our  Shepherd,  i.  8,  142. 

The  fubftance  of  the  types,  ii.  12  5  fent  by  the 
.Father,  i.  100,  ii.  103,  1 04  5  his  fufferings, 
iii.  16  j  and  godly  forrow,  ii .  9,  106  ;  and  glo¬ 
ry,  i.  1,  62,  63,  ii.  43,  81,  83,  84,  iii.  10. 

His  titles  and  kingdom,  i.  13  3  triumph  over  our 
enemies,  i.  28,  293  types  and  prophecies  of 
him,  ii.  135. 

Vi&ory  over  fa  tan,  i.  89;  death  and  hell,  iii. 


its  excellency,  ii.  131  j  almoft,  ii.  158  3  virtues, 
ii.  161.  ’ 

Church.  See  Worihjp,  Saints,  Spiritual.  Its 
lafety  and  proteftion,  L  ii,  39,  ii.  64,  92  ;  its 
enemies  llain  by  Chrift,  i.  28,  293  converfiner 
with  Chrift  (viz.)  feeking,  finding,  call¬ 
ing,  anfwering,  i.  66—71  j  under  God’s 
care,  1.  66  j  efpoufals  with  Chrift,  j.  72  5  beauty 
in  the  eyes  of  Cbrdjl ,  i.  733  the  garden  of 
Chrift ,  i.  74. 

Circumcifion  aboli/hed,  ii,  1343  and  baptifm,  i. 
121,  ii.  127. 

Clothing  fpiritual,  i.  7,  40.  % 

Comfort  in  the  covenant  with  Chrift ,  ii.  403  re- 
ftored,  ii.  73.  See  Pardon*  In  forrows  of 
mind  and  body,  ii.  50,  65. 

Communion  with  Chrft  and  faints,  i.  2  ;  between 
Cbrift  and  the  church,  i.  66—71,  ii.  15,  16, 

Compaffion  of  a  dying  Chrift,  iii.  22  5  to  the  af- 


21  3  unfeen  and  beloved,  i.  108. 

Wifdom  of  God,  i.  92  3  our  wifdom  and  righte¬ 
oufnefs,  i.  97,  98  3  worfhipped  by  the  creation, 
i.  62, 


flidled,  i.  125. 

Complaint  of  a  hard  heart,  ii.  98  5  of  defertion 
and  temptations,  ii.  1635  of  dulnefs,  ii.  34  ; 
of  indwelling  fin,  i.  115  j  of  ingratitude, “ii. 
74  ;  of  floth  and  negligence,  ii.  25,32. 
Condemnation  by  the  law,  i.  91. 

Condefcenfion  to  our  worlhip, ii.455  affairs,  ii.46. 
Confeffion  and  pardon,  i.  131. 

Confcience  good,  the  pfeafures  of  it,  ii.  57  3  fe- 
cure  and  awakened,  i.  115. 

Conftancy  in  the  gofpel,  ii.  4. 

Contention  and  Jove,  i.  130. 

Converfion,  i.  104,  ii.  159  j  the  di  fficulty  of  it, 
i  i.  16 1 3  delaying,  i.  88 — 91  3  thejoy  of  heaven 
i.  101. 

Convi&lon  of  fin  by  the  law,  i.  94,  1153  by  the 
crofs  of  Cbrift,  ii.  81,  95. 

Corrupt  nature  from  Adam ,  i.  51,  ii.  128. 
Covenant  of  grace,  i.  9  3  children  therein,  i.  113, 
1143  fealed  and  (worn,  i.  139,  iii.  35  hope 
in  it,  i.  139  3  made  with  Chrift  our  comfort,  ii. 
40;  of  works.  See  Law  and  Gofpel. 
Covetoufnefs,  &c.  i.  24,  ii.  56,  10c. 

Creation,  i.  92,  ii.  71,  147  j  New,  ii.  130  ;  pre- 
fervation,  &c.  of  this  world,  ii.  13. 

Creatures  praife  the  Lord,  ii.  71  3  love  dan¬ 
gerous,  ii.  48  3  God  above  them,  i.  82  }  their 
vanity,  ii.  146. 

Crols  of  Chrift  is  our  glory,  iii.  19  ;  repentance 
flowing  from  it,  ii.  ic6  j  falvation  in  it,  ii.  4  \ 
crucifixion  to  the  world  by  it,  iii.  7. 

Curfe  and  promife,  i.  107. 

Cuftom  in  fin,  ii.  clx. 

D 

DANGERS  of  our  earthly  pilgrimage,  ii.  53; 
of  death  and  hell,  ii.  55  3  of  love  to  the 
creature,  ii.  48. 

Darknefs  difpelled  by  Chrift' s  prefence,  ii.  54  ; 
of  Providence,  ii.  109. 

Day  of  grace,  and  time  of  dufy,  i.  88  3  of  judg¬ 
ment,  i.  45,  61,  64,  89,  90. 

Dead  in  the  Lord,  their  bleffednefs,  i.  18  ;  to  fin 
by  the  crofs  of  Chrift,  L  106. 

Death.  See  Chrift ,  and  afijittions  under  Provi- 
’dence,  i.  83  j  terrible  to  the  unconverted,  r. 
91 }  made  eafy  by  the  fight  of  Chrift, Yu.  14,  ii. 
31  j  by  a  fight  of  heaven,  ii«  66  3  God’s  pref» 


ence  In  it,  II.  49,  117  ;  our  fear  of  it,  11.31  3 
defirable,  i.  19,  ii.  61  3  overcome,  i.  175  tri¬ 
umphed  over,  i.  6,  ii.  no  ;  prepared  for,  i.  27, 
ii.  63  5  of  a  iinner,  i.  24,  ii .  2  j  and  burial  of 
a  faint,  i .  18,  ii ,  3  5  and  eternity,  ii.  28  3  and 
glory,  i.  no,  ii.bi  5  and  the  refurre&ion,  ii. 
3,  102,  no;  of  Mofes  at  God’s  command,  ii . 
49  3  dreadful  and  delightful,  ii.  52. 

Deceitfulnefs  of  fin,  ii.  150. 

Decrees  of  God,  i.  11,  12,  96,  117,  ii.  99 . 

Deity  of  Chrift,  i .  2,  13,  92,  ii,  51 . 

Delay  of  converfion,  i.  88—91,  ii.  25,  32. 

Delight  in  worlhip,  ii.  145  in  God,  ii.  42 3  in 
converfewith  Chrift,  ii.  15,  16. 

Deliverance,  ii.  3.  See  Enemies,  Church,  and 
fubmiffion,  i.  129  ;  from  lpiritual  enemies,  i. 
47,  ii.  65,  82. 

Dependance.  See  Faith. 

Defertion  and  temptation  complained  of,  ii.  163, 

Defire  of  Chrift’s  prefence,  ii.  ieo.  See  more  in 
heaven,  Chrift,  love,  &c. 

Defparr  and  prefumption,  i.  115,  ii.  156,  157. 

Devil  vanquished,  i.  58.  See  victory. 

Devotion  fervently  defired,  ii.  34. 

Difficulty  of  converfion,  ii.  161. 

Diftolution  of  this  world,  ii.  13. 

Difeafe.  See  ficknefs. 

Diftemper,  folly  and  madnefs  of  fin,  ii.  153. 

Diftingui/hing  love,  i.  11,  12,  96, 117,  ii.  06,  07. 

Divine.  See  God,  Deity,  &c! 

Dominion  of  God,  and  our  deliverance,  ii.  3  3 
eternal,  ii.  673  over  the  fea,  ii.  70, 

Doubts  and  fears  fuppreft,  ii.  73. 

Dulnefs  fpiritual,  ii.  25 

E  .  <  ' 


EARTH,  no  reft  on  it,  ii.  146  5  and  heaven, 
ii.  10, 11,  53. 

Effufion  of  the  Spirit,  ii.  114. 

Election  excludes  boafting,  i.  96  3  free,  i.  11,  12, 
54,117.  See  Decrees. 

End  of  the  world,  ii.  164. 

Enemies  of  the  church  difappointed,  ii.  91,  92  ; 
falvation  from  them,  ii.  82  ;  triumphed  over 
by  Chrift,  i.  28,  29.  See  Chrift,  Babylon, 
Michael. 

Enjoyment  of  Chrift,  ii.  15,  16. 

Enmity  betwixt  Chrift  and  Satan,  i.  107. 

Envy  and  love,  i.  130. 

Efpoufal  of  the  church,  i.  72. 

Eftablifhment  in  grace,  ii.  82. 

Eternity  of  God,  iri  17  ;  of  his  dominion,  ii. 

67  3  and  Death,  ii.  28  j  fucceeding  this  life, 

.  *'•  55-  S  ee  heaven,  death.  I 

Evening  andmorning  hymns,i. 79,80,81, ‘11.6,7, 8. 
Exaltation.  See  Chrift,  glory,  fufferings,  &c. 
Example  of  Chrift,  ii.  139  *  ot  Saints  ii  .  140. 
Excellency  of  the  Chriftian  Religion,  ii.  131. 


FAITH  in  things  unfeen,  i.  120,  ii.  129  ;  and 
knowledge  of  Chrift,  i.  103  3  love  and  joy, 
\.  108  j  and  unbelief,  ii.  125  3  living  and  dead, 
l.  140  5  affifted  by  fenfe,  ii.  141  ;  its  jov,  ii. 
162  3  in  Chrift  our  facrifice,  ii,  142  3  and  fal¬ 
vation,  i.  100  3  cf  afiurance,i .  1033  and  fifht,  3. 
no,  if*  145  5  triumphing  in  Chrift,  i.  14  ;  for 
pardon  and  fan&i fixation,  ii*  90  j  faith  and 
realon,  ii.  109. 


Faithfulnefs  of  God’s  promifes,  ii.  40,  60,  69. 
Fall  of  angels  and  men,  ii.  24  j  and  recovery  of 
man,  i.  107,  ii.  78. 

Fears  and  doubts  fuppreft,  ii.  73, 
bead  of  love,  i.  68  j  of  triumph,  iii.  21  ;  of  the 
gofpel,  i.  7,  iii,  12,  20  5  made,  and  guefts  in- 
^  vited,  iii.  13, 

Fellowlhip.  See  Communion. 

Fervency  of  devotion  defired,  ii.  74. 

Few  faved,  ii.  138. 

Flefti  and  blood  of  Chrift  the  beft  food,  iii.  17, 
18  3  our  tabernacle,  i.  no;  and  fpirit  ii.  143. 
Food  fpiritual,  i.  7,  67,  68,  74,  ii.  15.  See  Fealt. 
Folly  and  madnefs  of  fin,  ii.  153. 

Forbearance.  See  Patience. 

Porgivenefe.  See  Pardon. 

Formality  in  worfhip,  i.  136. 

Frail.  See  Life,  Health,  Forgetfulnefs,  ii.  16c. 
Frailty  and  folly,  ii.  32. 

Free.  See  Grace,  Election. 

Fieedom  from  fin  and  mifery  in  Heaven,  ii.  86»" 
Funeral  thought,  ii.  63.  See  Death,  Burial. 


GARDEN  of  Chrift  is  the  Church,  i.  74,' 
Garment  of  falvation,  i.  7,  20. 

Chrift  revealed  to  them  i.  10,  13,  50, 
iii.  13*  14  j  Abraham’s  bleffing  on  them,  i. 
113.  114,  ii.  134. 

Glorified  martyrs  and  faints,  i.  40,  41  3  body, 
ii.  no. 

Glory  and  death,  i.  no,  13.  61.  See  Heaven. 
Of  God  above  our  reafon,  ii.  £7  3  of  Chrift  in 
heaven,  ii.  91.  See  Chrift.  And  grace  by 
the  death  of  Chrift,  iii.  23  3  juftification  and 
fan&ification,  i.  3  3  to  the  Farher,  Son,  and 
Holy  Ghoft,  ii.  xvi — xli  3  of  God  in  the  gof- 
pel,  ii.  cxxvi  3  and  grace  in  the  perlon  of  Chrift, 
ij*  47  j  an<i  fufferings  of  Chrift,  ii.  43.  See 
Sufferings. 

Glorifying  in  the  crcfs  of  Chrift,  iii.  xix. 

God  all  and^  in  all, ii. 93, 04  3  his  abfence.  See  Ab- 
fence.  His  attributes, ii,  li,  clxvi,clxix  3  glori- 

Chrift,  ii.  cxxvi.  iii.  x  3  the  avenger 
of  his  faints,  ii.  cxv. 

Care  of  his  church,  i.  39  j  condefcenfion  to  hu¬ 
man  affairs,  ii.  36  j  to  our  worfhip,  ii.  4c  • 
the  Creator  and  Redeemer,  ii.  35. 

Our  delight,  ii.  42  j  our  defence,  1.  47  j  domi¬ 
nion  over  the  fea,  ii.  70  ;  dominion,  and  our 

deliverance,  ii.  cxi  3  dwells  with  the  humble* 
1.  87.  ' 


Eternity,  ii.  xvii  3  eternal  dominion,  ii,  67  ; 

everlafting  abfence  intolerable,  ii.  c,  evii. 

Far  above  his  creatures,  1.823  the  Father,  Son 

and  Spirit,  111.26,  xli  j  his  faithfulnefs  to  his 
promifes,  i:.  60,  69. 

Glory  and  defence  of  Sion,  ii.  64  3  his  glories 
above  our  reafon,  ii.  87  j  his  goodnefs,  ii.  c8# 
00  3  his  gi ace.  See  Grace.  Government  from 
him,  11.  cxlix  3  holinefs,  juft  ice  and  lovereien- 
ty,  1 .  80.  0 

InviiibJe,  ii.  26  3  incomprehenfible,  ii.  87,  i70. 

H,s  kingdom  fupreme,  ii.  cxv  3  his  love  in  lend¬ 
ing  hib  Son,  1.  c. 

And  our  neighbour  loved,  i.  cxv* 

Our  portion  or  chief  good,  ii.  91/64  ;  M,  power. 
.1.  So;  and  gooTdnefs,  ii.  6,  7,  8  j  hispraile. 
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See  Praife.  Prefence  in  life  and  at  death,  ii. 
cxv.  See  Prefence.  Pieferver  of  our  lives, 
ii.  6,  7,  8,  xix  ;  promife  and  truth  unchange¬ 
able,  i.  cxxxix. 

Sight  of  him  weans  us  from  earth,  ii.  xli;  fove- 
reign,  ii.  clxx. 

Terrible  majedy,  ii.  22  ;  and  mercy,  ii.  So;  his 
truth,  ii.  60,  69. 

Vengeance,  ii.44,  62. 

Unity  and  Trinity,  iii.  26 — xli. 

H  is  word,  i.  53  ;  wrath  and  mercy,  i.  42. 

Goodnefs  of  God,  ii#  58,  64.  See  Grace.  And 
power  of  God,  ’>.  42,  ii.  80. 

Gofpel  feafl,  iii.  xii.  See  Grace,  Feafl.  Invi¬ 
tation  and  p'rovifion,  i.  7,  iii.  ao  5  times,  their 
bleflfednefs,  i.  x.  See  Scripture.  Glorifies  God, 
Ii.  cxxvi  ;  no  liberty  to  fin,  i.  cvi,  cxxxii,  cxl  j 
not  afhamed  of  it,  i.  ciii  -  iii.  xix  ;  and  law,  i. 
94,  ii.  cxx,  cxxi,  cxxiv  ;  finned  againfl,  i. 
cxviii  ;  its  different  fuccefs,  i.  cxix,  ii.  cxliv  ; 
miniflry,  i.  x  ;  attefled  by  miracles,  i.  cxxviii. 
ii.  cxxxvi,  cxxxvii  j  its  glorious  effeCls,  ii. 
cxxxviii. 

Government  from  God,ii.  149. 

Grace  and  glory  by  the  death  of  Chrifl,  iii.  23  j 
of  the  fpirit,  i.  cii.  con  verting,  ii.  cxxxix  ;  in 
exercife,iii  .25 ;  j u fti fies  945  fan&ifies  and  faves, 

*  -i.  cxi  j  not  conveyed  by  parents/i.ggjall-fufficient 
in  duty  and  fufferings,  i.  25,  32,  civ  ;  given  in 
Chrifl:,  i.  cxxxvii;  covenant,  i.  9  ;  children  in 
it,  i.  cxiii.  cxiv  ;  and  holinefs,  i.  cxxxii  ;  eleCl- 
'  ing,  i.  54  ;  »ts  freedom  and  fovereignty,  i.  xi, 
xii,  96,  cxvii.ii.96,  975  and  glory  in  the  perfon 
of  Chrifl, ii.  47  ;  adopting,  i.  64;  perfever- 
ing,  i.  ii  jpromifes,  i,  7,  9  ;  throne  acceflibie 
by  Chrifl:,  ii.  36,  37,  cviii. 

Gratitude  for  divine  favours,  ii.  cxvi. 

H 

HAPPINESS.  See  Bieffed,  Heaven. 

Hardnefs  of  heart,  ii.  98. 

H  atred  and  love,  i.  130. 

Health  preferved,  ii.  6,  7,  8,  19 ;  reftored,  i.  55. 
Heaven  and  earth,  ii.  10,  ii,  53,  and  hell,  i.  45; 
invifible  and  holy,  j.  105  ;  meditation  of  it,  ii. 
161  ;  joy  there  for  repenting  finners,  i.  101  ; 
its  bleffednefs  and  bufinefs,  i.  40,  41  ;  the  hope 
of  it  our  fupport,  ii.  56  ;  its  profpeCl  makes 
death  eafy,  ii.  66;  worfhip  of  it  humble,  ii. 
.  68  ;  freedom  from  fin  and  mifery  there,  ii.  86; 
hoped  for  by  Chrifl’s  refurredtion,  i.  26 ;  in- 
fured  and  prepared  for,  i.  27  ;  Chrifi’s  dwel¬ 
ling  place,  i.  76,  ii.  91 ;  light  of  God  and  Chrifl: 
there,  ii.  23  ;  defired,  ii.  68. 
Heaveniy-mindednefs,  ii.  57;  joy  on  earth,  ii 
15,30,59. 

Heli  and  death,  ii.  2  5  and  judgment,  1.  45,  107, 
ii.  62  ;  or  the  vengeance  or  God,  ii.  22,  44  ; 
the  holy  fear  of  it,  ii.  107. 

Hezekiah’s  fong,  ii.  55. 

Holy.  See  fpirit. 

Holinefs.  See  Grace,  Spiritual,  San£lification. 
And  fovereignty  of  God,  i .  82,  86  ;  and  grace,  i. 

132,  140;  its  characters,  i.  102. 

Honour  vain,  ii.  101  ;  to  magiflrates,  ii.  149* 
Hope  of  the  Jiving,  i .  88  ;  gives  light  and 


ilrength,  ii.  1295  in  the  covenant,  ?.  139  j  of 


heaven  by  ChrlfFs  refurreftion,  i.  26  j  of  hea» 
ven  our  fupport  under  trials,  ii.  65  3  of  the  re- 
furrettion,  ii.  3,  no. 

Hofanna  to  Chrifl,  i.  16,  iii.  42,  &c. 

Human  affairs  condefcended  to  by  God,  ii.  46  ; 

nature  of  Chrifl,  i.  13,  23. 

Humtde,  God  dwelling  with,  i.  87  ;  enlightened, 
i.  11,  12,  50  ;  worfhip  of  heaven,  ii.  68. 
Humiliation.  See  Chrifl,  Suffering,  &c.  and 
prayer  publick,  i.  30. 

Humility  and  pride,  i.  127  j  and  meeknefs,i.  102, 
in  heaven,  ii .  68. 

Hypocrify  and  fincerity,  i.  136  ;  hypocrite,  or 
almoft  chriflian,  ii.  158. 

I 

JEALOUSY  of  our  love  to  Chrifl:,  i.  78. 

Jefus.  See  Lord,  Chrifl. 

Jews,  See  Mofes,  Gofpel,  Chrifl,  Gentiles# 
lgnorants  enlightened  i.  11,  12. 

Ignorance  and  unfruitfulnefs,  ii.  165. 
Impenitence,  ii.  125. 

Incarnation  of  Chrifl,  i.  2,  3,  13,  60. 
Incomprehenfible  God,  ii.87  ;  and  Invifible, ii»26. 
Inconflancy  ‘of  our  love,  ii.  20« 

Infants.  See  Chrildren. 

Ingratitude  complained  of,  ii.  74. 

Infpiration  and  Prophecy,  ii.  151. 

Inflitution  of  the  Lord’s  Supper,  iii.  1. 
Infufhciency  of  felf-righteoufnefs,  ii.  154# 
Interceflion  of  Chrifl,  ii.  36,  37,  118. 

Invitation  of  Chrifl  anlwered,  i.  70  ;  of  the  gof¬ 
pel,  i.  79,  127,  iii.  13,  20. 

John  the  baptifl’s  meffage,  i.  50. 

Jofhua,  Aaron  and  Mofes,  ii.  124. 

Joy,  Faith  and  Love,  i.  108  ;  of  faith,  ii.  162  ; 
carnal  parted  with,  ii.  10,  11  ;  heavenly  upon 
earth  i.  135,  ii.  30,  59  ;  fpiritual  reflored,  ii. 
73  ;  See  more  in  Delight ,  Comfort. 

Judgment  day,  i.  45,  65,89,  90  j  and  Hell,  ii.  62; 

Chrifl  coming  to  it,  i.  61. 

Juflice,  &c.  of  God,  i.  86. 

Juflification,  i.  14  ;  S  tc  Pardon,  by  faith  not  by 
works,  i.  94,  109  ;  Sanctification,  i.  7,  20,  80, 
85,  ii.  90  ;  and  glory  i.  3. 

K 

KINGDOM  and  titles  of  Chrifl,  i.  13;  of 
Chrifl  among  men,  i.  21,  65  $  of  God  eter¬ 
nal,  i.  68  ;  fupreme,  ii.  115. 

Knowledge  and  faith  in  Chrifl,  i.  103  ;  faving 
from  God,  i.  11,  12,  93. 

L 

LAMB  that  was  flain,  i.  1,  25,  62  ;  See 

Chrijl. 

Law  convinces  of  (in,  i.  15;  condemns,  i.  94 -j 
and  gofpel,  ii.  120,  121,  124;  and  gofpel  fin¬ 
ned  again (t,  i.  128. 

Levitical  prieithood  fulfilled  in  Chrifl,  ii.  12# 

Life  frail  and  fu.cceeding  eternity,  ii.  55  ;  pre¬ 
ferved,  ii.  6,  7,  8,  19  ;  fhort,  frail,  miferable, 
i.  81,  il.  39,  58  ;  the  day  of  grace  and  hope, 
i.  88. 

Light  and  Salvation  by  Jefus  Chrifl,  1.50;  in 
darknels  by  the  prefence  of  God,  ii.  54  ;  given 
to  the  blind,  i.  1 1 ,  12. 

Long-Sufferance.  See  Patience. 

Lord  Jefus  athis  ewn  i.  66, iii.  15*,  f«*p- 
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per,  preaching,  and  baptifm,  ii.  141  ;  fupper 
mftituted,  iii.  1  ;  day,  ii.  72  j  delightful,  n. 
14  :  table  provided  for,  iii.  2,0.  See  more  jn 
Chrift. 

i/ove  of  Chrift  unchangeable,  i.  14,  39  5 
abroad  in  the  heart,  i.  135;  its  banquet,  i.  68, 
iii.  13  ;  of  Chrift  in  words  and  deeds,  i.  77  5 
of  Cnrift  in  ftrength,  i.  7S  j  unfeen,  i.  108  j 
fco  Chrift  ii.  100;  to  God  pleafant  and  power¬ 
ful,  ii.  38$  and  hatred,  i.  130;  faith  and  joy, 

i.  108;  and  charity,  i.  133,  of  God  in  fending 
his  Son,  i.  100,  ii.  103,  104  j  to  God  and  to 
our  neighbour,  i.  1 16  j  religion  vain  without 
it,  i.  1 34  5  peace  and  mceknefs,  i.  102  $  of 
Chrift’s  dying,  iii.  4,  22  ;  to  God  inconftant, 

ii.  20  j  to  the  creatures  dangerous,  ii.  48  $  dif- 
tinguiftiing,  i.  11,  12,  ii.  oC,  97. 

M 

J^JADNESS,  folly,  and  diftemper  of  fin,  ii. 

Magiftrates  honoured,  ii.  149. 

Majefty  of  God  terrible,  ii.  22,  62. 

Malice  and  love,  i.  130* 

Man  faved  and  angels  punifhed,  ii.  96,  97 ;  mor 
tal  and  vain,  i.  82  j  his  fail  and  recovery,  i. 
107. 

Martyrdom,  i.  14,  ii.  4. 

Martyrs  glorified,  i.  40,  41. 

Mary  the  virgin’s  fong,  i.  60. 

Mediator  the  way  to  the  throne  o/grace,  ii.  108. 

Meditation  of  heaven,  ii.  162  j  and  retirement, 
ii.  122. 

Memory  weak,  ii.  165. 

Memorial  of  our  abfent  Lord,  iii.  6. 

Mercies  national,  ii.  1,111,  See  grace,  wrath, 
thanks. 

Mefliah  born,  i.  60;  come,  ii.  12. 

Michael’s  war  with  the  dragon,  i.  58. 

Minifters  commi/Iion,  i.  128. 

Miniftry  of  angels,  ii.  28  ;  of  the  gofpel,  i#  10. 

Mifery  and  fin  baniihed  from  heaven,  ii.  86  j 
and  fhortnefs  of  life,  ii.  39;  without  God  in 
the  world,  ii.  56;  of  linnera,  fee  finner,  death, 
hell. 

Morning  and  evening  fongs,  i.  79,  80,  Si,  ii.  6, 

7,  8. 

Mortality  and  vanity  of  man,  i.  82. 

Mortification  to  the  world  by  the  fight  of  God, 
ii.  43  5  by  the  crop  of  Chrift,  ii.  9,  iii.  7. 

Mofes  and  Chrift,  i.  49,  3185  dying,  ii.  49; 
Aaron  and  Jofhua,  ii.  124. 

Mourning.  See  complaint,  repentance. 

Myfteries  revealed,  i.  u,  12. 

N 

NATIONAL  mercies  and  thanks,  ii.r,  ni. 

Nativity  of  Chrift,  i.  2,  3,  13. 

N  aturc  and  grace,  i.  104  j  corrupt  from  Adam, 
i.  57,  ii.  128. 

Neighbour  and  God  loved,  i.  116. 

New  covenant  fealed,  iii.  3  5  promifes,  i,  7  ; 
fong,  i.  1  j  creature,  i.  9  j  teftament  in  the 
blood  of  Chrift,  iii,  3;  creation,  i.  95,  1305 
birth,  j.  95. 

o 

OBEDIENCE  evangelical,  i.  140,  143, 

Old  age,  and  death  of  the  unconverted,  i.91. 

J)  d 


Offence  not  to  be  given,!.  126. 

Offices  and  operations  of  the  Holy  Spirit,  ii.  1333 
and  of  Chrift,  i.  146,  150,  ii.  132. 

Olive-tree,  the  wild  and  good,  i.  114. 
Ordinances.  See  worfhip,  Lord’s  fupper# 
Original  fin,  i.  57.  See  Adam,  nature. 

P 

PAINS,  comforts  under  them,  ii*  50. 

Paradife  on  earth,  ii.  30,  cq. 

Pardon,  a  fufticiency  of  it,  ii.  83  ;  and  confef* 
fion,  i.  1 31  ;  and  ftrength  from  Chrift,  iii.  24$ 
bought  at  a  dear  price,  iii.  4  $  and  fandtifica- 
tion  by  faith,  i.  9,  ii.  90  j  brought  to  our 
fenfes,  iii.  11. 

Parents  and  children,  i«  1  x 3 »  **45  convey  not 
grace,  ii.  99. 

Paftover  Chrift  is  ours,  ii.  1 55. 

Paffion.  See  Chrift,  fuft'erings,  anger,  love 


Patience  under  affiiftions,  i.  5,  129,  11.  icqj 


of 


God  producing  repentance,  ii.  74,  105. 

Peace  of  confcienc**,  ii.  57  5  ar)d  contention, 
130.  See  comfort,  joy. 

Perfections  of  God,  i*.  166,  169;  perfevering 
grace,  i.  26,  32,48,  51,  138.  # 

Perfoa  of  Chrift  glorious  and  gracious,  1*  75* 

47*  .  ,  .  . 

Perfecution,  courage  under  it,  1.  14# 

Pharifee  and  Publican,  i.  131. 

Pilgrimage  of  the  faints,  ii.  53. 

PJeafure  of  a  good  conference,  ii.  57.5  of  religt* 
on,  ii.  30,  59J  fillful  forfaken,  ii.  10,  115 
their  vanity  and  danger,  ii.  101. 

Poverty  of  Spirit,  1.  IC2,  127. 

Power  of  God,  i.  86  j  and  wifdom  in  Chrift  cru¬ 
cified,  ii.  126,  iii.  10;  and  goodnefs  of  Go4. 
awful,  i.  42,  ii.  80. 

Praife  imperfeCt  on  earth,  ii.  55  ^or  daily  pro* 
tedfion  and  preservation,  ii.  6,  7,  8  j  from  an¬ 
gels,  ii.  27  5  from  the  creation,  ii.  71  j  to  the 
Redeemer,  ii.  5,  21,  29,  35,  70  ;  to  the  Trin¬ 
ity,  iii.  26—41  y  for  creation  and  redemption, 
ii.  35* 

Prayer  and  praife,  i.  1 ;  for  deliverance 
i.  30. 

Preaching,  baptifm,  3nd  the  Lord’s  fup  per/ii.i^f/ 
Predeftination.  See  election. 

Preparation  for  death,  i.  27.  See  death  . 
Prefumption  and  defpair,  i.  115,  ii.  156,  \if]» 
Prefence  of  God  in  worfhip,  ii.  45  ;  light  in  dark- 
nefs,  ii.  54  j  in  death,  i.  19,  ii.  31,  49>  iii* 
14  1  in  life  and  death,  ii.  117  ;  or  ah  fence  of 
Chrift,  ii.  50;  of  Chrift  in  worfhip,  i.  66,  ii. 
15, 16,  iii.  15  j  of  God  our  life,  ii.  93,  94,  ico- 
Preiervation  of  this  world  ii.  x i ii  ;  of  our  graces, 
i.  515  of  our  lives,  ii.  6,  7,  8,  19. 

Pride  and  humility,  i.  xi,  xii,  cxxvii, 

Priefthood  levitical  ending  in  Chrift,  ii.  xli^  of 
Chrift,  ii.  cxviii. 

Prodigal  repenting,  i.  cxxiii. 

Profit  and  unprofitableness,  i.  cxvil*,  ii.  c.lxv# 
Proraifed  Mefiiah  born,  ;.  lx.  evii,  cxxxiv. 
Promifes  of  the  covenant,  i.  9,  39,  107 >  See 
Scripture.  And  truth  of  God  unchangeable,, 
i.  139  ;  our  fecurity,  ii.  40,  60,  69. 

Prophecies  and  types  of  Chrift,  ii,  13 4  5  *5il* 

-J  filiation,  ii,  d« 


- : - - 


- - 


Profperity  and  adveHity,  i.  5  ;  vain,  i;.  Ivi.  ci. 
Protection  from  lpirituai  enerni^S,  ii.  82  } 
of  thechurch,  i.  8,  zz,  23.  See  Church, 
lJrovidence,  ii.  46  ;  executed  by  Chrift,  i.  1  } 
over  afflictions  and  death,  i.  83  }  its  darknefs, 
ji.cixj  profperous  and  affliCti  ve,  i.  5. 
Provifion.  See  Gofpel,  Lord’s  Table. 

Publick  Ordinances.  See  Worlhip. 

Publican  and  Pharifee,  i.  cxxxi. 

Punishment  for  iin.  See  Hell,  i.  c,  cxviii. 

R 

RACE  Chriftian,  i.  48,  ii.  53. 

Realon  feeble,  ii.  87  j  carnal  humbled,  i. 


xi,  xu  < 


Recovery  from  ficknefs,  i.  55. 

Reconciliation  to  God  in  Chrift,  ii.  cxlviii. 
Redemption  in  Chrift,  i.  97,  98,1*1.78}  and 
protection,  ii.  82  }  by  price,  iii.  4  }  and  by 
power,  ii.  29,  See  Chrift. 

Regeneration,  i,  95,  ii.  13c,  See  Election, 
Adoption,  SanCiincation. 

Religion  neglected,  ii.  32  }  vain  without  love, 
j.  cxxxiv  }  chriftian,  the  excellency  of  it,  ii. 
cxxxi  }  revealed.  See  Golpel,  Scripture, 
Remembrance  of  Chrift,  ii:.  6. 

Repenting  prodigal,  i.  12 3. 

Repentance  from  God’s  goodnefs  and  patience, 
ii.  74,  105  5  and  humiliation,  i.  87  }  at  the 
ciofs  of  Chrift,  ii.  ix,  evi  5  and  impenitence, 
ii.  exxv  }  give§  Joy  to  Heaven,  i,  ci. 
Relignation.  See  Submiffion. 

RefurreCtion,  i.  vi»  ii»  cii,  cx.  See  ^eath 
Chrift,  Heaven. 

Retirement  and  meditation,  ii.22» 

Returns  and  backflidings,  ii.  20.  # 

Revelation  of  Chrift.  See  Gentile,  Gofpel, 
Revenge  and  love,  i.  exxx. 

Rich  linner  dying,  i.  24,  ii.  56, 

Riches  their  vanity,  ii*  56,  ci. 

Righteoufnefs,  and  ftrength  in  Chrift,  1.  64,  05, 
a?  qS  :  of  Chrift  valuable,  i.  cix  }  our  robe, 
3.7,  20  }  and  felf-rightooufnefs,  L  cxxxi $  our 
own  inlufficient,  ii.  efiv* 

1  S 

SABBATH  delightful,  ii.  141 

Sacrament.  See  Baptifm,  Lcrd’s-^uppef 
Sacrifice  of  Chrift,  ii.  cxlii j  and  intercefiion, 
ii.  cxviii. 

Safety  of  the  church,  i,  8,  22, 23.  # 

Saints.  See  Church,  Spiritual.  God  their  aven 
ger,  iv*  cxv  }  and  hypocrites,  i.  cxxxvi,  cxl  } 
their  example,  ii.  cxl  ;  characters  of  them,  i. 
cxliii  5  in  hand  of  Chrift,  i,  cxxxviu  }  fccu- 
jity,  ii.  64}  beloved  in  Chrift,  i.  54;  adopt¬ 
ed,  i.  64;* death  and  burial,  ii.  3  ;  m  glory,  1, 
40,  41  }  communion,  iii.  2. 

Salvation,  ii.  88  }  of  the  worft  of  finners,  i.  civ  ; 
by  <r race,  i.  cxi }  in  Chrift,  i,  137?  See  Chrift, 
Crofs,  Grace,  Heaven,  Light,  Redeemer, 
Righteoufnefs. 

Sanctification  j  unification  and  glory,  i.  3  5  and 
pardon,  L  9  3  through  faith,  »»•  90.  . 
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temptations,  ii.  clvi,  civil  ;  conquered  b} 
Chrift,  ii.  89.  See  Devil- 
Scriprure,  i.  53.  ii.  cxix.  See  Gofpef. 

Sea  under  the  dominion  of  God,  ii.  70. 

Sealing  and  witnefiing  fpirit,  i.  144. 

Secure  and  awakened  finner,  i.  cxv. 

Security  in  the  promifes,  ii.  40,  60,  69. 
Seeking  after  Chrift,  i.  67  3  71. 
Self-Righteoufnefs,  i.  cxxxi  ,  inefficient,  ii 
cliv. 

Senfe  affiftlng  our  faith,  ii.  cxli. 

Senfual  delights  dangerous,  ii.  xi,  xii,  48. 
Serpent  braaen,  i.  cxik 
Shepherd,  Chrift  and  his  paftures,  i.  67. 
Shortnefs,  frailty  and  mifery  of  life,  i.  37,  ii 

.  39>  5s- 

Sicknefs  and  recovery,  i.  55. 

Sight  of  God  mortifies  us  to  the  world,  ii.  xll 
of  Chrift  beatifick,  ii,  xvi,  755  and  faith,  i 
cx,  120,  ii.  cxxix,  cxlv  j  of  Chrift  make 
death  eaiy,  iii.  xiv. 

Simeon’s  fong,  i.  xix,  iii.  xiv, 

Sinai  and  Sion,  ii,  clii. 

Sincerity  and  hypocrify,i,  136. 

Sin  the  caufe  of  Chrift’s  death,  ii.  81 5  and  ml 
fery  bgnifhed  from  heaven,  i.  cv,  ii.  86  }  ori 
gin&l,  i.  57  ;  pardoned  and  fubdued,  i.  9,  civ 
i i .  90  5  indwelling,  i.  cxv  j  its  power,  ibid,  i 
86  }  the  ruin  of  angels  and  men,  ii.  24  5  cui 
tom  in  it,  ii.  clx  j  folly,  madnefs  and  diftem 
per  of  it,  ii.  cliii  }  conviction  of  it  by  the  law 

i.  cxv  5  againft  the  law  and  gofpel,  i.  cxviii 
crucified,  i.  evi  }  deceitfulnefs  of  it.  ii*cl. 

Sinning  and  repenting,  ii.  IQ, 

Sinful  pleafures  forfaken,  ii,  x,  xi; 

Sinner  vileft  faved,  ii .  civ  j  and  faints  death,  ii 
exxi  5  invited  to  Chrift,  i.  cxxvii  j  exclude 
heaven,  i.  civ,  cv  }  his  death  terrible,  i,  xc 

ii.  2. 

SJoth  fpiritual  complained  of,  ii.  25. 

Society  in  heaven  blefied,  ii.  53. 

Son  equal  with  the  Father,  ii.  52.  See  Chrift, 
Sons  of  God,  i.  64,  cxliii  :  elect  and  new-bon 
i.  54. 

Song  of  angels,  i.  3  5  of  Simeon,  i.  xix,  iii.  xit 
of  Zechariah,  i.  50  ;  ofMofes  and  the  Lam 
i.49^  56  }  of  Hezekiah,  i.  55  ;  of  Solomc 
paraphrafed,  i.  66—78  3  of  the  Virgin  Mar 

i.  60. 

Sorrow.  See  Repentance.  Comfort  under  1 

ii.  50,  69  }  for  the  dead  relieved,  ii.  3. 
Sovereignty,  i.  86.  See  Grace,  Election,  Go< 
Soul  feparate.  See  Death,  Heaven,  Hell. 
Spirit  breathed  after,  i.  74}  ii.  34  3  water  ar 

blood,  iii.  9  }  his  offices,  ii.  1333  witneffir 
and  fealing,  i.  cxlivj  its  fruits,  i.  cii. 
Spiritual  enemies,  deliverance,  i.  47>  H*  ^ 
warfare,  ii.  77;  pilgrimage,  ii.  53  }  appart 
i.  7,203  race,  i.  483  flath  and  dulnefs,  1 


25,  34  5  joy,  "•  73>  75  i  meaC>  drink  and  clot! 
lag,  i.  7  }  food.  See  Feaft,. 

State  of  nature  and  grace,  1.  civ4 
Storm,  See  Thunder, 
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Strength  from  heaven,  I.  xv,  32,  4S  5  righteouf- 
nefs  and  pardon  in  Chrift,  i.  84,  85,  iii.  24. 
SubmiUion  and  deliverance,  i.  cxxix  $  to  afflic¬ 
tions,  i.  5,  ii .  cix. 

Succefs  of  thegofpel,  i,  xl,  xii,  cxlx,  ii,  cxliv. 
Sufferings  for  Chrift,  ii.  ci.  See  Chrift. 

Supper  of  the  Lord  Lnftituted,  iii.  1  3  baptifm 
and  preaching  ii.  cxii. 

Support  under  trials,  ii.  50,  65, 

Sympathy  of  Chrift,  i.  125. 

T 

TABLE  of  the  Lord,  See  Lord. 

Temptations,  hope  under  them,  1.  i 39  3 
of  the  world ,  ii ,  ei  3  of  the  devil,  ii,  65,  cl  vi, 
clvii  3  axid  defertion  complained  of,  ii.  clxiii. 
Tempted,  Chrift^  compafffon  to  them,  ».  cxxv, 
Terrours  of  death  to  the  unconverced,  i.  xci . 
Teftamenl-New,  in  the  blood  of  Chrift,  iii.  3. 
Thankfgiving  for  victory,  ii.  cxij  for  mercies, 
ii.  cxvi  5  national,  ii.  >, 

Throne  of  grace.  See  Grace, Thunderer.  God, 
ii.  62. 

Time  redeemed,  I,  88  j  ours  and  eternity  God’s, 
ii.  67,  ^ 

Tree  of  life,  iii.  8  j  and  river  of  love,  iii.  20. 
Trinity  praifed,  iii.  26—41. 

Trials  on  earth  and  hope  of  heaven,  ii.  66. 
Triumphs  over  death,  i.  fi,  ii.  no;  or  faith  in 
Chrift.  i,  *4  j  at  a  feaft,  rii,  21  5  of  Chrift 
overour  enemies,  i.  28. 

Truft.  See  faith. 

Truth  and  promifes  of  God  unchangeable,  i.139, 
ii.  60,  693  types,  ii.  123  and  prophecies  of 
Chrift,  ii.  135. 

.V 

VAIN  profperity,  ii.  56,  ci. 

Value  of  Chrift  and  his  rigflteoufnefs,  i. 

cix. 

Vanity  and  morality  of  mao,  i.  82  3  of  youth,  i. 

89,  903  of  the  creatures,  ii.  146. 

Vidtory,  a  thankfgiving  far  it,  ii.  3  j  over  death, 
i.  17  3  fin  and  forrovy,  i.  143  of  Chrift  over 
fatan,  i.  §8,  ii.  89,  $ee  enemies. 

Virtues  chriftian,  ii.  clxi.  See  hclinefs,  love, 
faint?  fpirituaL 


Unbelief  and  faith,  i.  c,  u.  cxxv  ;  puniftied,  i. 
cxviii . 

Uncharitablenefs  and  ch.nrity,'  i.  exxvi. 
Unconverted  ftate,  ii.  f 59  3  death  terrible  to 
them,  i.  91. 

Unfruirfulnefs,  ii.  165. 

Unfandtified  affedlions,  ii.  165. 

Unfeen  things,  faith  in  them,  i.  120. 

W 

WANDERING  affeaions,ii.  zc  3  thoughts 
in  worftiip,  i.  136. 

Warfare  chriftian,  ii.  77. 

Water  the  fpirit,  and  the  blood,  iii.  9. 

Weak  faints  encouraged  by  Chrift,  i.  125  j  by 
the  church,  i,  126. 

Weaknefs,  our  own,  and  Chrift  our  ftrength,  i. 
xv* 

Wifdom  and  power  of  God  in  Chrift  crucified, 
iii.  10  j  carnal  humbled,  i.  11,  12. 

Witnefiinjj  and  fealing  fpirit,  i.  144. 

Word  of  cj od,  i.  53  $  preaching,  i.  io,  ug.  See 
gofpel,  feripture. 

Wonld,  crucifixion  to  it  by  the  crofs,  iii.  7  3  the 
temptations  of  it,  ii.  1073  its  end,  ii.  1643 
mortification  to  it  by  the  fight  of  God,  ii .  44  3 
its  Creation,  ii.  1473  prefervation,  ii.  $3. 
Worlliip  of  heaven  humble,  ii.  68  3  profitable,  ii. 
1233  condefcended  to  by  G.od,  ii.553  Chrift 
prefent  at  it,  i.  66,  ii.  15,  16,  iii.  J5  3  accept¬ 
ed  through  Chrift,  ii.  36,  37  3  formality  in  it, 
i.  1363  delightful,  ii.  14,  15,16,  17. 
Wrathand  mercy  of  God,  i,  42,  ii,  8q,  See 
God,  hell. 

Y 

YOKE  of  Chrift  eafy?  i.  cxxvii. 

Youth,  us  vanities,  i.  89,903  adviftd,  j. 
91. 

Z 

CHARI  AH’s  fong,  and  John’s  meffago,!. 

Zeal  in  the  chriftian  race,  i.  48,  ii.  129  3  and  love 
i.  143  for  the  gofpel,  i.  103,  i i .  4  ;  the  want 
of  it,  ii.  25  3  againft  fin,  ii.  106  j  for  God,  ii. 
116. 

Zion,  her  glory  and  defence,  ii.  64.  See  church* 
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NATURAL  HISTORY  of  the  BIBLE. 


PROPOSAL  FOR  PRINTING  BY  SUBSCRIPTION, 

The  NATURAL  HISTORY  of  the  BIBLE: 

Or,  a  DESCRIPTION  of  all  the 

JBeafts,  Birds,  Fifhes,  Infers,  Reptiles,  Trees,  Plants,  Metals> 
Precious  Stones,  &c.  mentioned  in  the  Sacred  Scriptures. 

Collected  from  the  beft  Authorities,  and?  alphabetically  arranged. 

by  THADDEUS  MASON  HARRIS,  a.  m. 

Librarian  of  Harvard  Univerfity,  Cambridge. 


*«  He  fpake  of  trees,  from  the  cedar  tree  that  19  in  Lebanon,  even  unto  the  hy flop  that  fpnngetn 
»ut  of  the  wall  :  He  fpake  alfo  0 f  beafts,  and  of  fowls,  and  of  creeping  things,  and  otpjbes.  _ 

[AS  the  little  book,  here  offered  to  the  publick,  was  undertaken  with  a  view  to 
general  information,  and  defigned  in  particular  for  the  amufement  and  inftru&ion  or 
youth,  all  technical  terms  have  been  ftudioufly  avoided  ;  fhort,  natural,  and  intelligi¬ 
ble  deferiptions  attempted.  In  the  courfe  of  the  work  many  difficulties  are  folved, 
©bfeure  paffages  cleared  up,  wrong  interpretations  corrcfted,  and  new  beauties  open¬ 
ed  in  the  facred  fcripturesA 

^  CONDITIONS. 

I.  The  work  will  be  printed  with  a  new  and  handfome  type,  on  good  paper,  in  one 
volume  duodecimo,  containing  about  250  pages,  and  adorned  with  an  elegant 

fhl.  "'jphe  price  of  each  book,  to  fubferibers,  neaily  bound  and  lettered,  will  not  ex¬ 
seed  one  dollar .  _  r  *1,  c 

IH.  It  fhall  be  publifhed  as  Coon  as  a  fufficient  number  of  copies  are  lubicnbed  tor. 

3LV.  Payment  to  be  made  as  foon  as  the  books  are  ready  fob  delivery. 

V.  Thofe  who  fuhfcribe  for  fix  copies  fhall  have  a  feventh  gratis.  # 

.*  *  SUBSCRIPTIONS  are  received  by  Thomas  and  Andrews,  the  intended 
Publifhers,  at  Fauft's  Statue,  No.  45>  Newbury  Street,  Bojlon  ;  by  I.  Thomas  at  Wor - 
cefter,  and  by  other  gentlemen  with  whom  fubfeription  papers  are  lodged. 


Juft  publifhed ,  in  two  handfome  nmo.  volumes,  price  13J 4, 

And  to  be  fold  by  Thomas  and  Andrews,  Fauft's  Statue ,  No.  45*  Newbury  Streep 

>  SERMONS,  by  Hugh  Blair;  D.  D.  one  of  the  Minifters  of 

the  High  Church,  and  Profeffor  of  Rhetorick  and  Belle  Lettres  in  the  Univerfity  ol 

Edinburgh.  .  j  * 

***  Thefe  two  volumes  contain  all  Dr.  Blair  s  fermons,  which  are  publifhed  in 

the  three  volumes.  '  - :  'f  i-i 
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juft  pnblifiidin  Hartford,  and  for  fate,  price  1/6.  by  Thomas  &  Andrews,  Fauft’: 

Statue,  No.  45,  Newbury  ft reer,  Boflon, 

HE  PROMPTER  !  ora  Commentary. on  Common  Say¬ 
ings  and'  Subje&s,  which  are  full  of  Common  fenfe,  the  beft  fenfe  in  the  world 
“  To  fee  all  others  faults  and  feel  our  own.” 

-~s- - - 


t  <.  Juft  publifhed ,  price  5 s.  Cd.  bound  and  lettered. 

And  to  be  fold  by  Thomas  and  Andrews,  Fauft’s  Statue,  No.  45,  Newbury  Street 

THE-  PILGRIM’s  PROGRESS,  from  this  World  tq.|ha 

which  h  to  come.  Complete  in  Three  Parts.  Delivered  under  the  fimilitud 
a  Dream*  To  which  is  added,  the  Li|e  of  the  Author.  Emoellilhed  with  Citts. 


